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PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN  BY  A  FRIEND. 


JN  at u re's  a  worn-out  coat— her  comic  vein 

Bards  following  bards  have  turn'd  and  turn'd  again  - 

Can  yon  expect  it  as  bran  new —as  when 

'Twas  firft  cut  oat  by  Shakfpeare  and  Old  Ben  I 

They  had,  in  aid  of  their  fuperior  art, 

The  nap  of  novelty  on  every  part. 

Would  we  a  braggart  paint,  abfurd  and  vain, 

We  can  bat  dreis  up  Piftol  o'er  again ; 

And  change,  like  variations  to  old  tunes, 

His  old  flafh'd  breeches  into  pantaloons : 

Or  would  we  reftlefs  jealoafy  attack, 

Kitely's  turn'd  coat  muft  fit  a  modern  back. 

Will  ydu  not  therefore  fpare  us,  who,  tho'  loth, 

Muft  cut  our  coat  according  to  our  cloth. 

Full  fifteen  years  has  your  refponfive  fmile 

And  cheering  roar  repaid  our  author's  toil. 

Think  what  laborious  pangs,  what  lofs  of  reft 

To  furnith  out  an  annual  crop  of  jeft— 

"'If  jeft  it  can  be  call'd,  which  jeft  is  none,'* 

Till  your  kind  hands  its  dubious  merits  own. 

But  fhould,  perchance,  one  year  of  dreary  dearth 

To  dullncfs  turn  our  aathor's  wiuVd  for  mirth ; 

Tho'  now  condemn 'd  by  your  impartial  laws, 

His  grateful  homage  own  your  paft  applaufe* 
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A  C  T    I. 

SCENE— Outfide  of  CraftlyV  Library  i   Vie%» 
of  the  Town,  the  Sea,  fcf*. 

Enter  Marchmont  {with  a  Manufcript  in  bis 
Hand)  and  Rosa. 

Rosa. 

CHEER  up,  cheer  up,  my  father  I  furely  this 
fhould  be  a  day  of  joy. 

March.  It  flioutd ;  but  'twill  not  be  \  I  have 
Out-toil'd  my  ftrength. 

Rofa.  You  have.  For-  ten  long  years  the 
produce  of  your  pen  has  been  our  fole  fupport  5 
and  for  thefe  fix  months  paft  the  labour  of  the 
brain  has  been  unceafing;  night  after  night  has 
been  devoted  to  that  one  compofition  (pointing  to 
the  manufcript  in  Marchmont'j  band).  But  now 
the  book  is  finifhed,  and  yonder  lives  the  gentle- 
man who  by  the  purchafe  of  it  will  recompence 
you  amply.  Look,  there's  the  library;  will  not 
that  revive  you,  father? 
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March.  It  will;  for  thence  will  come  forth 
gold  ;  and,  oh !  my  child,  you  know  too  well  how 
much  we  (land  in  need  of  it. 

Rofa.  I  do  indeed ;  and,  if  I  dare  advife,  out 
of  the  little  profit  that  produces,  (lore  up  a  parr, 
my  father. 

March.  No;  'tis  already  all  difpofed  of— all  de- 
voted; and  to  the  beft  of  purpofes — to  make  you 
happy,  Rofa ;  to  place  you  far  above  the  frowns  of 
fortune.  There  (giving  her  a  new/paper),  read; 
read  that  advertifement ;  'tis  of  my  inferring, 

Rofa  {reading).  "  Wanted,  as  teacher  to  a 
"  young  perfon  of  the  age  of  fixteen,  a  lady  who 
"  will  inftruft  her  in  mufic  and  drawing,  on 
"  moderate  terms.  Apply  at  the  Priory;  near 
«  AQidown."— Howl  this  for  me,  my  father? 

March.  Yes  j  'tis  for  you  I  have  encountered 
fuch  unufual  toil.  Think  not  that  vanity's  my 
motive:  but  confider,  child,  my  health's  preca- 
rious ;  and  when  I  am  gone,  what  will  become  of 
thee? 

Rofa.  O !  ceafe,  Sir,  ceafe  to  talk  thus. 

March.  Nay,  we  are  now  prepared:  for  miftrefs 
once  of  thefe  fine  arts,  you  may  infure  a  livelihood 
by  inftru&ing  others:  as  tutorefs,  you  may  pro- 
cure an  honeft,  ample  income;  and  your  father 
—yes,  my  Rofa,  death  will  lofe  half  its  terrors  at 
recoiled  ion  that  my  child's  provided  for. 

Rofa.  Death!— oh!  in  pity,  Sir — I  can't  exift 
without  you— what,  what  will  money  yield  me  ?— 
remember,  when  I've  loft  you,  I  am  bereft  of  all 
that's  dear  to  me  on  earth— I  have  no  mother 
to— 

March.  Mother! — have  a  caret — have  I  not 
charged  you  on  your  life  never  to  breathe  that 
deadly,  harrowing  word? 

Rofa. 
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Rofa.  You  have;  but  the  occafion  called  it 
forth ;  and  'tis  indeed  mod  hard  that  I'm  to  know 
no  more,  than  that  die's  in  her  grave.  Oh !  let 
me  once  again  entreat  you  to  impart  her  hiftory; 
give  me  each  circumftance  j  or,  if  you  will  not 
cell  me  how  (he  lived,  inform  me  how  (he  died. 

March,  (fternly.)  Well  then,  (he  died  of  a 
broken  heart. 

Rofa.  What  1  flie  was  wronged  ? 

March.  She  was;  by  a  villain,  a  mod  aban- 
doned villain. 

Ro/a.  Oh !  may  Heaven  pour  down  its  choiceft 
vengeance— 

March,  (laying  bold  of  her  band.)  Hold!  his 
punilhment  is  equal  to  his  crimes — 'tis  in  his  head ! 
his  heart  I— it  gnaws,  it  maddens,  it  con  fumes 
him!— Fear  not,  my  girl,  I — I  can  anfwer  for  his 
{Sufferings ;  hell  knows  no  torments  like  them. 

Ro/a.  What !  you  avenged  her  wrongs  ?— noble, 
virtuous  man ! 

March.  Virtuous! — death  and  fhame!—  Hear 
me,  Rofa ;  hitherto  I  have  commanded  filence  on 
this  fubjeft,  now  I  implore  it  j  if  you've  one  fpark 
of  pity  for  your  diftra&ed  father,  never,  never 
name  your  mother. — Virtuous ! — oh  1  my  child 
(weeps  and  lays  bis  bead  on  her  neck). 

Rofa.  Well,  well,  compofe  yourfelf:  from  this 
hour  depend  upon  my  filence. 

Enter  Craftly  and  Jenkins,  from  the 
Library. 

Craft.  Come  along,  Jenkins;  come  from  the 
crowd  in  the  library,  and  I'll  tell  you  fuch  a  fecret, 
— Heh!  that  fcribbler  Marchmont*  what  brings 
him  here  i 
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March.  Mr.  Craftly,  may  I  entreat  a  word  with 
you?— -I  muft  inform  you,  Sir,  that  hitherto  I  have 
maintained  myfelf  and  this  unequalled  child*  by 
what  my  publications  hate  produced  from  men  of 
your  profeffion  in  the  capital. 

Craft.  Well,  Sir,  and  wha&'s  this  to  rtie? 

March.  You  (hall  hear,  Sir.  Thii  day  I  have 
completed  a  new  work,  which,  from  the  naturto 
and  locality  of  the  fubjeft,  I  bflfer  firft  to  you.  It 
is  a  Satire  on  Extortioned;  and  id  intended  to 
expofe  that  felfilh,  ravenous  fet,  who,  pirace-lik*, 
plunder  each  ftranger  that  frequents  our  coaft. 

Craft.  And  you  want  me  to  buy  it? — ha!  h*^ 
ha! — Do  you  hear  him,  Jenkins?  he  fuppofes  1 
deal  in  books. 

March.  Why,  don't  you  keep  a  library,  Sir! 

Craft.  To  be  fure  1  do;  but  there's  every  tbfog 
going  forward  in  it*  but  reading*  Look,  take  a 
peep  at  them.  One  half  of  the  company,  you  fee, 
are  making  love,  or  talking  fcandal ;  and  the  other 
buying  trinkets,  or  (baking  the  dice-box.  Books 
indeed!  why  one  would  be  enough  for  your  fre- 
quenters of  a  watering-place  \  firft,  becaufe  moft 
of  them  never  read  at  all;  fecondly,  becaufe  I 
doubt  whether  many  of  them  can  read;  and  thirdly* 
becaufe  thofe  who  do,  fo  foon  forget  every  line  of 
the  author,  that  one  volume  is  a  library  to  them. 

March.  Nay,  Sir,  but  when  you  refleft  on  the 
tendency  of  the  production — 

Craft.  Pfhaj  hang  the  tendency:  write  a  pane- 
gyric on  the  glorious  art  of  raffling,  and  then  per- 
haps I'll  talk  to  you.  See!  fee  how  the  fiats  bite ! 
— all  pulling  out  their  cafli,  all  putting  down  their 
names:— that's  the  manufcript,  that's  the  real  pro* 
duftive  writings  *nd  111  bet,  I  get  more  by  my 
evening  raffles  than  ever  bookfcller  got  by  Milton 
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or  Shtkfpeare.  Beftdes,  you  are  alive :  if  you 
want  your  book  to  fell,  you  fhould  (hoot  yourfelf. 
An  author  never  lives  till  he  dies.  So,  to  London 
—fend  vour  works  back  to  London. 

Mar  A.  I  will;  for  there  (thank  Heaven!)  a 
library  is  drill  the  feat  of  ftudy  and  of  learning,  and 
never  yet  was  proftituted  to  gaming  and  chicanery. 
-•-Come,  Rofa,  let  us  return  to  the  Priory. 

Craft.  Take  care,  Sir;  remember  that  Priory 
belongs  to  my  ward  Gabriel;  that  the  rent  is 
finall,  in  confideration  of  its  ruinous  ftace;  recoHett 
there  are  arrears. 

March.  I  know ;  but  he's  too  liberal— 

Craft.  He!  what  has  he  to  do  with  it?  don't  I 
turn  him  round  my  finger?  So  be  on  your  guard, 
Sir;  and  inftead  of  fatirizing  extortioners,  extol 
raffling. 

March.  Never,  Sir;  for  though  my  toil's  in- 
cefiant,  and  my  gains  fmall,  I  will  not  profit  by 
cprrqptihg  morals ;  and  I  would  rather  welcome 
beggary  or  famine,  than  pen  a  line  to  injure  virtue, 
or  degrade  myfelf.  Come,  my  child ;  we've  been 
perhaps  too  fanguine;  but  we  will  not  defpair. 

[Exit  with  Rosa. 

Craft.  Infolent  gazetteer  1— but  I'll  humble 
him ;  yes,  yes,  I've  already  laid  a  train  for  him. 
■— And  now  for  the  fee  ret*  what  new  matter- ftrokc 
do  you  think  this  clever  little  o&avo  (pointing  to 
bis  bead)  has  atchieved  this  morning?  Mrs.  De- 
coy, a  widow  of  family  and  fafhion,  fir  ft:  coufin  to 
a  baronet  of  ten  thou&nd  a  year,  has  confirmed  to 
taarfy  Gabriel. 

Jink.  What,  your  ward? 

Craft.  Aye:  Mr.  Primitive,  his  rich  uncle  ia 
Jamaica,  defired  me  to  fck&  a  wife  for  him,  and 
I've  dene  it:  the  widow  has  contented,  and  Ga» 
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bricl  is  at  this  moment  paying  his  firft  addrcflcs  to 
her. 

Jenk.  lmpofliblc:  a  woman  of  family  and  ex- 
peditions marry  fuch  a  ruftic  !  » 

Craft.  That's  it — that's  the  very  reafon.  She 
fays  fhe  is  tired  of  town  life,  and  town  lovers;  and 
therefore  felefts  Gabriel  for  his  rural  fimplicity. 
But  I  don't  care  about  the  motive ;  (he's  to  give 
me  twelve  hundred  pounds  for  my  confent,  and  a 
third  of  what  Mr.  Primitive  fettles  on  her  into  the 
bargain:  now  that's  what  I  call  a  good  morning's 
raffle. 

Gabr.  (without.)  "  Come,  let  us  dance  and 
«  fing— " 

Craft.  He  comes,  the  enamoured  fwain  appears. 
Now  we  (hail  hear  how  the  courtfliip  went  on. 

Enter  Gabriel,  fmglng. 

Gabr.  "  While  all  the  village  bells  (hall  ring.'* 
^-It's  a  match,  guardy !— the  great  lady  confents: 
I'm  a  great  man,  you're  another,  and  you  (hall  be 
another,  Jenkins. 

Craft.  Bravo!  excellent! — What,  and  you  like 
the  thoughts  of  matrimony  now? 

Gabr.  Hugely. — I  thought  at  firft  it  would  lead 
to  wrangling  and  quarelling ;  but — he!  he!  he!— 
I  find  that's  all  a  miftake ;  for  the  moment  we  are 
united,  that  moment  we  are  divided. 

Craft.  Divided! 

Gabr.  Yes:  a  hufband  muftn't  fit  next  to  his 
wife  at  table,  nor  hand  her  out  of  a  room,  nor  dance 
with  her.  In  (hort,  he  muftn't  be  fcen  with  her:— 
*«  So,"  fays  (he,  "  we  can't  quarrel  if  we  don't 
"  meet,  you  know."— if  No,"  fays  1 5  c<  and,  at 
«  that  rate,  if  a  man  wi(hes  never  to  fee  a  woman, 
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u  ecod!  he  can't  do  better  than  marry  her:  fo,  fend 
"  for  the  parfon,  become  Mrs.  Gabriel  Lackbrain ; 
cc  and  then,  you  know,  I  bid  you  good-bye  for  life." 
Craft.  *  Well,  and  what  did  (he  fay  then  ? 
Gabr.  Why,  (he  laughed,  and  talked  of  her 
accomplifhments ;  reminded  me  of  her  finilhed 
education,  and  fpoke  a  good  deal  of  one  Meters 
and  one  Tafio. 

Craft.  Pflia!  it's  the  fame  perfon — Metaftaflo. 
—Dolt!  blockhead? 

Gabr.  Blockhead!  how  could  I  help  it?  didn't 
you  bring  me  up  among  the  mountains  ?  And  fo 
I  told  her— fays  I — <c  I  know  nothing  of  either  of 
€t  thefe  Poman  warriors,  and  I  don't  fee  why  I 
"  ftiould:  Latin  won't  tcadi  me  to  fow  barley,  or 
«  Greek  to  fatten  a  pig." — Says  I,  "  I'm  no 
"  foreigner  \  I  can  write  and  read  my  native  lan- 
"  guagc  t  and  I  wi(h,  with  all  my  foul,  your  great 
cc  fcholars  could  fay  the  fame." 

Craft.  You  did,  did  you? — then  (he  laughed 
again,  1  fuppofe? 

Gabr.  She  did  confumedly.  But  to'  conclude, 
(he  told  me,  though  (he  preferred  the  country,  I 
might  vifit  London;  and  that  her  coufin,  che  rich 
baronet,  would  introduce  me  to  all  the  firft  circles. 
•This,  you  may  be  fure,  won  my  heart ;  for  I  had 
always  a  buckifh  turn,  you  know.  So  we  (truck 
the  match ;  (he  fent  for  the  clergyman— 

Craft.  Sent  for  the  clergyman! — We'll  go  di- 
reftly,  and,  by  way  of  fettlement,  read  the  letter  of 
Mr.  Primitive.  Qdflieart!  (he's  the  very  woman 
•he'd  felefti  fo  difguftcd  with  London!  fo  devoted 
to  the  country !— Oh  I  (he'll  have  a  thoufand 
charms  for  him;— and,  what's  better,  (he'll  have 
more  than  twelve  hundred  for  me  (4/W*).— So, 
come,  you  rogue,  come  and  be  married. 
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Gabr:  Aye,  the  (boner  the  merrier,  I  fay;  for  I 
do  fo  long  to  fee  the  baronet,  and  vifit  London : 
and  when  I  get  there,  dang  it,  how  I'll  aftonifh  thefe 
cocknies !  I  know  they  look  upon  us  countrymen 
as  a  parcel  of  comeys  and  doeyes,  that  can  only 
clap  our  hands  upon  our  hearts  and  talk  of  con* 
fcience,  innocence,  apd  nature :  but  they  (han't 
wrong  us  in  that  manner ;  they  (han't  fuppofe  us 
fo  much  behindhand;  for  1*11  convince  them  there's 
more  love-making  in  our  woods  than  in  their 
fquares;  more  drinking  in  our  alehoufes  than  in 
their  taverns  5  and  for  fpeculating,  and  (haking  a 
dice-box,  you  can  (atisfy  them  about  that  you 
know,  guardy.«*-But  now  for  the  great  lady.— 
"  Come  let  us  dance  and  fing,  &c." 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE— A  Rom  in  the  Hotel. 
Enter  Clifford  and  Waiter. 

Clif.  You're  fure  there's  no  fuch  perfon  juft 
arrived  ? 

Wait.  I'm  fure  there's  no  lady  in  the  houfe  of 
that  defcription:  but  if  fiich  a  one  (hould  arrive, 
you  may  depend  on  the  earlieft  intelligence  from 
the  beft  of  waiters  in  the  beft  of  hotels  in  the  beft 
of  watering  places. 

Clif.  That's  right;  and  here's  an  earned  of  my 
future  bounty  {giving  bim  money).  Be  wary  now, 
for  my  exiftence  depends  upon  recovering  her,  I 
came  from  London  in  purfuit  of  her,  and  (he  cer- 
tainly took  this  very  road.  But,  in  the  mean  time, 
lay  the  cloth  in  the  dining-room  {opens  door  in  back 
Jcene).     Why,   here'*  company.— (Sir  Harry 

Torpid 


LIFE.  9 

Torpid  difcovertd  fitting  in  a  chair*,  with  a  newf* 
paper  in  iris  band,  faft  afieep.  A  table  clofe  to  him, 
V>itb  wine  and  glajfes  on  it.) 

Wait.  No,  Sir,  the  gentleman's  juft  going.  He 
came  here  about  two  hours  ago,  intending  to  enjoy 
our  fea  bredzes  for  a  fortnight;  but,  as  ufual,  he  is 
already  tired,  and  will  be  off  again  in  a  moment. 
Clif.  Indeed! — Why*  'tis  Sir  Harry  Torpid. 
Wait.  It  is,  Sir;  and,  between  ourfelves,  I  fancy 
he  is  a  little  tired  of  hirhfelf ;  for  he  bribes  the 
poftboys  to  drive  like  madmen  till  he  gets  to  a 
place;  and,  when  there,  behold  bow  it  ends !— in 
ihoring  over  a  newfpaper,  whilft  the  fame  boys  arc 
preparing  to  drive  him  equally  faft  back  again. 

Clif  Yes,  I've  known  him  long;  and  the  caufe 
of  all  this  is,  his  .having  nothing  to  do. — But  he 
wakes ;  I'll  talk  to  hi'm*  leave  us. 

\Exit  Waiter. 

Sir  H.  (yawning  and  jir etching  out  his  arms.) 

Aw!  aw!— (till  in  this  infernal  place!  dill  alone! 

Hill— (rifes)^Dza\tne !  Til  be  off.     I'll  try  Tun- 

bridge  again:  to  be  fure  I've  been  there  already 

twice  this  fuenmer:  however,  anywhere  but  where 

I  am.     Here,  waiter,  a  chaife  and  four  again. 

Clif.  What,  Sir  Harry,  have  you  forgotten— 

Sir  H.   What,  Jack!  Jack  Clifford !— my  dear 

feHow,  you're  juft  come  in  time ;  I  was  reduced  to 

the  laft  extremity  $    had   taken   my  after-dinner 

faooze,  lead  the  advertifements  twice  over;  and, 

except  , paying  the  bill   and  wrangling  with  the 

waiter,  hadn't  a  (ingle  hope  on  earth. — But  now  1 

fit  down  and  finifh  the  bottle,  my  boy. 

Clif.  Why,  you're  a  ftrange  creature,  Sir  Harry ! 
but  ycfterday  I  faw  you  in  Pall  Mall. 

Sir  H.  Yes,  and  very  likely  there  you  may  fee 

me  again  to-morrow.     I'm  Tick  to  death  of  thefe 

6  fca- 
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fea-port  towns.  One  goes  to  the  libraries,  the 
card* rooms,  and  the  tea-rooms;  and  nothing  inte- 
refts,  nobody  feems  alive.— Upon  my  foul.  Jack, 
if  thefe  Tea  cormorants  didn't  continually  compel 
me  to  put  my  hands  in  my  pockets,  I  fhoudn't 
know  that  I  was  alive  myfelf.  But  you,  what  is 
yqur  purfuit  here  ? 

Clif.  The  mod  tormenting  one  in  the  worlds- 
love,  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  H.  Love!  Oh,  how  I  envy  you!  what 
would  I  give  to  be  in  love! 

Clif.  Don't,  don'c  think  of  it ;  it  has  made  mc 
miferable. 

Sir  H.  So  much  the  better;  that's  what  I  want: 
and  if  I  could  but  work  myfelf  into  a  mod 
unhappy  paffion— no  matter  with  whom — were 
lhe  ever  fo  ugly  or  ill- tempered,  it  would  ftill 
anfwer  my  purpofe. 

Clif.  What!  would  a  fcolding  wife  anfwer  your 
purpofe  ? 

•Sir  H.  To  be  fure :  inftead  of  fitting  alone  in  a 
coffee-room,  picking  my  teeth,  or  yawning  over  a 
newfpaperj  think  of  having  a  fine,  a&ive,  cheerful 
companion,  who  will  fcowl  at  me,  fnarl  at  me,  and 
fet  my  whole  foul  in  a  delicious  ferment !— then, 
Jack,  after  an  hour  of  delightful  quarrelling,  what 
fay  you  to  the  reconciliation,  to  the  killing  and 
making  up  again  ?— And,  to  complete  the, charm- 
ing fire-fide,  call  to  mind  half  a  dozen,  little  Sir 
Harries;  think  of  their  noife,  their  nurfing,  their 
expence.— Oh!  all  this  muft  produce  agitations 
and,  were  I  as  miferable  as  you  are,  I.ihould  be 
the  happieft  dog  in  England. 

Clif.  P(ha!  you  know  not  what  you  talk  4f. 
Do  you  call  it  happinefs  to  lofe  the  object  you  are 
attached  to? 

Sir 
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Sir  H.  Lofe  her! 

Clif.  Yes,  that  is  my  cafe.  My  aunt,  Mrs. 
Clifford,  lately  brought  with  her  from  Switzerland 
a  lady  of  the  name  of  Belford.  At  firft  fight  I 
loved  her;  but,  on  declaring  my  affeftion,  (he 
treated  me  with  fcorn :  however,  I  p^rfifted;  and, 
aided  by  my  aunt's  entreaties,  hoped  for  fuccefs  ; 
when  fuddenly  (he  left  the  hoofe,  and  fled  I  know 
not  whither. 

Sir  H.  What,  and  you  purfued  her  ? 

Clif.  Yes;  but  hitherto  in  vain :  curfed  chance! 
I  can  gain  no  tidings  of  her. 

Sir  H.  All  the  better  again :  the  purfuit,  my 
boy,  the  purfuit  is  every  thing;  and  I  only  wHh 
fomebody  would  run  away  from  me. 

Clif.  'Sdeath!  this  trifling  is  ridiculous:  were 
I  as  weary  of  myfelf,  would  I  not  feek  out  fome 
employment  ? 

Sir  H.  I  have;  I  have  tried  every  thing;  devoted 
half  my  life,  and  nearly  all  my  fortune,  to  racing, 
hunting,  drinking,  gaming,  volunteering ;  in  (hort, 
at  the  age  of  thirty f  I've  fp  outlived  every  enjoy- 
ment, that  if  I  can't  contrive  to  fall  defperately  in 
love,  that  I  may  run  after  fomebody— -to  be  fure, 
there's  one  other  profpeft — my  creditors  grow 
fo  prelfing,  that  probably  I  (hall  have  to  run  away 
from  fomebody;  and  then,  you  know,  I'm  com- 
for  tabic ;  for,  next  to  love,  certainly  debt  is  moft 
likely  to  keep  a  man  in  hot  water. 

Enter  William. 

Clif.  Well,  Sir,  have  you  been  more  fortunate 
than  your  matter  i  have  you  any  news  of  the  run- 

away? 

Will. 
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Will.  Yes,  Sir;  a  lady  anfwering  Mrs.  Belford'a 
defcripUQa,  was  feen  this  morning  at  a  farm-houfe 
about  eight  miles  off. 

Clif.  Indeed!— my  hopes  revive,  and  (he  (hall 
anfwer  fpr  her  haughty  conduit.  Come,  fhew  mc 
the  way*  . 

Sir  H.  What,  will  you  leave  me  alone,  Jack  ? 

CV/f.  You!  why  I  thought  you  were  going  to 
Tunbridge. 

Sir  H.  Yes;  but  I'd  rather  go  with  you.  It 
will  be  luxury  to  the  folitude  of  apoft-chaife;  and, 
befides,  who  knows  but  this  is  the  very  woman  I'm 
to  fall  in  love  with* 

Clif.  Have  a  care,  Sir*  crofs  me  in  my  paffion, 
and— 

Sir  JL  You'll  blow  xrq  brains  out  ?— There 
1  defy  you ;  for,  if  I  thought  1  had  any,  I  fliould 
have  done  them  that  honour  many  years  ago.  But 
come  aow,  a  friend  may  be  ufeful  *  you  may  want 
his  advice,  his  afiiftance. 

Clif.  Well,  I  don't  like  to  part  with  you*  fo 
allons. 

Sir  H.  Allons:  and  now  I  ftart  fair  again.-— 
But  hold,  hold — all  right  and  honourable,  I  hope? 
*— One  had  better  do  nothing*  than  do  badly:  and, 
to  fight  againft  time,  a  man  cnufl:  deep  of  nights- 
aye,  and  of  days  too :  fi>  remember,  Jack,  you 
found  me  fkepingj  and  don't,  by  drawing  me  into 
a  bad  a£ion,  deprive  me  of  the  beft  friencl  I  have 
in  the  world.  [ExcupL 
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SCENE— A  Room  at  Mrs.  Decoy V. 

Enter  Mrs.  Decoy  and  Betty. 

Mrs.  D.  Ha !  ha !  the  day's  our  own :— they're 
fhar'd,  they're  caught;  and  your  ruirTd  miftrefs 
will  once  more  roll  in  wealth  and  fplendour. 

Bttiy.  She  will,  Madam  •,  and  all  owing  to  your 
coming  to  this  town  on  a  matrimonial  fpeculation. 

Mrs.  D.  Matrimonial  fpeculation  indeed,  Betty! 
—Yes,  when  a  run  of  luck  had  reduced  me  to  the 
laft  (hilling,  didn't  I  tell  you  I  would  go  to  a  wa- 
tering place,  aod  fave  myfelf  by  catching  a  golden 
calf?— And  I've  fucceeded;  and  how? — (imply, 
by  telling  Mr.  Craftly  I  was  heirefs  to  a  rich  ba- 
ronet; devoted  to  retirement;  and  would  give 
him  twelve  hundred  pounds,  and  a  third  of  what's 
faded  on  me,  merely  for  his  trouble  in  contenting. 

Betty.  1  know.  But  are  you  fure  of  your  huf- 
band's  wealth? 

Mrs.  D.  Oh,  there  you  may  truft  me.  Hia 
uncle,  now  in  Jamaica,  lately  changed  his  name  to 
Primitive,  for  a  fortune  of  two  hundred  thoufand 
pounds;  and,  in  confequence  of  his  daughter's 
death,  adopted  his  nephew  Gabriel,  and  appointed 
Mr.  Craftly  his  guardian— and  a  rare  guardian  he 
is  !  While  he  is  nightly  picking  up  a  few  pounds 
at  his  library,  here  have  I,  at  one  throw,  raffled 
myfelf  into  a  provifion  for  life. 

Betty.  You  have,  Ma'am ;  and  I'm  fure  Mr. 
Gabriel's  a  lucky  man. 

Mrs.  D.  That's  more  than  I  know:  he's  but 
the  huiband  of  ncceffity :  my  coufin,  my  dear  Sir 
Harry  Torpid  is  the  objeft  of  my  choice.-— But 
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filence!  here  are  the  two  Gabies:  I  muft  fupport 
my  charafier.  [Exit  Bettv. 

Enter  Craftly  and  Gabriel. 

Craft,  (bowing  all  re/pefiF,  6?r.)  Madam,  my 
ward  has  told  me  of  your  condefcenfion  *  and 
though  you  laughed  at  him  about  Meters  and 
Tafio— 

Gabr.  Laughed  at  me !  Lord  help  you !  why 
Mrs.  Decoy  isn't  Angular  there;  and,  if  it  wou'dn'c 
make  her  jealous,  I  could  tell  her  that  all  the  wo- 
men do  the  fame:— yes,  other  young  bucks  may 
boaft  that  the  dear  creatures  fmile  upon  them; 
bur,  icod !  I  never  look  them  in  the  face  that  they 
arn't  in  an  abfolute  roar,  he!  he! 

Craft.  True;  Gaby's  an  eternal  fource  of  good- 
humour.  And  now,  if  you've  nothing  further  to 
propofe— 

Mrs.  D.  Nothing,  Sir :  only,  to  prevent  the 
poffibility  of  any  mifunderftanding,  I  hope  Mr. 
Gabriel  has  no  objections  to  feparate  fervants,  fe- 
parate  incomes, — in  (hort,  a  feparate  eftablilhment? 

Gabr.  None  at  all,  Ma'am:  if  you  with  it,  I'll 
fign  articles  of  ieparation  firft,  and  marry  you  af- 
terwards ;  I  will,  with  all  my  heart  and  foul ;  that 
is,  if  Guardy  approves,  for  I  always  obey  him. 

Craft.  Good  boy !  and  this  marriage  is  a  re- 
ward for  your  obedience.  But  now  to  read  Mr. 
Primitive's  letter,  in  lieu  of  fettlement.  Liften, 
for  'tis  moft  important.— (reads)  "  Dear  coufin 
u  Craftly,  Although  I  difapprovc  of  early  mar- 
<c  riages,  (having  in  the  perfon  of  my  unfortunate 
"  daughter  feen  the  fatal  effeds  of  them,)  yet,  as  I 
"  intend  fiiortly  to  return  to  England,  I  beg  you 
u  will  feleft  for  Gabriel  a  wife  of  a  quiet,  retired 
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"  difpofltion;  and  if,  after  rcfiding  with  them  at 
cc  the  cottage  one  twelvemonth,  I  approve  of  their 
cc  conduft,  I  hereby  pledge  myfelf  to  fettle  oa 
c(  them  two  thoufand  a  year  during  my  life,  and 
u  the  bulk  of  my  fortune  after  my  deccafc." 

Gabr.  Bravo,  nunky  !  Dang  it,  we  (hall  be  up 
to  our  chins  in  clover,  Ma'am. 

Craft.  Stop;  here's  an  awful  pro vifo. — {reads) 
"  But  if,  on  the  contrary,  I  find  them  unworthy 
"  my  efteem,  I  (hall  not  only  revoke  this  promife, 
"  but  confider  myfelf  at  liberty  to  adopt  whoever 
*'  I  think  proper*     Paul  Primitive." 

Gabr.  That  awful!  rot  it,  it's  main  hard  if  we 
can't  keep  worthy  for  a  twelvemonth.  Betides, 
who  elfe  is  he  to  adopt  ? 

Craft.  Who!  why,  the  child  of  this  unfortunate 
daughter  he  fpeaks  of.  Though  he  deferted  her 
in  confequence  of  her  marrying  March mont,  he 
was  ftill  doatingly  fond  of  her;  and  if  Rofa  fhould 
throw  herfelf  in  her  grandfather's  way— 

Mrs.  D.  True ;  the  fight  of  her  might  revive 
fenfations— 

Craft.  Never  fear;  I've  been  aware  of  all  that; 
and  Marchmont  and  his  daughter  fhall  be  kept 
out  of  the  way.  There  are  arrears  of  rent — and 
neither  of  them  (hall  fee  Mr.  Primitive.— Mum  1 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  the  clergyman  is  this  moment 
arrived. 

Mrs.  D.  The  clergyman !  Lord !  Pm  fo  em- 
barrafled :— ar'n't  you,  Mr.  Gabriel  ?  ' 

Gabr.  Why,  I  do  feel  fome what  flurried;  but 
it's  becaufe  I'm  not  ufed  to  it;  if  I  was  like  you, 
I  fhould  not  mind  it.     Lord  blefs  you,  I  (hall  be 

quite 
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quite  bold  and  comfortable  the  next  time  t  marry* 
But  come,  fir  ft  foe  the  ceremony,  then  for  the 
cottage, 

Mrs.  D.  Ay,  then  for  the  cottage;  and  when  we 
get  there,  I  hope  Mr,  Craftly  will  recoiled*  that 
we  (hall  want  fevcral  new  and  additional  articles  of 
furniture. 

Craft.  I  know;  and,  as  it  will  give  me  a  confe- 
quence  in  the  town,  1  beg  you'll  fo  far  indulge  me, 
that  whatever  either  of  you  want  I  may  befpeak  of 
my  own  trade  fane n  in  my  own  name. 

Gabr.  Icod,  we'll  indulge  you;  and  to  begin, 
befpeak  us  a  fet  of  high  horfes  and  low  carriages. 

Mrs.  D-  Ay  j  a  dafhing  curricle,  and  a  gay 
Ibciable. 

Gubr.  No,  not  that ;  becaufc,  if  we've-  a  fepa- 
rate  cftabliflimcnt,  any  thing  fociable  will  knock  all 
up,  you  know.  No,  if  we  muft  travel  together, 
we'll  have  fuch  a  carriage  as  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jar  have 
—a  wide  poftchaife,  with  a  fine  thick  partition  be- 
tween us;  that's  the  way  to  prevent  wrangling. 
But  now  for  it ;  now  for  the  clergyman ;  and  then, 
Gaby,  receive  the  reward  of  thy  youth,  thy  beauty, 
and  thy  accomplilhed  manners. 
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SCENE*-Oa/y?i<?  of  she  Prioty ;  diftant  Vktf  of 
the  Sed  ;  Gardtn  Chair. 

EnMr  Clifford  and  Sir  Harry  Torpid,  baftily* 

dif.  Well,  but  I  infift— li(ten— hear  me,  Sir 
fclarry. 

5/r//.  I  tell  you  I'm  not  Sir  Harry— I'm  another 
perfon — new  born— juft  come  into  the  world  j  and, 
till  this  moment,  never  was  alive. 

Clif.  Nay,  but  what  has  occafioned  it  ?  is  it  be- 
caufe  you've  found  the  objed  I'm  in  fcarch  of? 

Sir  H*  No  $  'tis  becaufe  I've  found  the  objedt 
I'm  in  fearch  of— the  thing  I've  been  looking  for 
all  my  life — a  woman — a  lovely,  agitating,  tor- 
menting woman.  My  dear  fellow,  give  me  joy  j 
I'm  as  miferable  as  yourfelf. 

Clif.  Pfha !  I  almoft  with  you  were. 

Sir  A  Why  I  am— I  tell  you  I  am.  But  you 
(hall  hear  whence  my  good  fortune  arofe.  After 
we  had  fearched  in  vain  for  your  runaway,  I  went 
to  Craftly's  library  j  and,  as  ufua),  was  fitting  in  that 
liftlefe,  lifelefs  date,  when  yawning  fill'd  each  paufc 
the  tooth-pick  left;  when  (lucky  chance!)  I  was 
awakened  from  my  torpor  by  the  voice  of  a  di- 
ftreffed  female:  I  looked  up,  and  faw  the  mod  di- 
vine, fascinating,  attra&ing  little  angel  !  tears  were 
ftarting  from  her  eyes ;    and,   with   fupplicating 
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hands,  (be  was  entreating  that  rafcal  Crafty  not  to 
fend  her  father  to  prifon. 

Clif.  What!  and  you  became  interefted  for  her  ? 
Sir  H.  Yes  :  how  could  1  help  it  ?  She  told 
him,  he  was  a  poor  author  ;  wrote  for  his  bread  5 
and  if  he  arretted  him  for  the  rent  he  owed,  in  his 
prefent  infirm  ftate,  he  muft  perifh.  At  this,  my 
heart,  which  had  hitherto  been  a  deeping  partner 
began  bounding  about  like  a  tennis-ball ;  and  at 
the  fame  moment,  before  (he  could  raife  her  hand- 
kerchief to  her  eyes,  one  of  her  tears  fell  on  my 
•hand :  I  looked  at  it,  and  foon  faw  another— it 
was  my  own  !  the  firft  I  had  ever  (hed.  I  hailed 
the  fight ;  and  only  curfed  my  unlucky  ftars,  I  had 
never  before  known  the  luxury  of  weeping. 

Clif.  Why,  heyday !  this  is  indeed  a  transform- 
•ation ! — And  did  you  fpeak  to  her  ? 

SirH.  I  did;  and  to  that  favage  Craftly;  but 
he  was  inexorable.  On  which,  I  fairly  told  her,  I 
had  nothing  to  do ;  my  time  was  entirely  on  my 
hands ;  and  if  (he'd  give  me  leave,  I'd  horfewhip 
him  through  the  world.  To  this  (he  objefted; 
and  not  daring  to  offer  her  money — and  indeed  the 
lum  I  had  in  this  little  gentleman  (producing  a 
pocket-book)  being  too  infignificant  to  be  ufeful— 
(he  went  away  hopelefs  and  difconfolate.  I  in- 
ftantly  inquired  all  about  her;  and  there  {he  lives, 
and  here  I'll  live ;  and  let  her  treat  me  with  indif- 
ference, Ifhall  ftill  be  grateful. 

Clif.  What !  if  (he  don't  return  your  pafiion  ? 

Sir  H.  To  be  fure.  She  has  made  me  a  moft 
unhappy,  agitated  being ;  and  that's  conferring  an 
obligation  I  never  can  repay. 

Clif.  Pfha  !  I'll  leave  you  to  indulge  your  folly. 
And  now,  mark  the  difference  between  us :  I  have 
jefourccs  within  myfelf*  and  if  I  fail  in  obtaining 

the 
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the  objeft  Fen  in  fearch  of,  I  fhall  fly  to  folitude  fot 
confolation. 

Sir  H.  Don't,  Jack,  don't  think  of  it;  Fve  tried 
it. 

Clif.  You  tried  folitude! 

Sir  H.  Yes ;  it  won't  do  at  all.  For  once,  when 
I  found  nothing  elfe  would  anfwer,  I  went  alone  to 
a  remote  part  of  the  Ifle  of  Wight,  hired  a  fort  of 
hermitage,  let  my  beard  grow,  and  determined  ta 
dig  my  own  grave,  and  howl  if  any  body  came  near 
me.  Well,  I  couldn't  drels  my  meat,  or  make  mjr 
feed,  you  know ;  (o  I  was  obliged  to  hire  a  kind  of  a 
kuixkefs  *  and  though  (he  was  both  old  and  ugly* 
fo  tired  was  I  of  myfelf,  that  the  found  of  her  feet 
was  mufic  to  me,  the  fight  of  her  face  tranfporting 
to  me,  and  her  converfatioft— Oh  1  I  ufed  to  Men 
to  her  infernal  nonfenfe  with  fuch  rapture  !— Ah ! 
Jack,  Jack,  you  may  talk  of  Petrarch  and  other 
anchorets  living  alone  ;  but  it's  all  an  impofition  ; 
they  never  got  on  without  a  Laura,  or  fome  other 
fnug  thing  in  their  hermitages,  you  may  depend 
on't. 

Ctif.  Well,  youVe  incurable  ;  fo  adieu.     When 
I  want  you,  I  (hall  know  where  to  find  you. 
«    Sir  H.  You  will ;  for  here  I  fit  for  life   (fitting 
in  garden  chair).  [Exit  Clifford. 

And,  thank  Heaven!  now  I  can  fit  ftill  a  little; 
for  hitherto  I  have  been  fo  confoundedly  fidgetty, 
that,  except  when  flecping,  I  could  never  bring 
myfelf  to  an  anchor  for  two  minutes  together.— 
Gad  1  I  wonder  whether  fhe's  got  home :  1  fup- 
pofe  not ;  for  I  made  fo  much  hade  from  the  li- 
brary.— {Rifest  and  gits  behind  a  tree.)  No,  (he 
comes  I  the  lovely,  agonizing  angel  comes  i 
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Enter  Rosa. 


Rqfa.  My  poor  father !  how  (hall  I  tell  him  that 
the  interview  has  failed;  that  the  unfeeling  man 
rejefts  my  Applications,  and  the  reward  of  all  his 
labours  is  a  prifon  ?  Alas  \  I  dread  to  impart  it. 

Sir  H.  {advancing  and  bowing.)  Then  let  mc 
do  it  for  you,  Ma'am. 

Rofa.  The  gentleman  who  was  fo  kind  to  me  a£ 
the  lrbrary  ! 

Sir  H.  Yes,  Ma'am;  and  who  from  this  hour 
begs  to  be  employed  by  you ;  who  will  go  to  Lon- 
don for  letters  for  you,  to  India  for  muQins  for  you, 
to  the  north  pole  for  furs  for  you. 

Rq/a.  Sir,  you're  very  good ;  but  I  cannot  think 
of  troubling— 

Sir  H.  I  like  trouble,  Ma'am;  and  if  your  father 
want  afliftance,  if  he  want  an  amanuenfis — to  be  fure 
I  can't  give  blm  thoughts  or  jokes — but  I'll  copy  for 
him  till  I'm  as  black  in  the  face  as  Jiis  own  ink, 
Ma'am. 

Rofa.  Sir,  this  kindnefs  from  a  ftranger,  from  one 
on  whom  we  have  no  claim— 

Sir  H.  You  have  the  ftrongeft  claim,  you  gave 
me  life,  Ma'am ;  you  found  me  in  a  (late  of  apathy, 
inanity;  but  now  I  think  of  my  enviable  fituation  j 
inftead  of  coffee- rooms,  club-rooms,  and  ca*d- 
rooms,  I  (hall  live  in  the  open  air,  kneel  all  night 
under  your  window,  and  rend  the  iky  with  my  de- 
fpair  and  rapture  ! 

Rqfa.  How  !  what  mean  you  ? 

Sir  H.  Mean  !  that,  doating  as  I  do,  I  (hall  love 
every  thing  around  you ;  reverence  the  woods  that 
jfhade  you,  worfhip  the  winds  that  blow  upon  you*, 
and  idolize  the  little  lap-dog  that  barks  at  you. 
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Rofa.  Sir,  I  don't  exa&ly  underftand  you:— 
tout  my  father  expetts  me — good  day, 

SirH.  What!  you  call  me  from  you? — Well, 
no  matter;  you've  done  my  bufinefs,  and  I'm 
equally  obliged  to  you. 

Ro/a.  Sir,  the  obligation  is  on  my  part:  the  in- 
tereft  you  have  (hewn  for  a  moft  unhappy  parent 
tleferves  my  warmed  gratitude ;  and  though,  from 
our  different  fituations,  it  is  too  probable  we  may 
never  meet  again,  yet  be  aflured,  Sir,  I  (hall  often 
think  of  him,  who,  in  the  hour  of  affliction,  mingled 
his  tears  with  mine.     Farewell,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Sir  H.  (taking  out  bis  handkerchief,  and  weeping.) 
Farewell !  Farewell !— I'm  choaked  with  grief,  and 
yet  never  was  fo  happy  in  all  my  life. — But  what 
lhall  1  do  ?  how  employ  myfelf  to  ferve  her  ?— * 
Suppofe  I  try  to  pay  her  father's  debts  ? — Well,  no 
bad  beginning.     But  how  ?    I've  only  thefe  few 
notes  {taking  out  a  /mall  pocket-book)  j  and  if  I  offer 
them,  it  may  perhaps  offend.— -Diftrefs— fuppofe 
—I  have  it— (he's  returning,  fhe's  coming  this 
way;    I'll  drop  it  purpofcly  that  (he  may  find  it. 
My  friend  {to  the  pocket-book),  I  filled  you  to  lay 
out  in  pleafure ;  half's  already  gone  in  taverns  and 
in  travelling,   and  you've  procured  me  not  one 
atom;  but  if  the  other  half  fnatches  a  needy  author 
from  a  prifon,  you  will  have  done  your  duty  nobly 
—yes,  that  will  indeed  give  pleafure.      But  fhe 
comes  {drops  the  book)  :  I'll  to  the  woods,  and  give 
aloofe  to  fighs  and  tears,  and  happinefs  unequalled. 

[Exit. 
Re-enter  Rosa. 

Ro/a.  Not  there  !  my  father  not  in  the  Priory  I 
—where,  where  can  he  have  gone  ?  Surely  they 
havVt  already— {treads  on  pock*t-book)r-Vf  hat's 
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this  ? — a  pocket-book,  and  open,  and  bank  notes ! 
— Heavens  !  how  came  it  here  ?— Oh !  no  doubt 
it  belongs  to  the  ftranger  j  he  has  loft  it ;  dropt  it 
by  accident ;  and  perhaps  already  feels  diftrefs  from 
wanting  it.  Where  (hall  I  find  him  ?  for,  after 
what  has  palled,  it  would  be  gratifying  to  make 
even  this  fmall  return*  Ha !  he  comes— no,  'tis 
my  father — and  in  fuch  hade !  and  looking  fo  dis- 
ordered !— 

Enter  Marchmont,  hajiily. 

Speak,  fpeak,  Sir !— what  has  happened  ? 

March.  So — I  have  outrun— efcaped  them*— 
Oh !  (faint  and  overcome.) 

Rofa.  Merciful  powers !  how  pale,  how  wan  you 
look! 

March.  I  have  caufe :  for,  even  now,  waiting 
in  yonder  path  for  your  return,  two  men  ap- 
proached, and  fcized  me.  They  faid,  I  was  their 
prifoner,  and  for  rent  due  from  the  Priory  5  and, 
what  is  mod  perplexing  and  myfterious,  they  oft 
fered  inftant  freedom,  provided  I  would  fail  with 
you  to  fome  far-diftant  land.  This  daggered  and 
enraged  me  ;  I  ftruggled  with  them,  and,  in  the 
conflift,  I  efcaped.  But,  oh !  my  child,  my  feeble 
frame,  already  worn  with  labour  and  with  forrow— ? 
your  hand,  your  hand,  fweet  girl. 

Rofa  {leading  him  towards  the  chair).  Oh  !  is 
there  no  way  to  fatisfy  thefe  moll  unfeeling  men  ? 
the  debt  is  but  a  trifle. 

March.  No ;  but,  poor  and  friendlefs  as  I  am, 
*tis  more  than — foft ! — affift  me — 1  can  go  nq 
further  {falls  into  the  garden  chair). 

Rofa.  And  muft  I  fee  you  perifti?— Oh,  my 
father !  live,  for  my  fake  live !     Confider  now  our 
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hopes  are  vanilhed,  and  I  left  alone,  no  friend,  no 
mother — Oh  !  pardon,  pardon  !  I  forgot,  I  forgot, 

March,  {wildly.)  No  mother,  faid  you  ? — and 
why,  why,  at  this  moment,  is  (he  not  here  to  fuc- 
cour  and  confole  you  ?— But  (he's  revenged  j  for 
could  (he  fee  me  thus  reduced,  tltus  on  the  eve  of 
being  torn  from  the  fole  pledge  of  our  affe&ion — 

Rofa  {flying  into  bis  arms).  You  (hall  not; 
we  will  fall  together. — {Turns  from  bim.)  Heayensl 
when  money  could  rcftore  him,  is  there  no  mode  ? 
—no.— Ha  !  what  have  I  here  ?  {looking  at  the 
pocket-  book,  which  has  been  all  the  time  in  her  band.) 
Enough  i  more  than  fufficient  for  the  purpofe. — 
Blcfied  fight!  I — I  can  fave  him  {going  baftily 
towards  Marchmont). — And  yet — {paufes  and 
recolle&s)—whzt  am  I  doing  ?  this  money  is  an- 
other's ;  and  I  mud  not— Oh!  no,  I  dare  not 
touch  it. 

March.  Hark!  they  are  coming! — Rofa,  raife 
me;  help,  help  me  to  avoid  them.  {She  tries  to 
raife  him>  he  falls  back  in  the  chair.) — No,  it  will 
not  be  j  I  am  their  vidtim. 

Rofa  {kneeling).  Oh !  Thou  who  watcbeft  over 
trembling  innocence!  inftruft,  diredl  me. — There, 
is  a  parent  perifliing  from  ficknefs  and  diftrefs ; 
here,  is  the  remedy  to  fave  him.  Am  I,  his  child, 
to  fee  him  fufferon;  or  am  I,  bydifhoneft  means, 
to  fnatch  him  from  the  grave  ! — (Marchmont 
fi&s*  fhe  flies  to  him.)  My  father,  fpeak — fpeak  to 
me,  my  father ! 

March.  I  do,  I  do. — {Takes  her  hand.)  Ha! 
what  agitates  you  ?  what  makes  you  tremble  thus  ? 

Rofa.  Guilt,  father,  guilt.  I  have  the  power  to 
preferve  you— look,  here. is  the  money — but  it  is 
not  mine,  father,  it  is  not  mine. 

March.  Not  yours ! 

c  4  Rofa. 


SCENE— A*  Apartment  at  Mrs.  DecoyV, 

Enter  Gabriel,  drejfed  in  White. 

Gabr.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  what  a  rare  jolly  thing 
matrimony  is !— If  I  had  known  it  had  been  half  fo 
comical,  to  be  Aire  I  wouldn't  have  had  a  flice  of 
it  many  years  ago.— And  then,  to  get  fuch  a  wife  ! 
Oh,  I'm  the  luckieft  fellow! — I  mud  remember 
I'm  married  though  %  for  my  guardian  has  fo  hur- 
ried me  into  it,  and  I've  fo  feldom  feen  my  fpoufe, 
that,  after  a  glafs  or  two  at  dinner,  I  didn't  recoiled 
her—no,  icod !  and  I  trod  on  the  toe  of  another 
man's  wife  inftead  of  my  own,— J  mud  alfo  mind 
on  another  account ;  no  longer,  Gaby,  muft  you 
be  a  gay  deceiver ;  no.  more  with  killing  glances 
jpurder  every  heart. 

Enter  Mr*.  Gab,  Lackbrain  (late  Mrs.  Decoy), 

Mrs.  L.  Come,  my  adorable!  the  curricle's 
waiting  \  and  as  the  Cottage  muft  be  our  place  of 
reftdeoce,  the  fooner  we  get  there  the  better.  But 
you  muft  invite  the  baronet;  pofitively  Sir  Harry 
is  the  friend  of  all  others  to  pafs  the  honey- moon 
with  us. 

G*kr.  No  doubt ;  and  if  fo  great  a  man  will 
condefcend — I  tell  you  what— fuppofe  you  get  pen 
and  ink,  and  write  to  him  direftly? 

Mrs.  L.  I  get  pen  and  ink !  I  write !  do  you 
imagine  a  perfon  of  my  accomplifhed  education 
ever  devotes  a  moment  to  writing? 

Gabr.  Nan ! 

Mrs.  L.  No,  Sir,  that  is  your  department ;  and 
whilft  you  are  keeping  accounts,  managing  the 
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!•  I  F  *  t7 

houfe,  and  looking  after  the  fervants,  I  (hill  be  em- 
ployed  in  more  important  matters — in  dancing, 
finging*  playing-<—in  (hort,  in  gratifying  my  hut 
band's  vanity,  by  making  myfelf  adored  by  all 
mankind. 

Gabr.  What!  fo  when  I  want  my  dinner,  you'll  be 
making  you rfelf  adored  by  all  mankind!  upon  my 
word  ! — However,  you  know  beft  j  and  if  you  arc 
fo  accompli (hed  that  you  can't  write  a  letter,  why  I 
mud  do  it  for  you.  So  come  to  the  Cottage,  ancj 
then— r 

Enter  a  Servant  with  a  Letter^ 

SerVi  From  Mr.  Craftly,  Sir ;  he  fays  it  is  of 
the  utmoft  confequence. 

Gahr.  Indeed!  (opens  it >  and  reads.) — '*  Dear 
*c  Gabriel,  Marchmont  having  efcaped  from  the 
cf  bailiffs^  and  being  now  in  fearch  of  you  to  entreat 
cc  lenity,  it  is  abfolutely  neccflary  you  fhould  fee 
fC  him,  and  confirm  what  I  have  done:  therefore 
u  let  Mrs.  Gabriel  go  alone  to  the  Cottage,  and 
u  you  may  follow  in  a  few  hours:  for,  before 
lc  Mr,  Primitive  arrives,  both  Marchmont  and  his 
fc  daughter  muft  be  difpofed  of.  P.  S.  1  have 
rc  ordered  all  the  new  furniture  you  and  your 
'«  wife  defired,"— -7G0  alone  J  what !  part  al- 
ready ? 

Mrs.  L.  Nay,  you  never  difobey  your  guardian, 
you  know ;  and  'cis  but  for  a  few  hours.  So, 
ihew  me  to  the  curricle,  Sir  {to  the  Servant).-* 
And  don't  now,  pray  don't  hurry  yourfelf.— 
Hcigho !  I'll  fupport  your  abfence  as  well  as  \ 
can. 

Gahr.  And  fo  will  I  yours. — Heigho }  {in  imi- 
tation*}—Don't  be  uneafy,  I  won't  be  long, 
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Mrs.  L.  Adieu  f 
'    Gabr.  Adieu!  {again  in  imitation,  and hjjing  her 
band.) 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Lackbrain  and  Servant. 

Gabr.  Oh !  .Gaby,  Gaby,  if  marriage  be  a  lot- 
tery, for  certain  you've  drawn  the  thirty  thoufend 
pound  prize.  Dang  it !  how  all  the  neighbouring 
Iquircs  will  burft  with  envy,  to  know  that  the: 
*'  country  put,"  as  fhey  pleafe  to  call  me,  is  heir  to 
a  baronet  of  ten  thoufand  a  year  !  and  to  hear  him 
call  me  coufm,  dear  coirfin  ! — Oh,  how  I  will  ftrut, 
and  cut  them !— I  '11  fpeak  to  nobody  but  tha 
mayor,  and  to  him  only  becaufe  he  has  a  chance  of 
^eing  knighted. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Torpid. 

Sir  H.  Not  here  either !  why  they  certainly  told 
me  this  was  her  houfe. 

Gabr.  {Jirutting^  and  not  feeing  him.)  Room, 
room  for  Sir  Harry's  coufin  {coming  againjt  Sin 
Harry), 

Sir  #.  Sir,  I  beg  pardon  $  but  pray  does  Mrs, 
Decoy  live  in  this  houfe  ? 

Gabr.  {fowppujly.)  Decoy  !  there's  no  fuel* 
perfon. 

SirH.  No! 

Gabr.  No. — Afk  for  Mrs.  Lackbrain — Mrs. 
Gaby  Lackbrain. 

SirH.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Gabr.  Why,  what  do  you  grin  at  ?  have  yon 
*ny  objeftion,  Sir  ? 

Sir  H.  None,  none  on  earth  5  I  am  very  glad  to 
hear  it.  1  knew  ihe  came  down  here  on  a  for- 
tune-hunting fcheme,  but  1  little  thought  any  body 
T?ould  b#  fool  enough  to  be  taken  in  by  her. . 

Gabr. 
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Gabr.  Taken  in !  why,  do  you  know  who  you're 
talking  off  do  you  know  (he's  coufin  to  a  baronet? 

Sir  H.  I<lo. 

Gabr.  That  he  means  to  leave  her  ten  thoufaad 
a  year?  that  he's  foon  coming  to  wifit  her  ?  and  what 
with  hard  drinking,  keeping  him  up  all  night,  and 
making  him  ride  break-neck  fox- ch  aces,  it's  main 
hard  if  they  don't  bury  him  in  a  fortnight  ?  and, 
then,  you  know,  Mr.  Gaby  touches  every  (hilling* 

Sir  H.  No  he  don't. 

Gabr.  Why  ? 

Sir  H.  Becaufe  there's  no  (hilling  to  touch,  ha ! 
ha! — The  baronet's  as  poor  as  (he  is;  and  Mr. 
Gaby  may  bury  him,  but,  egad !  he  muft  pay  for 
the  funeral. 

Gabr.  Impoflible.  Odratten!  who  told  you 
this  ? 

Sir  H.  Himfelf :  and,  what's  better,  now  he  tells 
you  fo.  Sir  Harry  Torpid  in  perfon  informs  you, 
chat  the  late  Mrs.  Decoy's  over  head  and  ears  in 
debt  j  and  that  whoever  is  her  hufband,  inftead  of 
poflefllng  ten  thoufand  a  year,  he'll  be  foon  peep- 
ing through  the  iron  bars  of  the  county  gaol. 

Gabr.  {half  crying.)  County  ga — ol ! 

Sir  U.  Yes,  'tis  too  true,  But  where  is  he  ? 
where  is  the  poor  devil  ?  Before  he's  caged,  I 
fhould  like  to  have  a  peep  at  him* 

Gabr.  Sir — Sir  Harry — I— I  am  he  (crying). 

Sir  H.  You  1 

Gabr.  (crying  louder.)  Yes,  I'm  Gaby ;  I'm  the 
poor  devil  that's  to  peep  through  the  iron  bars. 
Rot  it  1  only  think  now,  (he  talk'd  of  her  family 
and  fortune ;  faid  (he'd  introduce  me  to  faOiionable 
life,  and  promifed  to  make  a  buck  of  me. 

Sir  H.  Well,  and  fhe  will  make  a  buck  of  you. 
But  don't  take  it  fo  to  heart— don't  cry  fo,  there's 
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a  little  dear-*~I  dare  fay  you  Won't  be  arretted  tbefc 
two  hours. 

Gabr.  It's  all  my  guardian's  fault,  all  owing  to 
bis  precious  odtavo.— And  fee,  here  he  is  {looking 
out).  Odrabit  you  I  how  I  fliould  like  to  be  even 
with  you. 

Sir  H.  So  he  is — and  as  I  live,  the  poor  author 
and  his  daughter  with  him  ! — Why,  what  brings 
him  here  ? 

Gabr.  Why,  Mr.  Marchmont  owes  me  for  rent, 
and  money  lent,  about  two  hundred  pounds ;  and 
fo,  by  my  guardian's  orders,  he's  alfo  to  peep 
through  the  iron  bars. — Zounds  1  if  I  wasn't  afraid 
—but  there  it  is,  Sir— he  rules  me  with  a  rod  of 
iron ;  and,  at  the  age  of  twenty-four,  here  am  h 
a  full-grown  baby  in  leading  firings. 

Sir  H.  P(ha  !  roufe,  exert  yourfelf}  and,  if  you 
wilh  to  be  revenged,  liberate  this  poor  gentleman, 
xeleafe  him  from  the  debt  he  owes  you,  and  you'll 
not  only  be  even  with  your  guardian,  but  feel  what 
I  never  felt  till  this  morning,  the  pleafure  of  being 
in  good- humour  with  yourfelf. 

'  Gabr.  I've  a  great  mind— but  will  you  ftand  by 
me? 

Sir  H.  That  I  will;  and,  moreover,  go  with 
you  to  your  wife,  and  accommodate  and  arrange— 

Gabr.  Say  you  fo?  then  I'll  work  my  lei  f  up, 
and  pay  you  off  old  fcores,  you  old— 

Craft,  (without.)  Gabriel !  where  are  you,  Ga- 
triel  ? 

Gabr.  There,  it's  all  overt  his  voice  plumps 
me  down  like  a  thunderbolt. 

Sir  H.  Nonfenfe !  I'll  be  at  your  elbow.  Come, 
come,  I  faw  wine  in  the  next  room  j  a  glafs  or  two 
may  roufe,  infpire— come,  this  way,  this  way. 

{Exeunt  at  door  in  fiat. 
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Enter  Craftly,  Marchmoht,  and  Rosa. 

March.  What,  what  can  be  the  motive  for  this 
perforation  ? 

Craft.  No  matter,  Sir;  you  know  the  terms: 
iriftantly  go  abroad  with  your  daughter,  or  hope 
not  to  efcapc  a  fecond  time. 

March.  Abroad  !  what  Can '  a  foreign  country 
yield  me  ? — Without  friends,  without  money,  and 
dependent  on  the  labour  of  the  brain,  how  can  I 
fupport  myfdf ? 

Rofa.  Aye ;  confider,  Sir,  to  leave  the  Priory 
would  be  parting  with  the  only  friend  we  have ; 
the  garden  we  have  reared  with  our  own  hands, 
the  trees  we  have  planted  to  (hade  us  in  old  age. 

Craft.  Pftia!  (tuff!  decide  inftantly,  or  the 
bailiffs  that  are  now  in  the  houfe— 

Rofa.  Oh,  for  mercy  !— look  at  him,  behold 
his  pallid  countenance,  his  languid  form— fs  that 
an  obje&  of  refentment  ?— (Craftly  turns  from 
ikr.) — Nay  then,  I  will  appeal  for  pity  to  another, 
the  principal  (hall  anfwer  me. 

[Sir  Harry  and  Gabriel  appear  at  the 

door  in  fiat.— Sir  Harry  has  a  bottle  tf 

wine  in  bis  band,  and  is  filling  a  glafs  for 

Gabriel.] 

Sir  H.  Bravo !  capital !  another  glafs,  and  you'll 

do  wonders.— (Gabriel  drinks  it  off.) 

Craft.  Ay,  ay,  afk  Gabriel  $  he'll  give  you  an 
anfwer,  I  warrant. 

Rofa  (to  Gabriel,  who  has  now  come  forward 
with  Sir  Harry).  Oh !  on  my  knees  let  me  en- 
treat you,  Sir,  have  companion  on  a  mod  unhappy 
(parent ;  and  if  you  arc  not  fo  far  ruled  by  chat  un- 
feeling man-* 

Sir 
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Sir  H.  (the  bottle  and  glafs  fiill  in  his  band.)-* 
He  ruled !  pooh  1  he's  his  own  matter  now— ar'n't 
you,  Gabriel  ? 

Gabr.  (who  bos  b$ld  of  Sir  HarryV  in*.)— 
Yes,  Tin  no  longer  a  full-grown  baby,  or  in  lead- 
ing-ftrings,  or— -(Leaves  Sir  Harry  and  advances* 
Craftly  comes  up  to  him  and  frowns) — Yes,  I  am 
though.  —  {Returns  to  Sir  Harry,)  —  Another 
bumper,  or  it's  all  over  again. — (Sir  Harry  fills, 
Gabriel  drinks.) 

Craft,  (following  Gabriel.)  What  do  you 
mean,  Sir?  dare  you  for  a  moment  diipute  my 
authority  ? 

Sir  H.  (to  Gabriel,  who  Jinijbes  the  glnfs.y— 
And  now,  inftead  of  fending  Mr.  Marchmonc 
abroad,  or  to  prifon,  he  bids  me  fry,  That  he  hoc 
only  releafes  him  from  the  debt  he  owes  him ;  but 
as  to  his  guardian  and  his  authority — Oh  !  damme, 
he  don't  care  that   for  him   (flapping  bis  fm- 

Gabr.  (/napping  bis.)  No,  I  don't  care  that  for 
you,  old  odfcavo.— (Craftly  advancing  in  a  me- 
nacing attitude,  Gabriel  runs  behind  Sir  Harry, 
mndfpeaks  over  bis  jtculdcr.y—X  don't;  I  tell  you 
1  don't ;  and  Mr.  Marchmont  is  free*  and  now 
you're  raffled  in  your  turn. 

Craft.  Hear  me,  hear  me,  I  command.  In- 
ftantly  call  up  the  baiUfift  that  are  below  ftairs,  and 
order  them  to  feize  him,  or  bv  heaven — 

Sir  «.  BaiiiiR  below  ftirrs !— Come  along,  friend 
Gabriel:  you  by  held  of  Mr.  Mdrchmont's  art% 
and  conduct  him  through  the  myrorJoas,  and  I'll 
take  care  of  the  ljuiy :  and,  d'ye  hear,  braig  the 
bottle  along  with  you  *  an  J,  or.ee  arrived  at  the 
Priory,  +t*&  drink  fuccets  co  the  too*  of  geoius, 
and  cunfufioo  to  thoic  *  ha  cj^rcii  tacau 
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Gabr.  With  all  my  heart.  Here  goes  {Jills  d 
glafs,  and  drinks)  %  Succcfs  to  myfelf,  and  confu- 
fion  to  thofe  who  opprefs  me. 

Craft.  Death  and  fire  1  I'll  go  dire&ly  to  Mrs. 
Lackbrain;  I'll— 

Enter  Jenkins. 

Jtnh.  I'm  forry  to  be  the  bearer  of  unwelcome 
news  ;  but  feveral  tradefmen  are  below,  who  have 
fent  in  large  lots  of  furniture  to  the  Cottage,  and 
they  infill  on  receiving  their  money  direltly. 
<  Grafs.  Ay  1  I'm  glad  of  that;  now  comes  my 
triumph.  Pay,  hufband,  pay  for  your  wife's  fur* 
niture, 

r  Jenk.  No,  Sir :  they  fay  Mrs.  Lackbrain  is 
considerably  in  debt;  that  (he  came  down  here  on 
a  matrimonial  (peculation ;  and  therefore,  as  you 
ordered  in  the  furniture  in  your  own  name,  they 
look  to  you,  and  you  alone,  for  payment. 

Gabr.  (Jpitting  tut  tvme  be  bad  been  drinking*) 
Icod  !  he'll  peep  through  the  iron  bars  before  me, 
ha!  ha! 

Sir  H.  Yes,  and  he  may  call  up  the  bailiffs  to 
arreft  himfelf  now,  ha  1  ha  1  ha  1— -But  lead  on, 
and  don't  defpond,  friend  Gabriel. 

Gabr.  Not  I :  if  I've  got  one  troublefome  com. 
panion  by  the  bargain,  I'm  fure  he  has  got  a 
couple;  and  a  man  may  by  accident  get  rid  of  a 
wife,  but  the  devil  himfelf  can't  (hake  off  John 
Doe  and  Richard  Roe ;  icod !  they'll  flick  to  you* 
—And  fo,  thank  ye  kindly  for  the  furniture,  guardy* 
>r-And  J>oW|  brother  genius,  now  for  freedom  and 
the  Priory.  [Exeunt. 

THE  BND  OF   TH1   SBCONO  ACT. 
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ACT     III. 

SCENE— 0«#f*  of  Hotel  and  View  of  the  town. 
.    Enter  Craptly  and  Jow athan. 

Oaf/.  Arrived!  my  coufin  Primitive,  now  in 
the  hotel.  Why,  zguikJs!  wc  didn't  expeft  him* 
home  thefe  fix  weeks. 

Jen.  No,  Sir;  but  the  fleet  felling* (boner  than 
was  intended,  and  the  wind  being  peculiarly  favours 
able— 

-  Craft.  Well,  but  how  is  he  I  and  how  ate  you, 
Jonathan?  J'cn  heartily  forry— tftat  is,  glad— thac 
il-^Death  and.  fire!  that  hd  fhould  arrive  when 
qpefc  Jo  perplexed  and  embjtfraflfcd  J 

Jon.  My  matter  is  all  joy  and  expectation,  Sir-fc^ 
foe  anxious  to  behold  the  new  married  couple,  and 
theebftage^ami  the4  farm— he  has  talked  of  nothing 
clfe  all  the  voyage~rbut  you'll  excufc  me>  Sir,  f 
bs*e  a  mefiage  to  Mr.  'Ctiflferd.'  -  .  '  •  ^ 

i.  Gnfu  Clifford!  why,  whac  haft  your  Thaller  ta 
4a  with  Clifford h-  ■"  "  *  •••  ■  - 

i  J4n.  Whyi  Sir, h\$ father,  who  refides  in  Jamaica, 
basvappointed  Mr*  'Primitive  'hk   guardian-— the 

Sung  gentleman  i£  already  apprised  of  the  ctr* 
mftancc  by.  letter,*  and  1'm'no'w- going  to  requeft 
ar.imeryiew— but  fee — there  is  my  mafter>  after 
an  abfence  of  thirty  years,  you  behold  him  come 
home  to  jhaie  fcisrfcnuac;  with  the  young  couple. 
Craft.  So  I  do.  {Exit  Jonathan. 

«  And 
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And  as  t.  jneaa  to  touch  a  third  of  his  fortune* 
t  muft  keep  him  i*  the  dark  about  the  young 
couple — yes$  much  as  I  deleft,  I  muft  not  expoie 
them — for,  as  the  joke  goes,  if  we  don't  hang  to- 
gether, by  Heavens  we  ih&l  hang  feparatdy. 

Enter  Primitive//-^  the  Hotih 

Welcome*  my  dear  cou fin— once  more  welcome 
to  your  native  town.  Why!  you  made  hafte  to 
get  here.     You  did  not  ftay  long  in  London. 

Prim.  London !  plague  on  the  place,  it's  worfe 
than  ever:—- In  point  of  heat,  Jamaica's  cool  to  it 
-—in  point  of  noife,  a  hurricane  is  filence  to  it 
—and  for  company  and  convarfetiori,  certainly  the 
crew  of  the  (hip  I  came  in,  runs  it  very  hard  in- 
deed, oowfin. 

.  Crtft.  tiat  la  I  ha!  (till  devoted  to  a  country 
life  I  fee. 

Prim.  Oh,  yes — I  think  of  nothing  clfe— for 
there's  the  featrtrf  purity  and  peace*  and  now  for  it* 
ooz— now  for  the  darling  theme— GtbrkPs  mar- 
ried I  fintf. 

.  Craft:  Yes,  he's,  married.  ^  \fi&>s  afidH). 
..£r/ftUiAnd  to  ji  woman  of  ydur  thrifinj*— to  a 
fweet  innocent  foul,  that's  as  much  JtCaoiKd  tpritad 
life  as  her.farafband  is.  -'1  '[ 

Craft,  Ycsf  as  much  a»fcei*«-  \  \ f  J  •  -  * 
.  Prim.  And-  they're  now  at  *tho^M»ge— and  I 
am  come  in  time  forthe  honeymoon.— 4>fi;  my  dear 
coufin,  this  is  ail  your  doing  *— ?ov  gave*  htm  a 
country  €dooatioifr*-»you  taught  Mm- to  manage  the 
(arm  1  purchafed~aftd<  oow  if  Pc*w4>ut  get  rid  of 
my  old  malady— If  I  can  boe  forget  thf  poor,  poof 
daughter!—  .mv.  .j  .  *; — 

;'  Czafu-Whztl  &\cYt  for  h*f  *hc*  (he  hat  been 
dead  thefe  twelve  years?  and  totffctef  yott  fcarcely 
r-  •  e>  ->  recollect 
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recoiled  her,  for  (he  was  but  a  child— only  eight 
years  old  when  you  Tent  her  from  Jamaica  to  * 
London  boarding-  fchool. 

Prim.  That's  it— fending  her  to  London  was  the 
caufe  of  all-— There  Marchmont  faw  her,  eloped 
with  her!  Oh!  if  I  had  but  brought  her  up  in  the 
country ~i-But  come — I'll  do  my  beft— only  in  the 
midft  of  my  happinefs,  if  now  and  than  you  fee 
a  tear  trickle  down  my  cheek,  you'll  know  ic  is  for 
my  loft,  my  wronged  Louifa, 

Enter  Jonathan  and  Cufford. 

Jon.  Here's  Mr.  Clifford,  Sir. 

Prim.  Well,  Sir,  have  you  read  your  good 
father's  letter? 

Clif.  I  have,  Sir,  and  I  find  my  income  is  not 
only  to  pafs  through  your  hands;  but  in  cafe  of  my 
negledting  my  ftudies,  you  have  the  power  to  with- 
hold it  altogether. 

Prim.  Even  fo,  Sir-*  your  father  has  heard  a  bad 
account  of  you;  he  has  been  informed  that  in* 
dead  of  ftudying  Law  in  your  chambers,  you  are 
always  idling  and  raking.  And  here— here's  a 
proof  of  k—  what  brings  yop  to  this  gay,  difli- 
pated  place.  Sir? 

Clif.  My  phyficians  prefcribed  it,  Sir* 
.  Prim.  Your  phyficians,  Sir? 
*  Clif.  Yes,  $ir,— fatigue  from  ftudf,  and  the  bad 
air  of  London,  produced  fuch  a  pain  in  my  cheft. 

Prim.  Paia  in!— well  come,  that's  not  unlikely  % 
fix  by  the  advcrttfciMBb  in  the  newfpapers,  the 
bad  air  pf  London  affeds  every  body's  health* 
Faith,  then?  is  nothing  going  forward  but  lum- 
bago*, nervofities,  catarrhs,  and  imbecilities. 

Grift.  £#**  that's  all  an  impofition-»*  trick 
of  the  quack  dpdprtt 

Prim. 
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Prim.  Nay,  don't  tell  me,  coufin;  for  paffing 
through  the  weft  end  of  the  town,  every  young  man 
I  met  was  debilitated,  or  (hort- lighted,  or  ricketty, 
or  had  a  defeft  in  his  voice.  Poor  fellows,  you 
can't  think  how  fmcerely  I  pitied  them!  J  did  in- 
deed ;  and  if  I  had  not  referved  all  my  fortune  for 
Gabriel,  I'd  build  an  hofpital  for  the  benefit  of  the 
infirm  and  decayed  beaux  of  Bond-ftreet.— But 
come,  the  more  I  talk  on't,  the  more  I  figh 
for  the  cottage— fo  we'll  juft  go  vifit  a  few  old 
friends  and  relations,  return  and  reft  in  the  hotel, 
and  betimes  in  the  morning  fet  off,  and  furprize 
the  innocent,  the  Arcadian  couple. 

Craft.  So  wc  wills  and  as  to  the  fettleittent, 
coufin— 

Prim.  Ohl  if  they  behave  as  I  expett— I  (han't 
wait  till  the  year's  out — and  d'ye  hear,  Mr,  Clif- 
ford, do  nothing  diflionorable,  and  I  (hall  neither 
controul  you  in  your  pleafures,  or  your  expences  s 
and  if  you  delight  in  rural  fcenery  and  innocent 
mirth,  come  and  pafs  a  few  weeks  at  the  cottage-^ 
I'll  warrant 'twill  cure  your  pain  in  the  cheft.-r-Now, 
coufin !  oddfheart !  I'm  fo  pleated  and  So  gratified, 
that  if  it  were  not  for  feme  fecret  gnawings  about 
my  poor  daughter— but  a'life!  why  do  I  think  of 
her  ?  aa  you  fay  lhe  was  but  a  child  when  I  laft 
faw  her,  and  (he's  gone,  and  I'm  the  happieft  {half 
(tying),  merrieft  old  fellow  living. 

[Exit  with  Jonathan  and  Cra? tly, 

Clif  S 'death!  what  can  my  father  mean  by 
making  me  dependent  on  the  caprice  of  an  oljl 
dotard!— However,  I  fee  1  can  eafify  dupe  him,  and 
in  the  end,  I  (hall  not  only  get  my  own  in- 
come, but  part  of  his  into  the  bargain  *  and  now 
Once  more  for  the  objeft  of  my  fearch,  the  dif- 

p  3  dainful 
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djunful  Mrs.  Bclford— 20unds !  (hall  I  never  re- 
cover her  ? 

Enter  William, 

Will.  Joy,  Sir !  (hc*«  found*— the  runaway's 
found  ! — not  half  an  hour  ago,»  I  faw  her  enter  the 
Priory. 

Clif.  What,  MrsBelford! 

Will.  Yes,  Sir*  (he's  gone  there  as  a  teacher  of 
naufic  and  drawing  to  Mr.  Marchmoot's  daughter, 
—and  knowing  he  was  a  ftrange  character,  and 
might  prevent  yourgainingpofieffion  of  her— I  have 
already  feen  him,  and  fecured.hirn  in  our  intereft. 

Clif.  That's  well,  then  (he's  for  ever  mine;  but 
how— how  did  you  contrive  to  deceive  March? 
mont?  j 

Will.  Why,  Sir,  I  met  him  on  the  road,  and  told 
him  a  perfon  of  very  fufpicious  chara&er  was  now 
with  his  daughter — and  if  he'd  wait  on  you — you'd 
give  him  information  and  advice  *  and  fee  here  he 
i?t  Sir. 

Enter  March  mont  baJHfy. 

March.  Mr.  Clifford,  am  I  to  believe — 

Clif.  *Tis  too  true,  Sir  3  the  perfon  now  with 
your  daughter  may  not  only  corrupt  her  young  and 
inexperienced  mind,  but  abfolutely  decoy  her  from 
your  protection. 

March.  Aftonifhing !  who  is  (he  ? 
•  Clif.  To  fpeak  the  truth,  a  lady  who  has  eloped 
from  a  mod  affedtionate  hufband;  and  as  (he  is  a 
dlftant  relation  of  mine,  I'm  purfuing  her  to  reftore 
her  to  her  family, 

March.  And  being  loft  herfelf— (he  would  re- 
duce all  others  to  her  level — Oh!  (he  is  the  agent 
qffgme  villain!  aqd  now  I  rccollcft— the  pocket- 

t>9ofc 
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book  my  daughter  found,  no  doubt  was  dropped 
by  her,  to  aid  their  dark  intentions. 

Clif.  Pocket-book!  ha!  that  muft'  have-6eeh 
Sir  Harry's— 111  work  on  this  and  turn  it  to 
account  {afide).  Now  you  mention  it^l  Taw  in 
her  poflcflion  a  pocket-book  of  curious  workttiati- 
lhip  ;— filver'd— 'blue. 

March.  The  fame— the  fame— Oh!  thatr  k 
ample  confirmation;  and  this  is  the  refult  of  mf 
too  fanguine  folly;  for,  on  a  falfe  and  mod  pre- 
carious profpeft,  I  advertifed  for  a  teacher  for  my 
child  5  and  now,  fhe  who  has  nurfed  me,  trifPd  for 
me — nay,  whofe  very  thoughts  have  faved' me  hours 
of  labor,  (he's  to  be  corrupted  and  taken  from  me! 
Come  let  us  lofe  no  time  in  haftening  to  her— 

Clif.  No,  but  1  hope  you  will  not  truft  her 
ftory— we've  been  too  long  acquainted,*!  pre- 
fume — 

March.  We  have,  and  you've  no  motive  for 
deceiving  me— No — No — (he  is  employed  by  feme 
feducer — and  I  would  rather  truft  my  daughter 
with  an  hofl  of  men,  than  with  one  woman  of  fu£ 
picious  fame.  But  foe's  in  danger,  and  let  me  fly 
to  fave  her.  {Exeunt. 


SCENE— A  Gothic  Apartment  in  the  Priory. 

Enter  Rosa  and  Mrs.  Belford— Mrs.  B.  in  a 
Hat  and  Veil. 

Ro/a.  Oh!  you  do  not  know  how  deeply  you 
have  interefted  me.  Pray  proceed  with  your  ftory 
—you  lately  came  from  Switzerland  you  fay? 

Mrs.  B.  I  did:  under  the  protection  of  a  moft 
kind  and  liberal  lady-'— but  on  my  arrival,  being 

&  4  pcrfc- 


4*  LIFE. 

persecuted  by  the  artful  addrefles  of  her  nephew  * 
and  flie,  innocendy  becoming  bis  advocate ;  I  was 
compelled  to  leave  her. 

Rofa.  And  have  you  no  other  friend  ? 

Mrs.  B.  None,  none  on  earth;  and  am  reduced 
to  fuch  an  abjeft  ftate  of  poverty-^— that  reading 
your  advertifement  for  a  teacher  in  muGc,  I  thought 
1  would  apply  for  the  Ctuation,  as  the  laft  hope  of 
Javing  me  from  want. 

Rofa.  And  I'm  fo  glad  you  read  it !  My  father 
will  foon  return,  and  then  I  hope  he  will  perfuade 
you  to  live  with  us  for  ever  .—He  is  mod  tender 
and  affcftionatej  but,  as  he  tells  me,  I  want  a 
female  monitor,  for,  alas!  I  never  had  a  mother 
to  inftruft  me, 

fys.  0.  NoU- 

Rofa.  No!  (he  died  when  I  was  yet  an  infant | 
poor  woman!  I  often  (bed  tears  to  her  memory T 
V4  give  the  world  were  (he  alive-*- 

Mrs.  B.  Would  you  ?  good  girl !  I  have  been 
*— nay,  perhaps  am  ftill  a  mother  j  and  could 
I  even  hope,  my  child  e'er  thought,  or  talked  of 
me  as  you  do— but  no  rpore  of  this— let  us  to 
the  theme  on  which  we  meet — and  before  I  venture 
to  inftrud  you,  give  me  afpecimen  of  my  fcholar's 
talents. 

Re/0.  Moft  willijigly^-ril  fing  my  favqrite 
ballad. 

SONG. 

Sweetly  in  Life's  jocund  rooming, 

Beam'd  on  me  a  father's  fmile  ; 
Joy  wjth  livelier  charms  adorning* 

Cheering  grave  inftrn&ion's  toil. 
Cruel  memory,  too  feverely, 

Telli  me  thofe  bleft  hours  are  gone, 
Which  with  him  I  priae'd  fo  dearly. 

He  has  frown'd,  and  they  are  flown  ! 
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hove,  which  drew  thefe  farrows  on  me, 

Love  atone  can  yield  relief; 
The  pitying  power  that  has  undoneine. 

Fours  the  balm  that  heals  my  griff* 
What  though  memory  fo  feverely. 

Tells  me  that  my  joys  are  gone ; 
Let  but  him  I  love  fo  dearly 

Smile,  and  all  my  cares  are  flown. 

Mrs.  B.  Merciful  powVs!— who  taught  you  this? 

Rofa.  My  father! 

Mrs.  B.  Your  father !— fpeak — his  name  ? 

Rofa.  Marchmont. 

Mrs.  B.  And  you! — Oh,  yes:  1  fee  it  now— **tis 
fiie ! — 'tis  Ihe  herfelf!  (weeps,  and  kijfes  RosaV 
band  violently.) 

Rofa.  Blefs  me!  what  agitates  you? 

Mrs.  B.  Nothing!  pardon  me— it  is  your  likq* 
ncfs  to  your  mother  that  diftrafts  me !— then  thefc 
words— they  were  your  mother's,  Rofa. 

Rofa,  Did  you  know  her  ?  Oh!  fpeak  of  her— 
inform  me  quick,  tell  me  every  thing  about  her— 
I  would  walk  barefoot  through  the  world,  and  think 
each  pang  that  wrung  my  weary  feet  were  joy  1 
were  ccftacy!  could  I  but  learn  fome  tidings  of 
ipy  mother. 

Mrs.  B.  What!  has  your  father  never  told  you? 

Rofa.  Never;  the  fubjeft  is  forbidden  me;  and 
if,  perchance,  I  name  her,  he  fliews  fuch  anger, 
and  fuch  fecret  horror! 

Mrs.  B.  Oh!  If  I  dared  to  reveal— but  no,  (till 
-p-I  mud  ftill  be  mute  (afide). 

March,  {without)  Rofa!  Rofa  Marchmont! 

Mrs.  B.  (trembling)  Heavens !  that  voice  (afide)* 

Rofa.  It  is  my  father. 

Mrs.  B.  I  know — I  recoiled  the  found—and 
like  the  knell  of  death  it  ftr&cs  upon  my  heart  \ 

what 
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what  can  I  do?  where  go?  Til  fly— and — alias!  my 
limb;*  will  not  fupport  me. 

Rofa.  Nay,  ftay.  Why— why  be  afraid  to  fee 
him? 

Mrs.  B.  True ;  why  fhould  innocence  defcend 
to  fear — and  yet  'tis  moft  awful  to  encounter— 
{trembling  and  looking  towards  the  door).  Ha! 
he  comes— hide,  hide  me  from  his  fighc  (fulls 
down  her  veil,  and  gets  behind  Rosa),    - 

Enter  Marchmont  and  Clifford* 

March.  Look!  look  were  (he  (lands,  infufmg 
poifon  into  the  bread  of  innocence  ! 

Clif.  Ay,  that's  (he;  and  if  you  value  you* 
own  or  your  daughter's  honor,  part  them  this 
inftant. 

March.  Rofa,  fhame  on  you,  girl,  to  coun- 
tenance, and  be  corrupted  by  a  ftranger. 

Mrs.  B.  Corrupted!  1  corrupt  her!  [qfide.) 

March,  (to  Mrs.  Belford,  who  is  Jlill  behind 
Rosa,  withber  veil  down.)  Mark  me,  Madam — You 
fee  before  you  one  who,  though  oppreflfed  by  fortune, 
fcorns  to  infringe  the  laws  of  hofpitaliiy,and  willingly 
would  (hare  his  laft  fad  pittance  with  the  poor :— but 
when  he's  told  by  him  whom  he  refpe&s— that  you 
have  ftolen  to  his  houfe  to  fpoil  and  rob  him  of  his 
only  treafure,  he  muft,  and  will  be  anfwered,  I  am 
above  condemning  you  unheard,  therefore  explain—' 
(Mrs.  Belford  Jhews  great  agitation.)  What!  not 
a  word?  (paufes).  Again  I  do  entreat  you — dill 
filent !  Nay,  then  we  part— this  is  no  fit  afylurn 
for  you; 
.  Mrs.  B.  Oh,  mercy!  mercy!  [Exit. 

'  Clif*  I'll  follow  her,  and  take  this  opportunity 
to  bear  her  quietly  to  her  home. 
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*  March.  Beit  fo,-*-but  obferve  me,  Clifford— as  I 
have  done  my  duty,  you  do  yours:— though  guilty/ 
{he  is  ftill  an  objtft  of  compaffion ;  and  therefore) 
rather  pity  than  reproach  her.  [Exit  Clifford. 
My  daughter!  (refting  bis  head  on  her  Jhoulder.) 

Rofa.  My  father !  whac  have  you  done? 

March.  What  I  ought  to  do— faved  my  Rofa 
from  difgrace;— and  yet  \  know  not  why— poor 
woman  !  I  feel  as  if  I'd  afted  harfhly  towards  her, 

Rofa.  And  well  you  may,,  Sir;  for,-  if  I  dare 
impart  it,  (he  was  my  mother's  friend,  K 

March.  How! 

Rofa.  She  knew  her,  loved  her,  and  exprefled 
iuch  admiration— 

March.  Peace,  I  command  you:— vile  import  refs! 
this  was  an  artifice  fo  bafe,  that  I  no  longer  pity, 
but  defpife  her.  Nay:  not  a  word— Attend  me 
to  my  ftudy.— 'She  your  mother's  friend !  Oh, 
Jhe  was  all  innocence  and  truth  I  And  at  this 
moment  I  fee  her  in  thofe  eyes — that  form— that— 
but  what  am  I  converting  on?  where  wandering?—* 
to  my  ftudy — lead  to  my  ftudy.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE— A  Room  in  the  Hotel. 

Enter  Primitive,  Jonathan,  aud  Waiter. 

Prim.  There,  there — this  room  will  do,  waiter, 
this  room  will  do. 

Wait.  But  1  tell  you,  Sir,  it  is  befpoken — and 
&e  hotel  is  fo  cramm'd  with  company,  I  can't  offer 
you  another. 

Trim.  Call  the  landlord  then;  he'll  find  room 
far  w  old  acquaintance,  I  warrant* 

Wait. 
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Watt.  Sir,  my  matter's  not  at  home— joft  gone 
to  the  failing  match,  in  his  own  yacht,  with  Mifs 
Laura  Maria  and  Mifs  Anna  Matilda. 

Prim.  Mifs  Laura  Maria  and  Mifs  Anna  Ma- 
tilda !  and  pray  who  the  deuce  are  they  ? 

Wait.  My  matter's  own  daughters,  Sir ;  as  ac- 
complifbed  young  ladies  as  any  in  the  county,— 
jutt  come  down  from  Rantipoje-houfe  Academy, 
near  London,  Sir, —But,  Sir,  this  room  belongs  to 
Mr.  Clifford. 

Prim.  Mr.  Clifford —Oh,  then  you  may  go- 
he  is  my  mott  intimate  friend,  and  I'll  anfwer  for 
the  confluences.  [Exit  Waiter. 

Why,  Jonathan,  this  town  is  Londonized,  quite 
turned  upfide  downs — when  I  left  England,  this 
hotel  was  an  alehoufe,  and  the  landlord  here  a  pott- 
boy—and  now  he  goes  to  failing  matches  in  his 
pwn  yacht;  fends  his  daughters  to  Rantipolc* 
houfe,  and  calls  them  Mifs  Laura  Maria  and  Mif* 
Anna  Matilda !  mercy  on  me !  mercy  on  me ! 

Jon.  Strange  alterations,  indeed,  Sir:— but  about 
your  coufins.  Aftqr  fo  long  an  abfence,  I  warrant; 
they  were  all  glad  to  fee  you. 

Prim.  Why,  there,  again  we  arc  all  metamor- 
phofed,  Jonathan.  I  found  the  alderman,  who  is 
now  in  his  fixticth  year,  learning  to  dances  and  on 
my  cxpreffing  my  aftonilhment,  he  told  me  the 
dancing  matter  owed  him  thirty  pounds  for  fpap 
and  candles;  and  the  debt  being  a  bad  one,  his 
wife  infifted  he  fhoqld  take  it  out  in  Jeflbn§$  and 
there  he  was— fa,  fa,  (mimicking)  ha  I  ha ! 
Jon.  Ha!  ha! 

Prim.    Then   young  Shiftly,    whom   I   left  % 

plodding  lawyer,  is  now  a  fnug  apothecary: — he 

£ys  phyfic  is  by  Yar  the  fineft  trade  goings  for  the 

Wjmen,  blefljngs  on  them !  wear  fuch  thin  drefles^ 

^  that. 
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that,  what  with  friendly  (bowers  and  propitious 
eaft  winds,  the  whole  medical  tribe  get  cioath'd 
by  their  nakednefs!  And  I'm  fare  he  fpeaks 
truth  i  for,  when  we  landed,  don't  yoo  remember, 
I  was  aftiamed  to  look  about  me  ?  Says  I,  cc  Fie, 
u  Jonathan,  don't  you  fee  the  ladies  are  all  in  their 
cc  bathing  dreffes-,  and  if  you  peep  at  them,  you'll" 
But,  however,  'tis  a  curfed  delicate  fubjedt  > 
and,  upon  my  foul,  (hocks  my  modefty  only  to 
talk  on  it.— Oh !  would  1  were  fafely  perched  ac 
the  fire-fide  of  the  cottage. 

Jon.  Aye,  that  will  make  you  amends  j  there 
you  will  witnefs  no  folly  nor  diflipation. — And 
what  fay  you,  Sir  ?  Suppofe  I  go  and  prepare  for 
the  morning  ? 

Prim.  Do,  Jonathan ;  and  d'ye  hear,  be  ftirring 
as  early  as  five— but  don't  trouble  yourfelf  to  call 
me.    Joy  and  expectation  will  keep  me  awake— 

[Exit  Jonathan. 
Yes,  there  I  (hall  fit  down  content  for  life,  and 
with  the  two  unfophifticated  cottagers,  looking  up 
to  me  as  a  father— Father !  Plha !  1  can't  bear  the 
word— it  reminds  me  of  my  poor  dead — s'life!  I 
can't  bear  that  word  either-— Plague  on't,  why  did 
fhc  die  ?  What  right  had  (he  to  leave  me,  who 
never  wrong'd  her— didn't  I  tho'  ?  Becaufe  (he 
married  the  man  of  her  heart,  didn't  I,  like  an  old 
worldly  favage,  defert,  abandon — I'll  tell  you 
what— don't  you  talk  of  the  vices  of  mankind, 
Mr.  Primitive ;  by  Heaven,  you're  as  great  a  pro- 
fligate as  any  of  them  ({lamping  of  feet  is  beard 
without).  Heh!  whatfs  that  noifc?  (looks  out) 
As  I  live,  a  man  bearing  a  woman  in  his  arms ! 
another  cobfin,  I  fuppofc— I'll  obferve  (retires  up 

«*  Enter 
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>        Enter  Clifford  with  Mrs.  Belford. 

Clif.  There — reft  there  awhile  (placing  bet 
in  a  chair).  Nay,  nay;  refiftance  is  in  vain, 
the  landlord  and  all  hU  fervants  are  at  my  dif- 
pofal;  {locks  door j  and  puis  tbe  key  into  bis  pocket  \) 
and  in  the  morning  we'll  take  a  pleafant  fail  to 
Lifbon. . 

Mrs.  B.  Oh!  for  mercy!  you  know  not  whom 
you  force  me  from ! 

Clif.  Nay,  nay;  'tis  all  for  your  advantage :  but 
3S  'tis  nccefiary  to  make  inftant  preparations  for 
our  voyage>  I  muft  to  my  chamber,  and  get  money 
and  other  articles;  now  don't  be  uneafy,  'tis  all  for 
your  happinefs,  1  affure  you,  [Exit, 

Ptim.  (advances,  notjeen  by  Mrs.B.)  So  this  is 
one  way  of  curing  the  pain  in  the  cheft! 

Mrs.  B.  Heavens  1  but  a  few  (hort  roioutes  paft 
I  was  in  fight  of  all  that's  dear  to  me  on  earth— of 
Rofa,  and— yes,  I  am  weak  enough  .to  owji  it-* 
of  Rofa  and  her  father.  Where  am  I  now,?— 
imprifoned  by  a  villain!  on  the  point  of  being 
forced  to  a  foreign  country  !  without  Uopc,  without 
friends! 

'  Print.  No,  not  without  friends— ypu  fee  oo* 
before  you.  , 

Mrs.  B.  Away — you're  a  confederate  with  this 
vile  feducer. 

Prim.  I  a  confederate!  I  a  feducer!  Bleft 
you,  only  look  at  thefe  wrinkles  (pointing  to  bis 
face) ;  and  if  that  does  oot  fatisfy  you,  feel  if  a 
feducer  ever  poffefled  this,  a  heart  that  beats  and 
fympathizes  for  the  diftrcflcs  of  a  woman. 

Mrs.B.  It  does..*— And  now  I  look  again,  I 
think,  oh,  yes !  I'm  fure  you  will  not  add  to  my 
afflidipns. 

Prim. 
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Prim.  No ;  and  to  prove  it,  without  afking,  or 
knowing  who  this  Rofa  is,  Til  inftaritly  conduct  you 
to  her. 

Mrs.  B.  No,  not  to  her  i  for  kingdoms  not  to 
her. 

Prim.  Why, I  has  (be  too  beeit  unkind  to  you?' 

AJrs.  B.  Nd,'  (he  never  could — but  her  father ! 
He  who  fhould  protect  me  with  his  ltfc- — he 
bapiftved  me  his  Jioufe — he— Oh !  my  brain  cannot 
ipppprt  the  rccolle&ion !  But  I  will  (hew  him— 
Yes,  if  I  deign  to  think  of  him  again,  'twill  be 
yyjth  fcorn^with  fixed  determined  fcorn. 
•  Prim.  That's  right,  I  apptaud  your  fpirit;  let 
fciip  and  Clifford  cut  each  other's  throats,  and  do 
you  go  with  me. — Harkye!  art  you  fond  of  re* 
Urcmeqt  ?  do  you  love  paftoral  life  ? 

Mrs..  B.  Oh,  yes !  that  is  why  I  figh  for— re- 
tirement's all  that's  left  me.  ' 

Prim.  Say  you  fo:  then  I'll,' conduit  you  to 
fuch  #0.  Ajcadian  fcene!  Xoij  rmift  know,  my 
iftDhtw  and  niece  h^ye  a  cottage  about  four  miles 
jpfl;  and  r©  going  to  live  with  them ;  and  you 
&aft  be  of  the  party — and  we'fl^ptant,  fow,  and 
feed  the  pigs  and  poultry  together— apd  then— * 
(q$  faciety!.  jto.be  fure,  ouriivte  flock  can't  be 
(q  witty  as  the  pjeafarttMr.CHflrord'and  his  friend. 
However,  there  is  this  confol*tion— (heep '  can't 
betray  us,  nor  c6ws  tell  lies  of  us — fo,  come,  let 
V?  fcc  fpyt-(toji*g  *Q  °Pe*  lb*  do^r^  finds  it  hck'd), 
■vljfcj  I  I  forgot  we  are  prifoners  here, 
,  V  ftirs,  B,  We  are  j  and  fo  furrounded  by  enemies, 
tbtt  jbV  you  ha»ve  the  wifli,  alas  I  you've  not  the 
pQwcjrjU)  kiv^'atjfi  and  look,  here  he  comes 
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Ra-enter  Clifford. 


Clif.  My  mind  is  alter'd.— There  may  be  darigef 
in  remaining  here  to-night— therefore  we'll  to  the 
flrip  direttly — and  for  old  Primitive— 

Prim.  Well,  Sir;  and  what  of  Old  Primitive? 
Your  fervant,  Mr.  Sxudious — I'm  glad  your  pain 
in  the  cheft  is  better. 

Clif.  {much  confif/id.)  Better — Sir:  I  don't  un- 
derhand—I  allure  you,  at  this  moment  1  don't 
feel  very  well,  Sir. 

Prim.  No!  How  (hould  you,  Sir?  I  never 
heard  that  ill  treating  a  woman  was  for  the  good  o£ 
a  man's  health— -but,  come,  Sir— favor  me  with  the 
key  of  that  room. 

.   Clif.    Certainly,  Sir.— You  may  depart  when 
you  p^eafe :  but  for  this  lady  (taking  bold  of  ber)% 
ihe  muft  ftay  with  me. 
Prim.   Muff,  Sirl 

Clif.   Aye,  muft>  Sir:  we  never  part  again* 
Prim.  So,  you'd  detain  her  {Clifford  nods  affeni)^ 
fray,  Sir,  give  me  leave  toalk  you— What  is  yot>tf 
income  ? 

Clif.  My  income,  Sir  ? 

Prim.  Aye:   Have  you  any  thing  in  houfes, 
lands,  or  the  funds?   or,  (imply  nothing  more 
than  what  your  father  allows  you  ? 
Clif.    Nothing,  Sir. 

Prim.  Then  1  give  you  joy — perfift  in  your 
gentlemanly  intentions,  and  your  father  will  dis- 
inherit you  i  or,  if  that  will  not  content  you,  I  will 
annihilate  you.  Yes,  Sir,  tho'  I  never  betrayed 
innocence — I  know  too  well  what  it  is  to  defert 
it!  And  the  goadings  I  feel  at  this  inftant  fcfr 
having  abandoned  my  own  child— —I'll  tell  yotf 

what— 
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tohat— rather  than  undergo  the  agony  of  forfaking 
another  female,  I'd  march  up  to  the  mouth  of  a 
cannon,  be  (hot  at  by  a  whole  regiment,  or,  what's 
more,  fubmit  to  be  hanged  for  ridding  the  World 
of  the  decayed,  the  honorable  Mr.  Clifford. 

Mrs.  B.  Nay,  confider,  Sir,  we  are  in  his 
power. 

Prim.  Prtial  what  fhckik)  I  be  afraid  of?  Tho' 
older  than  he  is  by  40  years— I'm  drill  the  youngeft 
Of  the  two.  My  (lamina  is  not  undermined  by  dif- 
fipation-^I've  got  no  pain  in  the  cheft — and  if 
exchanging  foots  isn't  the  modern  mode  of  fight* 
ing*  l'H  g°  a  ft^P  lower  and  condefcend  to  box 
him.— Yes,  I  will— -I'll  box  him— 

Clif.  Well*  Sir,  I  acknowledge  my  dependence; 
and  if  you  will  but  liften— 

Prim.  Not  a  word,  Sir — Firft  open  the  door; 
and  next,  in  perfon-,  conduct  us  fafely  out  of  this 
hoiife.     Nay,  no  demurring— do  it:  I  infift. 

Clif.  And  if  I  do,  I  hope 

Prim.  Sir,  I  (hall  (take  no  promifes  (Clifford 
opens  door  and  exit).  Come,  Madam  $  in  my  time 
gallantry  was  a  very  different  fort  of  bufinefs. 
Tho'  we  were  cowardly  enough  to  avoid  the  dangers 
of  fedu&ion,  we  were  ftill  bold  enough,  and  I 
hope  ever  will  be,  to  protect  innocence  and  punifli 
villaoy.  [Exeunf* 
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ACT     IV. 

SCENE— A/mall  Room  in  the  Cottage,  folding 
'  Doors  thrown  opM  in  the  batk  Stent  andtarie- 
gatid>  Lamps  bung  round  tbemi   *lfo>   Fq/h*Hs: 
of  Flowers— a  Jbort  Dance— Voices  art  heard 

ijbgi*g,  -  :  -;.• 

v"  Come,  come,  one  and  all,  * 

....     •«  Attend  to  my  caU, 
*<  And  revel  in  pleasures  that  never  can t cloy ; 

".  Gome  fee  rural  felicity, 
•«  Which  lbve  and  innocence  ever  enjoy." 

Enter  Sir  IIaRry  Torpid  from  Ball  Room. 

Sir  H.  This  retirement!  this  paftoral  life! 
Gad,  inftead  of  being  infide  of  my  friend  Gabriel's 
cottage,  one  might  fancy  oneVfclf  in  the  purlieus 
of  Covent  Garden— for  notarvhour  ago,  talking  with 
Mrs.  Lackbrain  at  the  paddock  gate,  I  fuddehijr 
received  a  blow  on  my  head,  which  I  a*  fuddenly 
returned  ;  and,  I  fancy,  laid  my  adverfary  low:  but 
it  being  quite  dark,  and  the  lady  wifhing  to  be 
gone,  1  havn't  the  honor  of  knowing  to  whom  I 
am  indebted.— However,  it  was  a  glorious  bang! 
it  roufed  mel  'tis  lifel  agitation!  And  whoever 
the  gentleman  is,  I've  to  thank  him  for  bringing 
me  into  a  fine  whirligig  date. , 

Enter  Bbtty. 

Ha !  Betty,  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Betty.  My  miftrefs,  Sir,  deGred  me  to  give  yoa 
this  note  the  moment  I  found  you  alone. 

SirH. 
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Sir  &  Indeed!  (tahng  letter^  opening  it,  and 
riading.)  "  Dear  cqz;  I  naven't  yet  been  able  to 
<c  find  out  who  the1  favage  was  that  interrupted 
*c  our  little  tite-a-tiffix.  the  paddock  gate:  but, 
*'  if  you  wilh  to  renew  the  converfttioh  relative  to' 
cc  ptoviding  for  Mpthmorit,  rneet  me  in  my 
cc  dreffing-room  in  half  an  hour;  and  Til  do  all  in 
*c  p9wer  to.  ferve  .him.  ,  Lydia  Lacsbrain." 
So,  More  cottage  divtrfrori  !  However*  if,  without 
injuring  my  honor,  I  can  reftore  Marchmont  and 
thfe  lovely  Rofa  to  independence,  my  time  cannot 
be  pafled  better.  Tell  your  miftrefs  Til  be  punc- 
tual! 

«W/>.  res,  Sir;  * 

Sir  H.  And  for  this,  affair  at  the  paddock  gate, 
bid  h*r  htffh  it  up,  if  flie  can.  As  I  could  not  dif- 
ringuifh  my  antagdnift,  I  hope  he  won't  know 
rtie-r-for  fighting  to  a  man  in  love  is — but,  go ; 
for  here's  my  friend  Gabriel.  [Exit  Betty.* 

Enter  Gabriel,  half -drunk  from  Ball  Rem. 

Gait.  Olv!  my  dear,  dear  fricod— you're  the 
itry  titan  I  have  been  looking  for. — Come— come 
Vith  me  this  moment. 

SirH.  With  you!    Where?' 

Gabr.  Where!  Why,  in  fearch  of  the  mod; 
bbftropulous,  infernal— Dang  it,  would  you  believe 
ir*  Coufin :  Baronet  ?  Mrs.  Gaby's  faithlefsi  rand 
now,  in  the  very  middle  of  our  honey-moon — I  do 
actually  think  that  real  downright  nem.  coh.  is  going 
forward.  ',  l 

Sir  H.  Fie!  impoflible! 

Gabr.  Harkee !  You  know  flftifs  Sally  Safafras, 
the  apothecary's  heart-breaking  daughter — who,  if 

Eoflible,  kills  more  people  than  her  father : — well,  I 
ad  pierced  her  to  the  foul  with  one  of  ffiy  murder- 
•  ♦     -  s  2  ing 
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ing  glances  i  and  after  putting  on  her  hat  atfd 
cloak,  had  perfumed  her  to  walk  wkh  me,  when* 
as  the  devil  would  have  it,  I  overheard  mj  wife 
whifpering  with  a  man— Ay,  and  though  it  was,tpo 
dark  to  fee  him,  ecod,  I  felt  him.  For,  think?.  I* 
if  you'll  plant  lumps  on  my  head,  I'd  better 
plant  bumps  on  yours;  fo  I  gave  him  fuch  a 
douce— 

Sirffm  (eagerly.)  My  dear  fellow,  where— where 
did  this  happen? 

Gabr.  Where,!  Why,  at  the  paddock  gate,  now, 
not  an  hour  ago.  (Sir  Harry  looks  canfufed.) 
Good  foul !  1  knew  you'd  feel  for  me  confumedty. 

Sir  H.  I  do ! — and  for  myfelf  too  confunpedly 
{a/tde).     -■     . 

Gabr,  I  faid  he  would  take  on  as  much  as  if  the. 
cafe  were  his  own :— but  don't  you,  now— don't  be 
down-hearted. — You'll  fee  chat  Til  ferve  him  juft 
as  I  ferved  Jemmy  Swagger. 

Sir  If,  And,  pray,  how  did  you  ferve  Jemmy 
Swagger? 

Gabr.  Why,  I  behaved  very  ill  to  Jemmy 
Swagger,  and  he  fern  me  a  challenge;  fo  I  took, 
my  mend  with  me— this  young  gentleman  (fulling 
bis  ftick  from  under  his  coat) ;  and  fo  I  thumpt 
him  till  he  afk'd  pardon :  and  in  like  manner  Til 
ferve  this  paddock  hero, .  and  you  (hall  be  by  all 
the  time.  Ha!  ha!  you  like  fun— you  like  life* 
you-khow.'. 

Sir  Ft.  Yes  I  but  I  don't  like  death,  you  knowr— 
give  it  up,  for  your  own  fake — Thefe  fort  of  ren- 
contres alway  get  into  the  public  prints.  People 
juft  catch  the  names  of  the  parties,  huddle  the 
innocent  with  (he  guilty,  and  coolly  remark,  a  black- 

guard  bufinefs,  and  a  damned  fct  of  fcouadrels  aU 
>gether— give  it  up  therefore. 
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Gabr.  No,  I  won't— you  have  been  very  kind 
to  me,  and  I'll  break  his  bones,  rf  it  is  only  to 
ampfe  you,  Coufin. — {loud  knocking  at  the  door)— 
What's  that?— {more  knocking)— hgxm\  and  fo 
early  in  the  morning ! 

Enter  Betty* 

Betty.  Oh,  Sir,  my  miftrefs  is  terrified  out  of  her 
fenfcs!  Mr.  Craftly  is  below,  telling  her  that  Mr. 
Primitive  is  unexpe&edly  arrived  from  Jamaica, 
and  wilt  be  here  in  half  an  hour.  . 

Gabr.  My  uncle  here  in  half  an  houH  Od  dang 
it— Pm  forry  to  difappoint  you — but  you  fee  I 
muft  poftpone  the  operation. 

SirH.  My  dear  Sir,  don't  mention  it;  if  you 
poftpone  it  for  ever,  it  will  be  no  difappointment 
to  me,  I  promife  you.  Adieu!  Now  for  the 
drefling-room  j  and  having  ferved  Marchtnont, 
then  for  the  Priory !  Gad,  this  is  buttle!  this  is  Life! 
while  it  lafts,  or  the  devil's  in  it!  [Exit. 

Gabr.  My  uncle  fo  near— fo— . 

Enter  Craftly  and  Mrs,  Lackbrain. 

Mrs.  L.  So,  fo!  Here's  a  pretty  bufinefi — Mr. 
Primitive  not  half  a  mile  off,  and  you're  in  a  fine 
ftate  to  receive  him— with  a  head  full  of  wine  at 
this  time  in  the  morning. 

Gabr.  And  what  are  you  i  with  a  houfe  full  of 
dancers  and  whifperers  at  this  time  in  the  morning. 

Craft.  Pftia!  wrangling  won't  help  us.  I  fancy 
we  are  none  of  us  over  fond  of  each  other.—- In* 
deed,  for  my  part,  I  candidly  acknowledge,  I'd 
rather  do  you  both  a  mifchief  than  a — fervice. 

Mrs.  L.  I  am  fure  you're  very  kind,  Sir  1 
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Craft.  But  as  the  old  pigeon  is  arrived,  we 
mud  combine  to  pluck  him;  and,  firft,  we 
muft  undermine  this  favorite  he  has  brought  with 
him. 

Mrs.  L.  What  favorite  ? 

Craft.  Why,  a  lady  he  met  with  laft  night  at  the 
hotel.  He  has  already  conceived  a  great  regard 
for  her :  but,  as  he  acknowledges  he  knows  nothing 
of  her,  and  Clifford  affures  me  fhe  is  a  woman  of 
jfufpicious  chara&er,  you'll  give  hint?  on  her  intro- 
duction. 

Mrs.  L.  Never  fear,  le^ve  me  alone — I'll  fay  I 
know  her, 

Gabr.  That's  enough— if  (he  fays  fhe  is  one  of 
her  acquaintances,  'tis  all  over  with  her — or  if  that 
fails,  I'll  fay  fhe  is  one  of  mine. 

Craft.  Good !  and  now,  while  Mrs.  Lackbraiq 
difpofes  of  the  company,  and  puts  on  a  more  plain 
and  appropriate  drefs,  you  and  I  will  go  and  receive 
the  old  gentleman.— And  remember,  from  thi^ 
hour  you  are  plain  fimple  cottagers  -s  and,  hard  and 
:rk1ome  as  it  is,  you  muft  henceforth  appear  a  fond^ 
loving  couple. 

Mrs.  L.  (figbing.)  'Tis  very  irkfome !  but  we 
muft  do  it :  but,  go,  go,  and  impofe  on  yoqr  cre- 
dulous uncle. 

Gabr.  I'll  do  what  my  head  will  let  me,  for  at 
this  moment  there's  more  dancing  in  it  than  in 
your  ball-room.  However,  if  there's  any  danger, 
guardy  here  will  lend  me  his  little  odavp ;  and, 
now  I  think  on't,  we  muft  take  pains  on  his 
account,  becaufe  he  paid  for  all  this  pretty  furni? 
cure,  you  know.     Ha!  ha!  ha!— 

Craft.  Plha!  nonfenfc;  come  along  and. try, 
try  to  difguife  your  fituation. 

Gabrj 


LIFE.  55 

Gabr.  Pooh!  don't  my  fituation  difguifc  me? 
Befides,  what  arc  you  afraid  of— remember  the 
fons  of  genius.  Didn't  I,  by  drinking  a  ,few 
generous  bumpers,  make  a  fool  of  him  who  has 
made  a  fool  of  thoufands  ? — but  now  for  it— now  let 
me  rccolle<5l— I  am  a  fond,  fteady— u~ u~ h  !' 
(Jbiccuping)  That's  it,  I'm  the  exaft  thing  already. 
[Exit  with  CRAFT^Yj-f-Mas.  Lackbrain  *t 
folding  doors. 


SCENE— Outftde  of  a  Cottage,   ftanding  in  a 
romantic  Vale  furrounded  by  Mountains* 

Enter  Primitive  and  Mr$.  Belford. 

Prim.  Huzza,  there !  there  it  is,  the  end  of  all 
my  hopes  and  all  my  wifhes!  Delightful,  innocent, 
romantic  fight ! 

Mrs.  B.  This  is,  indeed,  a  fpot  more  lovely 
than  e'en  my  fancy  piftured. 

Prim.  Oh!  'tis  Arcadia!  Paradife!  And,  to 
make  my  joys  unbearable,  think  that  Nature  does 
not  alone  confine  herfelf  to  the  outfide;  no,  (he  alfo 
dwells  within.  And  the  young  cottagers — the 
dear,  the  darling  pair !  but  reprelent  the  fpot 
around  them. 

Mrs.  B.  No  doubt :  for  here  is  no  temptation 
to  be  guilty,  (finging  in  cottage — "  Come,  come  one 
<c  and  ally9  &c.)     Liften,  what  finging's  that  ? 

Prim.  Don't  you  know  i  It  is  the  plowman  as 
he  trudges  to  his  morning's  work,  carolling  his 
fimple  ditty !  Sweet  fafcinating  found !  {Mufic  in  cot- 
t*ge*)  And,  hark  again!  Do  you  hear  that  mufic  ? 

Mrs.  B.  I  do:  to  me  it  founded  like  a  flute. 
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Prim.  Flute!  bkfs  you— k  is  the  (hepherd's 
pipe — it  is  the  mufic  of  Arcadia!  Oh!  if  this 
lafts,  1  fhan't  live  to  fee  the  infide. 

Enter  James  from  the  Cottage. 

Heh !  who  comes  here  ?  One  of  the  fervants— * 
mum!  He  won't  know  me,  fo  I'll  be  cunning  and 
lift  him — now  mind — Good  morning,  Sir. 

James.  The  fame  to  you,  Sir. 

Prim.  I  wi(h  to  fpeak  with  Mr.  or  Mrs.  Lack- 
brain;  but  'tis  too  early,  I  fuppole,  they  are 
neither  of  them  out  of  bed  yet. 

James.  Yes,  Sir,  they  are  both  up. 

Prim.  Upl  what,  at  five  in  the  morning? 

James.  Yes;  and,  what's  more  extraordinary, 
they  are  up  every  morning  at  the  fame  hour. 

Prim.  There  now,  in  London,  who  ever  hears 
of  fuch  early  rifing  ?  One  queftion  more,  if  you 
pleafe — Pray  where  may  you  be  going? 

James.  Why,  if  you  muft  know,  Sir,  I  am 
going  to  leave  thefe  cards  of  invitation  at  fomc 
great  houfes  about  twelve  miles  off  (produces  them). 

Prim.  Cards  of  invitation!  I  don't  like  that;  it 
fmacks  of  the  fquares — the  city — the— give  me 
leave  (Jakes  one  and  reads.)  ie  Mfs.  Gabriel  Lack. 
cc  brain  at  home  every  evening  this  week  :,f  yoM 
may  go— I'm  fatisfied  ! — never — never  was  fuch  an 
jnftance  of  domeftic  and  connubial  happinefs ! — at 
home  every  evening!  come  let  us  enter  and  be- 
hold. (£*i7  James, 
Enter  Craftly  and  Gabrjel,  fiil\  drunk. 

Craft,  (fpeaking  as  he  enters.)  This  way,  Ga- 
briel—this  way— - 

Gab.  Softly,  the  air  makes  me  worfe— your  arm, 
lend  me  your  arm— (la%s  bold  $f  Craftily 9s  arm.) 

PritQ. 


LIFE.  57 

Prim*  There  be  is!  there's  the  true,  genuine,  and 
unadulterated  child  of  nature— Come  to  thy  uncle's 
arms  (Gab.  is  afraid  to  leave  CraftlyV  arm). 
S'life,  what  are  you  afraid  of,  Gabriel  ?  come  to  thy 
uncle's  arms,  I  fay!  (Gas.  leaves  CraftlyVt  arm, 
but  finding  he  can't  Jupfort  bimfelf,  ftaggers  and 
jrtels  back  to  Craftly)  look !  now,  look  at  that 
rural  embarraflment !  don't  be  afhamed,  boy,  it  is 
worth  all  the  cafe  and  impudence  of  town-bred 
puppies. 

Gabr.  I'm  quite  overcome,  I  aflfure  you,  uncle. 

Prim.  Delightful  diffidence!  you  rogue,  I've 
heard  of  your  pranks,  of  your  early  rifing  every 
morning,  and  of  your  being  at  home  every  even- 
ing ;  and  if  I  hadn't,  your  countenance  would  have 
betrayed  you:— look  at  that  flufh  of  health  (Gabr, 
/miles) — look  at  that  fofy  hue  (Gabr.  burfts  out 
laughing) — ha,  ha!  there  again!  now  that's  the 
true  broad  laugh  of  innocence  and  nature, 

Gabr.  {afidc  to  Crapt.)  I  fay,  guardy,  there's  no 
fear  of  his  finding  me  out— for  ecod!  he's  as  drunk 
as  Chloe, 

Prim.  But  come,  where  is  your  other  half?  If 
(he  prove  as  uncorrupted  as  yourfelf,  I  (han't  wait 
till  the  year's  out,  no — I'll  Cgn  the  fettlement  to- 
morrow. 

Enter  Mrs.  Lackbrain  in  a  plain  Chip  Hat, 
Cloak,  GV. 

Craft.  That's  well,  that's  a  neat  cottage  drefs. 
Gabr.   Ah !  here  (he  is,  uncle,  here's  the  fweet 
fource  of  connubial  joy. 
Mrs.  L.  Dear  Gabriel ! 
Gabr.  Divine  Lydia!  {taking  her  band  and  kiffing 
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Prim*  Fond  pair!  the  Golden  &gt  i$  returned, 
and  I  fee — {taking  out  bis  handkerchief  and  half 
crying)-*-\  fee  they  were  born  to  make  me  the 
happieft  of  middle-aged  gentlemen.— JJut  now  for 
it,  now  for  the  infidef-*-.Od(heart !  I  forgot  though 
r—I  mud  particularly  recommend  this  lady  to  the 
attention  of  you  both  5  (he  is  an  objeft  of  compaf-. 
fion  {taking  Mrs.  B.  by  the  handy)  j  and,  as  fuch, 
}'m  fure  muft  be  welcome,  (Gabr.  and  Mrs.  L. 
both  draw  back.) — Why,  what  d'ye  ftare  at  ? — 
She  deferves  it,  believe  me,  (he  defer  ves  it.. 

Mrs.  L.  No  doubt ;  but  pray,  Sir,  have  you 
known  the  lady  long  ? 

Prim.  /Till  yefterday  I  never  faw  her, 

Mrs.  L.  So  I  thought  :«— but  this  is  not  a  pro* 
per  place  for  explanation  ;  pray  walk  in,  and  we'll 
talk  further.— This  way,  Ma'am,  this  way. 

Prim.  Aye,  this  way. — And  now,  as  the  fong 
fays, 

Henceforth  Til  lead  a  village  life,. 

In  cottage  mod  obfcure-aj 
For,  with  this  loving  man  and  wife, 
My  joys  are  quite  fecure-a. 
[Exeunt  Primitive,  Mrs  JJ,  and MR&.L+ 

Craft.  Well,  Gabriel,  what  do  you  think  ? 

Gabr.  Think  !  that  he  beats  me  hollow.; — I'm 
only  a  child  of  nature;  but,  damme!  he's  a 
natural.  And  now,  if  fpogfe  undermines  (he 
ftranger— 

Craft.  Aye,  once  get  her  out  of  the  houfe,  and 
Clifford  will  inftantly  take  her  abroad.  You  fee 
that  vtffcl  yonder— he's  waiting  for  me  to  bring 
him  information. 

Gabr.  Indeed ! 
•    Craft.  Yes :  and  Marchmont  and  his  daughter 
are  for  ever  cut  out  of  their  chance.    So  now  all's 
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fafe ;  and  while  I  go  to  Clifford,  do  you  feqd  fop 
a  lawyer  to  prepare  the  fettlement ;  and  then  we'll 
fey  the  Golden  Age  is  returned.  . 

Galr.  We  will ;  and  I'll  go  fend  for  a  lawyer 
dire&ly. — [Exit  Craft.]— But  now,  firft  for  my 
paddock  gentleman :  by  this  time  I  hope  my  fer- 
vants  have  found  him  out,  and— dang  it !  nothing 
fhall  make  me  forget  my  promife  to  coufin  baronec 
-r^and  then,  let  nunky  once  fign  the  fettlemenr,  and 
J'll  alfo  fay,  as  the  fong  fays — 

f  he  fcene  is  chang'd,  'tis  alter'd  quite, 

No  more  I'm  fimple  Gaby  ; 
1*11  learn  to  dance,  to  fing,  and  fight, 

And  ogle  every  lady.  [Exit, 


SCENE — A  Jmall  Room  in  the  Cottage ;  a  Door 
in  the  Flat,  a  Chair  placed  near  it.  Enter  Sir 
Harry  Torpid  from  Door  in  Flat. 

Sir  H.  'Sdeath  !  this  will  never  do :  I  have  been 
jdone  in  that  dreffing-room  thefe  two  hours ;  and 
though  I'm  in  love,  I  dill  can't  fupport  folitude— 
no,  I  (hall  certainly  relapfe,  if  fomebody  don't 
come  and  rattle  me  into  an  agreeable  (late  of  vex- 
ation. I  feel  all  the  fymptoms,  the  doze,  the  ftu- 
por,  the  numbnefs. — Egad  !  I  almoft  long  for  my 
friend  Gabriel,  and  hjs  lumps  and  bumps;  any 
thing  in  preference  to  this  dying  ftyle  of  living.— 
Ha !  a  reprieve !  I  fee  the  thing  of  all  others 
likely  to  produce  agitation-— a  petticoat !  and,  no 
doubt,  Mrs.  Gabriel.  I'll  return  to  the  drelfing- 
fgom. — [Re  enters.] 

Enter 


£»/^r  Primitive  *#</  Mrs.  Belpord. 

Prim.  Now  do>  for  my  fake,  pray,  pray  juftify 
yourfelf. 

Mrs.  B.  Sir,  I  have  told  you  I  am  flandered. 

Prim.  Well  but  confider,  what  Mrs.  Gabriel 
fays  is  perfe&ly  true  j  I  know  nothing  of  your  hif- 
tory,  (he  does  j  and  if  I  fhould  defile  this  innocent 
abode,  by  introducing  to  it  a  perfon  of  fufpicious 
character— 

Mrs.  B.  Sufpicious ! 

Prim.  Pardon  me ;  thefe  were  my  niece's  words, 
not  mine:  and  when  (he  added,  her  hufoand's 
conftancy  might  be  corrupted— 

Mrs.  B.  Corrupted !  and  by  me !— Sir,  I  can 
only  anfwer,  I  am  innocent  and  if  this  be  doubted, 
let  me  be  gone,  I  know,  by  lofing  you,  I've  loft 
my  beft,  my  only  friend  ;  but  if  you  think  I'd  be 
indebted  for  my  fafecy  to  thofe  who  fay  I  would  dis- 
grace my  benefa&or,  and  mar  connubial  and  do- 
meftic  love,  you  know  but  little  of  me,  I  cannot 
guefs  the  motive  for  their  cruelty  j  nor  fhould  I, 
by  accufing  others,  vindicate  myfelf ;  but  let  me 
tell  you,  Sir,  (lander  is  a  rank  and  poifonous  weed, 
and  never  yet  took  root  in  pure  unfullied  ground. 

Prim.  Well  then,  why  don't  you  explain  your- 
felf ? — Plague  on't !  why  not  tell  me  your  name^ 
your  family,  your  hiftory  ? — Come  now  do^  6q  be 
good-natured. 

Mrs.  B.  Alas  !  I  dare  not. 

Prim.  Dare  not ! 

Mrs.  B.  No ;  my  pride  won't  fuffer  me :  and 
my  ftory  would  but  expofe  one,  whom,  fpite  of  all 
my  wrongs,  I  ftill  am  weak  enough  to — (pulls  out 
her  handkerchief  and  weeps.)— Aflc  me  no  more— » 
pity  me,  and  let  me  begone. 
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Prim,  (half  crying.)  'Tis  all  over— I  fee  'tis  all 
aver.— Farewell ! 

Mrs.  B,  Farewell !  and,  for  the  fervice  you  have 
rendered  me,  my  gratitude  (hall  only  die  with  me. 
"—(GiMg,  Jbe  returns  and  kiffes  his  band.)—*Oh  I 
X  did  hope  you  would  have  proved  a  father  to  me. 

Prim.  Did  you?  (weeps.)  My  poor  daughter 
hoped  the  fame— but  I  deferted  her.  I — go*  fince 
yoq  won't  communicate,  I  entreat  you  go :  for 
pity's  fake,  don't  let  us  be  bidding  farewell  all 
night. — (Takes  out  a  purfe,  and  puts  it  in  her  band) 
There,  you  know  where  to  apply  when  you  want 
more ;  you  underftand  roe ;  whilft  1  have  a  gui- 
nea, you  (hall  never  want  a  part  of  it. 

Mrs.  B.  Blefs  you  !  blefs  you,  Sir  [—But  I  for- 
got i  I  have  left  fome  drawings  and  manufcripts; 
in  the  next  room,  may  I  venture  to  return  for 
them? 

Prim.  You  may  :  but  if  you  fee  n>e  when  you 
come  back,  don't  fpeak  to  me ;  we've  had  enough- 
of  leave-taking — damn  it !  another  farewell  woukl 
choak  me. — [Exit  Mrs.  Bblford.]—  Poor  foul  I 
I  hope  'tis  no  crime  to  pity  her. — And,  fpite  of. 
the  chafte  fociety  of  the  Cottage,  I've  a  great  mind 
to  call  her  back,  and— no,  no,  I  muftn't  ri(k  defiling 
fo  fpotlefs  and  immaculate  a  fcene.— -Heigho  1  I'll 
fit  down  and  compofe  myfclf.— (Looks  round.)— 
Ay,  ay,  in  that  chair  I  may  reft  unfeen  by  her 
whUc  (he  paffes.-^»( Pftft/tfg  to  the  chair  near  the 
jfa/.)— Yes,  here  1  may  be  quiet.— (Sits  in  //.)— 
And  if  I  can  but  deep  and  forget  her.— Poor  foul ! 
(he  hop^d  I  might  have  proved  a  father  to  hen— 
Poor  foul ! — (falls  back  and  dozes.) 

.   (Sir  Harry  opens  door,  which  is  exaftly  be- 
hind the  chair  %  but  don't  pujb  it  far  enough 
j  to  bit  the  chair.) 
.  .%*        8  SirH. 


;  Sir  H.  (peeping  oati)  No  Mrs/ Gabriel  y&-3 
furely  1  heard  fomebody — foft,  I'll  peep  further.-* 
(Pufbes  the  door  further  open,  and  bits  againjl  the 
back  of  the  cbair.)—Not  a  foul.  Damme !  Tit 
bear  it  no  longer .-<— (Bangs  open  the  door,  and  it 
bits  violently  again]}  chair. — Primitive /ropr  out? 
and,  unfeen  by  Sir  Harry,  gets  behind  the  door  to 
watcb.)— Rather  than  be  left  alone,  and  endure 
this  tedium,  this  inanity,  I'll  plunge  into  any  fo«* 
tiety.— (As  be  is  going)—* 

Enter  Mrs.  Lackbrai*  baftily. 

Mrs.  L.  O,  my  dear  Sir  Harry!  I've  run  m/- 
fclf  out  of  breath;  and  I'm  fo  frightened,  and  lb 
faint— fo— 1  (hall  be  able  to  fpeak  in  a  momefit 
—there.    • 

Sir  H.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mfs.  L.  Why,  Gabriel  was  the  perfon  at  fhd 
paddock-gate  j  knows  I've  an  affignatiort  in  that 
drefiing-room :  he's  coming  here  to  feaftrh  {  and  if 
youVe  difcovered,  hell  find  out  that  you  wire  hia 
affailant,  and  inftantly  fight  you, 

(Primitive  watching  all  the  time.) 

.Sir  H.  Well,  let  him :  damme ! .  employ  mete  \i 
the  very  thing  I  wanted.    . 

Mrs.  L.  Nay,  think  of  my  reputation— my 
hopes,  with  Mr.  Primitive.— And,  look  !  fee  what, 
a  treqnendous  cudgel  he  wields  over  his  head. 
-  Sir  H.  Gad  !  fo  he  does ;  and  that  may  produce 
more  employment  than  is  neceffary :  and  fince  I 
am  unarmed,  and  your  reputation  is  in  daager,  I 
tell  you  what — I  was  before  going ;  and,  if  vou'U 
promife  to  befriend  Marehmont,  I'll  fly  ft  faft  that 
time  itfelf  ihan't  overtake  me.  <       \Emt. 
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Gabriel,  finging  and  Jbaking  cudgel. 

Mrs.  L.  So,  Sir,  you  think  I've  a  lover  here  ? 
but  it's  all  a  falfehood,  Sir :  and  I  (hould  like  to 
know  if  this  is  a  return  for  fecurim*  Mr.  Primitive's 
fortune,  by  my  fcandalizirig  this  Mrs.  Belford  ? 

Prim,  (looking  over  door.)  Scandalize  her  I 

Gabr.  You  feciwed ! .  why  'twas  1 — 'twas  the 
fweet  child  of  nature  that — 

Mrs.  L.  Don't  tell  me,  Sir;  I  fay  it  was  my 
doing. 

*  Gahr.  And  I  fay,  it  was  mine :  wasn't  it  my 
fervaat  that  made  him  believe  cards  of  invitation 
figns  of  domeftlc  comfort ;  being  up  all  night,  a 

?roof  of  early  rifing?  And  didn't  I  convince  old 
lorlo-TKutnbo  that  reeling  was  rural  awkward- 
nefs;  and  the  flufh  of  claret,  the  rofy  hue  of  health  ? 
—But  enough  of  old  Hurlo-Thumbo. 

Prim.  Hurlo-Thumbo! 

Gabr.  Now  for  the  dreffing-room. 

Mrs.  L.  O,  pray  do,  Sir,  pray  fearch  the  dreff- 
ing-room. 

Gabr.  I  will ;  and  Jemmy  Swagger  (hall  be  no- 
thing to  it. — But  firft  Pll  lock  the  door,  and  then 
go  bring  coufin  baronet  to  fee  me  perform  fuch  an 
operation. — {Locks  the  door,  leaving  Primitive 
ftanding  up  in  the  chair;  who  tapsbim  on  the  bead.—* 
Gabriel  turns  round,  and  tbey  meet  face  to  face.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Belford. 

Prim.  Your  fervant,  rural  innocence  1 — your 
mod  obedient,  connubial  love  1 

Gabr.  What !  is  it  you,  uncle  ? 

Prim.  Yes,  it's  old  Hurlo-Thumbo. — For  you, 
wronged,  injured  lady,  {to  Mrs.  B.)  without  pry- 
ing 
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ing  further  into  your  hiftory,  henceforth  accept 
thofe  favours  I  defigned  for  them ;  henceforth  let 
me  be  a  father  to  you* — And,  d'ye  hear,  Sir? 
{to  Gabr.)  if  you  expedt  to  profit  by  my  future 
bounty,  retire — retire,  and  repent. 

Gabr.  Well,  we'll  go,  uncle.— -And  I  begin  to 
think  I  (hall  repent  j  for  I'm  (till  fo  much  a  child 
of  nature  as  to  feel  forry  for  my  behaviour  to  that 
lady  :  I  am  indeed ;  for  though  my  education  has 
made  me  a  fool,  I  think  I'm  not  quite  a  knave  :— 
though  my  head  is  wrong,  my  heart  is  right ;  and 
I  dare  fay,  when  we're  all  fober,  we  (hall  dill  be 
friends.  [Exeunt  Gabr.  and  Mrs.  L. 

Prim.  Pfha  !  away  with  you  !— Odftieart !  town 
manners  are  to  me  unbearable,  even  in  their  proper 
fphere :  but  brought  into  the  country  ;  introduced 
into  the  calm,  fequeftered  vale  !— Though  I  hope 
and  truft  the  cafe  is  lingular ;  and.  that  the  Englifti 
cottage  is,  and  ever  will  be,  the  feat  of  peace,  in- 
duftry,  and  virtue.  [Exit  with  Mrs.B. 


THE  END  OF  THE  FOURTH  ACT. 
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ACT     V. 

SCENE— the  Infide  */Xraftly\j  Library*  filled 
with  Toys,  Jewellery*  &?r.  as  Libraries  are  at 
Watering  Places— a  Raffling  Table  in  the  Centre. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  from  Door  in  Flat. 

Sir  H.  So— 'tis  as  poor  Rofa  expefted.  Craftly 
has  the  appointment  of  the  new  ftcward,  and  her 
father  is  again  at  his  mercy.  What's  to  be  done  ? 
There  is  no  way  but  to  expofe  him  to  Mr.  Pri- 
mitive. Gad,  I'll  try  hard  for  it— I  don't  mind 
trouble.  That  (/napping  bis  fingers)  for  content, 
and  the  placid  ftreartis  of  life !  give  me  love,  and 
a  little  agreeable  hoc- water. 

Enter  Primitive  and  Mrs.  Belford. 

Mrs.  B.  Alas !  that  is  his  fituation— a  diftrefled 
author.  By  his  pen  he  earns  a  fcanty  pittance  for 
himfelf  and  daughter  \  and  for  her  fake  I  thus  pre- 
fume  to  recommend  him  to  the  ftcwardfhip. 

Sir  H.  {advancing  to  Prim.)  And  I  prefume  to 
back  that  recommendation?  The  gentleman  at 
the  Priory  is  a  worthy  man. 

Prim.  Why;  that's  true*— and  I  certainly  am 
much  indebted  to  you  for  bumping  me  out  of  that 
chair,  and  1  can't  bear  to  deny  my  dear  adopted 
any  thing.  But  you  fhould  confider,  my  worthy 
friend,  Craftly  is  the  only  pcrfon  who,  from  his 
experience,  can  fcled:  a  proper  ftcward  for  me  5 

*  and, 
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and,  therefore,  he  muft  have  the  nomination.— 
Nay,  I  am  peremptory,  Sir.-— A«d  now  {to  Mrs* 
Belford)  let  me  congratulate  you  on  your  arrival 
from  the  dens  of  Arcadia  at  the  feat  of  learning 
and  rationality. 

SirH.  Learning  and  rationality  ! 

Prim.  To  be  fure,  Sir.  What,  with  the  works 
of  deceafed  authors,  and  the  fociety  of  living  ones, 
I  know  no  place  more  amufirrg  and  inftru£ting 
than  the  houfe  of  a  refpe&able  bookfellef— and 
fuch  a  one  is  Craftly  !  But  let  me  look  about  me 
{puts  on  bis  JpeSacles).  I'm  told  he  has  made 
great  improvements  fince  I  went  abroad.  Bltfs 
mc,  what  a  noble  room !  And  here  {going  towards 
the  counter  s\  what's  here?  Children's  riding- 
horfcs,  cricket  bats,  powder,  pomatum,  candle- 
fticks,  and  tea-pots  !  Pflia!  we've  made  a  miftake. 
s  Come  along— this  is  a  toy -(hop-*- this  can't  be  a 
library. 

.  Sir  H.  Not  a  library !  ha !  ha !— that's  good  !— 
What,  I  fuppofe,  you  thought  Craftly  dealt  m 
books  ? 

Prim.  To  be  fure.  What  elfe  fhould  he  deal 
mi 

SirH.   What ?  why,  in  raffling. 

Prim.  Now,  what  the  devil  is  raffling  ? 

Sir  H.  Ha !  ha  1  ha !  He  don't  know  what  raf- 
fling is  {goes  up  to  the  table).  Look,  look  at  this 
•gaming-table.  Behold  this  dice-box.  Here? 
there's  the  feat  of  learning  and  rationality  {throws 
dice). 

Prim.  Heaven  defend  me  !  And  you  call  thi* 
raffling,  do  you  ? 

Sir  H.  Yes ;  and  trifling  and  infignificant  as  the 
fport  may  appear,  I  know  no  fpecies  of  gaming, 
more  fatal  or  pernicious.  Mrs.  Lackbram  is  at 
once  an  inftance.    She  told  me  herfelf,  that  whete 

only 
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fonly  nine  years  old,  Mr,  Craftly.  perfuaded  her 
mother  to  let  pretty  Mifs  throw  for  a  pocket-book, 
—She  grafp'd  the  dice  box  in  her  little  hand,  and 
being  fuccefsful,  her  paflioo  for  play  became  (o  un- 
controulable,  that  ftie  was  never  eafy  till,  fhe  loft 
every  (hilling  of  her  fortune. 

Prim.  I  won't  believe  a  word  on'c— He  is  too 
honorable —coo  prudent. 

Sir  H.  Won't  you  ?  then  bet  me  a  hundred 
pounds,  and  he  (hall  confefs  it  to  your  face. 

Prim.    I  bet — I  commit  the  very  crime!— 

Sir  H.  Nay,  then  humour  me  fo  far  as  to  fay  'tis 
a  bet.  See  1  here  he  comes — and  to  fecure  his 
confeffion,  fay  you  have  betted  chat  raffling  is  a 
more  produ&ive  trade  than  booklelling.  Come 
now — do— do  indulge  me. 

Prim.  Well,  in  order  to  convince  you  of  your 
error,  I  will  humour  you. 

Enter  Craft&y. 

Coufin,  I  rejoice  to  fee  you;  but  before  I  fay  a  word 
on  other  fubjelts,  you  muft  decide  a  wager  between 
me  and  thi*  gentleman.  Ha!  ha!  What  do  you 
chink  ?  I  have  laid  a  hundred  pounds  that  you 
get  more  money  by  raffling  than  bookfelling. 

Craft.    Indeed!  and  has  he  taken  the  bet? 

Sir  H.    I    have— and  be  cautious — a  hundred 
pounds  is  an  objedt  to  a  poor  Bironetj  and  re-  < 
member,  I  am  on  the  fide  of  bocfk felling. 

Prim.  And  I  on  raffling,  and  I'm  mod  anxious 
to  win. 

Sir  H.    And  fo  am  I. 

Craft.  You  are,  are  you  ?  Then,  in  addition 
to  gratifying  the  old  gentleman,  Til  work  you  for 
the  furniture  {afide).  Joy,  Coufin!  the  wager's 
yours  1  I  know  no  more  of  books  than  he  or  any 
other  man  of  faihion  does.     So,  I  fay  (ajidt  to  Sir 

f  2  Hari.y), 
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Harry),  who'll  peep  through  the  iron1  bars  firfl:, 
now? 

Sir  H.  Pftia !  I'll  have  ftronger  demonftration— 
prove  it — prove  it,  Sir. 

Prim.  Aye,  prove  it,  Sir. 

Craft,  {elbowing  Prim,  and  winking).  Don't  be 
afraid — 1*11  fatisfy  him  (Jakes  out  a  paper).  Look 
here  now — here  are  twelve  names  to  raffle  for  that 
fllver  tea-caddee  at  half  a  guinea  a- piece. 

Sir  H.  Well,  where's  your  profit?  It  cofts  you 
fix  guineas. 

Craft.  No,  it  don't— it  only  cofts  me  three — fo 
there  you  fee  (elbowing  Prim,  again)— 'Tis  two  to 
one  in  our  favour  already  j  ha!  ha! 

[Primitive  tries  to  laugh  with  him>  but 
cannot.] 

SirH.  Ay:  but  another  thing — All  the  names 
are  not  paid  for. 

Craft.  I  know— Mr.  Wilkins  ifn't  paid  for— 
and  why  ?  Becaufe  I'm  Mr.  Wilkins. 

Prim.  You  Mr.  Wilkins? 

Craft.  To  be  fure.  The  higheft  throw,  you 
fee,  wins  the  prize,  and  the  filling  a  raffle  is  the 
work  of  time. — Then  one  comes — throws  "  thirty- 
"  five/'  and  goes  to  town— another  <c  forty,"  and 
follows— another  "  forty-five,"  and  he  goes  to6. 
Very  well !  Then,  I'm  to  inform  them  by  letter 
who's  the  winner — then,  of  courfe,  you  know  I'm 
the  winner,  for  I  throw  "  forty- feven,"  and  writ? 
word,  Mr.  Wilkins  has  won  the  tea  caddee.  There 
— now — now  are  you  farisfied,  or  will  you  hear 
more,  Gmpleton  ?  ha!  ha!  ha!  (laughing  and  ftill 
elbowing  Prim.) 

Sir  H.  No— I'm  quite  fetisfied — ar'n't  you, 
Mr.  Primitive? 

Prim.  Quite— I  never  was  more  fatisfied  in  all 
.  my  life,  ha !  ha !  ha !     And,  as  I  don't  wifli  to  be 
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raffled  out  of  my  property ;  take  ^notice,  that 
inftead  of  accepting  a  perfoa  of  your  nomination,  I 
appoint  the  gentleman  at  the  Priory  fole  toward- 
to  all  my  elates. 

Craft.   Hem  !   appoint  him  fteward  ? 

Sir.  H.  Ay  j  would  you  have  him  appoint  Mr. 
Wilkins? 

Prim.  Yes  j  would  you  have  me  appoint  Mr. 
Wilkins? 

Sir.  H.  I  fay>  who'll  peep  through  the  iron  bars 
firft  now? 

Prim.  But  come— let  us  go  inftantly,  and  ac- 
quaint your  friend  with  his  appointment. 

Craft.  Nay,  coufin,  but  hear  me,  upon  my 
word  I  meant  no  harm — I  thought  all  was  fair  in 
gaming. 

Prim.  More  (hame  for  you — and  thank  Heaven, 
I'm  too  old  falhioned  to  countenance  fuch  prac- 
tices!  fo  preferring  the  diftreffed  author  to  the 
raffling  bookfeller,  I  take  my  leave  of  you  and 
Mr.  Wilkins  for  ever. 

[Exit  with  Mrs.  Bel  ford. 

Sir.  H.  And  pray,  Sir,  make  my  bed  refpefts 
to  Mrs.  Wilkins  j  and  take  my  advice,  improve 
young  minds  by  the  fale  of  good  moral  publications, 
inftead  of  corrupting  them  in  the  worft  manner — by 
initiating  them  to  all  the  horrors  of  the  gaming, 
table.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE— A  Wood. 
Enter  Rosa. 

Ro/a.  Where,  where  can  my  father  ha*e  wan- 
dtrtd  ?    I  tremble  every  moment  for  his  fafety— 
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for  alas !  we  are  agaih  in  the  power  of  oik  perfe- 
cutor;  and  already!  perhaps,  he  has  fallen  a  Vrftim 
to  his  malice — and  yet  there  is  one  hope  $  the  kind, 
the  generous  Sir  Harry  Torpid  promifed  he  would 
fee  Mr.  Primitive. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Torpid. 

Sir.  B.  And  he  has  feen  him,  and  it's  all  fettled — 
no  more  fugging,  copying,  and  compofing  now:— ^ 
No — inftead  of  daughter  to  a  poor  poet,  }rou  are 
heirefs  to  a  gentleman  of  three  hundred  a-year. 

Rofa.  Nay,  no  tantalizing — But  tell  m  j  who  is 
the  new  Reward  ? 

Sir  H.  Who  ?  Why,  your  father !  Aye,  things 
are  as  they  ought  to  be.  Mr.  Marchmont  h 
fteward  to  Mr.  Primitive's  eftaces,  and  Craftly 
and  his  dice-boxes  will  Be  fent  to  the  round- houfe 
« — But  don't  fuppofe  you  have  to  thank  mfe— * 
Here  comes  your  benefa&refs. 

Enter  Mrs.  Belford, 

Rofa.  Heavens !  to  her ! — The  very  perfon  I  fo 
longed  to  fee. — Welcome,  welcome  ! 

Mrs.  B.  (taking  her  hand  and  kiffing  it).  Do  I 
again  behold  you  ? — Pardon  me  ;  out  I  have 
thought  of  nothing  elfe  fince  firft  1  favv  ybu. 

Sir  H,  No  more  have  1 — that's  my  cafe  exaflly 
—and  for  the  fervice  you  have  rendered — 

Mrs.  B*  What  I  have  done  has  been  for  your 
fake,  Rofa.  We  are  compelled  by  ftrong  and  cruel 
circumftances  (ay,  Heaven  has  fo  decreed  it)  to  live 
for  ever  feparate. — And  had  I  left  you  in  diftrefs — 
but  now  the  dread  of  poverty  is  pad — and  that 
thought,  perhaps,  will  cheer  me  in  my  hours  of 
abfence-^perhaps  rhay  rmkfe  the  lofs  of  you  fup- 
portable.  •  < 
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•  Rofa.  The  lofs  of  me  I — what,  now,  when  you've 
fo  ferved,  and  fo  attached  me,  will  you  leave 
me  ? 

Mrs.  5.  Ay,  for  ever.— -Afk  me  not  why,  fwect 
girl !  tempt  me  not  to  unfold  a  hiftory  that  will 
plant  thorns  in  your  bread,  and  expofe — no,  never, 
never  can  the  myftery  be  folved. 

Rofa*  Nay,  but  we  will  not  feparate. — And, 
look !  yonder's  my  father ;  I'll  call  him  tp  thank. 
you  (going). 

Mrs.  B.  (holding  her.)  Not  for  your  life  1  not, 
for  your  life  ! 

Rofa.  N*y,  do  not  deny  me ;  let  me  adminiftcr 
relief  to  one  who  (lands  fo  much  in  need  of  it. 

Mrs.  B.  Mark !  what  picture's  that  he  fo  in- 
temly  gazes  on  ? 

Rofa.  I  know  not :  but  'tis  connected  with  his 
fecret  grief  j  for  oft,  when  he  conceived  h*mfclf 
unleen,  I  have  obferved  himprefs  it  to  his  lips,  till 
he  diffolved  in  tears. — And  look  again  ! — fee  now 
how  he  devours  it  with  his  kiffes ! 

Mrf'B.  Maddening  fi^ht ! — 1  know  too  well 
who  it  refembles. — Oh,  villain  S  villain  ! 

Rqfa.  Villain  ! 

Mrs*  B.  Yes;  I  have  too  long  fpared  him ;  too 
long  in  pity  fmother'd  the  dark  tale.— ^But  now  'tis 
open  enmity — avowed  defiance — and  he  (hall  feel 
an  injured  woman's  vengeance. 

SirH.  How! 
.  Rofa.  Amazement ! 

Mrs.  B.  Inftantly  conduit  me  to  him  \  and  tell 
him,  (he  who  conferred  an  accidental  fervice  en- 
treats no  recompence  but  this  :  tell  him,  lad  night 
I  whiled  away  my  hours  in  compofition  of  an 
*rtle&  tale \  and  as  an  author  of  fuperior  fame,  I 
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come  to  him  for  cenfure,  or  for  praife.— {Producing 
the  manufcript.1) — Give  it— 'twill  intereft—  'twill  in- 
ftrudt — oh  !  yes,  'twill  ftrike  him  to  the  heart. 

Sir  H,  Gad  i  I'm  frightened  out  of  my  fenfes. 
I  hope  you'll  let  me  join  the  party ;  for,  upon  my 
foul !  there's  no  (laying  alone  under  fuch  myfterious 
circumftances. 

•  Mrs.  B.  No,  Sir  j  thefe  meetings  muft  be  pri- 
vate.— Come,  Rofa. — Poor  girl  t  I  tremble  for 
you :  I  fee  I  have  alarmed  you ;  and  on  your  ac- 
count I  could  again  be  filent  and  difcreet :  but  the 
pidlure—- you  faw  him  prefs  it  to  his  lips — you  faw 
him  hide  it  in  his  breaft — that  roufes — fires  me !— . 
while. I  have  ftrength  and  life,  conduft  me  to  him. 

[Exit  with  Rosa. 

Sir  H.  And  what  is  to  become  of  me  ?~-Whilft 
I  have  life  and  ftrength  I'll  condudt  myfelf  to  Mr. 
Primitive,  and  we'll  return  and  overhear  all  that 
paffcs.  And  now  I  ought  to  be  on  the  pinnacle  of 
happinefs,  for  I  am  fo  choaked  with  agitation — but, 
hpwevcr,  I  fee  a  man  may  have  too  much  of  a  good 
thing,  [Exit. 

SCENE-— An  Apartment  in  the  Priory ;   painted 
Windows  t  a  Gothic  Table,  and  three  Chairs. 

Enter  Marchmont  and  Rosa.— (Rosa  has  the 
manufcript  in  her  band.) 

March.  Aftonilhing  ! — Raifed  to  profperity  by 
one  I  fo  neglefted,  and  afk  no  recompence  but  the 
revifion  of  a  manufcript !— 'Slife,  'tis  incredible: 
and  remember,  Rofa,  we  have  already  had  reafon 
to  fufpeft  her*  and  therefore,  till  I  know  the  mo- 
tive for  her  gentrofity,  I  fhall  not  condefcend  to 
profit  by  it. 
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Rofa.  What !  won't  you  fee  her  ?  will  you  again 
difmifs  her  ? 

March.  Unthinking  girl !  why,  wherefore  fhould 
(he  ferve  me?— You  are  yourfelf,  perhaps,  the 
bribe :  and  (hall  I  owe  preferment  to  my  daugh- 
ter's lhame  ? — No,  (he  (hall  not  enter. — And  yet, 
if  after  all  her  motive  (hould  be  good ;  if,  to  the 
only  one  who  has  ftept  forth  to  ftrve  me,  I  prove 
fufpicious  and  ungrateful — that  muft  not  be — give 
me  the  manufcript,  and  conduit  her  in* 

Rofa.  Here,  here  it  is,  Sir  (giving  it). — And 
recoiled,  thefe  are  but  the  heads,  the  outlines  of 
the  book;  and  you  are  to  decide,  whether  the 
materials  are  fufficient  to  ground  a  work  upon.— 
And  now  look,  Sir,  (goes  to  the  wing,  and  leads  on 
Mrs.  Belford,  with  her  veil  down,)  here  is  our 
benefa£tre(s. 

March.  Madam,  after  what  paflcd  when  laft  I 
faw  you,  I  fcarce  know  how  to  aodrefs  you.— Pray, 
be  fcatecL— » 

Rosa  draws  a  chair  >  Mrs.  Belyord  Jits. 

I'm  told  you  have  conferred  an  everlafting  favour 
on  me ;  and,  as  a  recompence,  you  only  afk  what 
is  moft  flattering  to  an  author's  pride— I  (hall  not 
trouble  you  with  thanks,  but  will  proceed. — (Seats 
him/el/;  Rosa  Jits  hy.  Mrs.  Belford.*—  Reads.) 
"  Sketch  of  a  Romance,  to  be  called  Henry  and 
"  Eliza.— Eliza,  againft  the  confent  of  a  parent  as 
u  fond  as  affluent,  married  Henry.— Two  years 
"  foon  paflcd  in  harmony  and  joy,  and  Heaven 
"  blefled  them  with  a  pledge  of  mutual  love.— 
"  The  third  began  with  poverty  and  /orrow ;  and 
*'  to  preferve  her  child  and  hufband  from  diftrefs, 
15  iC  Eliza 
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"  Elfza  appealed  to  the  feefinga  of  fcer  enraged  fe- 
€<  ther ;  who,  in  companion  to  her  fufftrings,  f«p- 
*•  plied  her  with  a  remitttuirc,  as  the  lafttbkeri  of 
4f  parental  love/' — {Paufes  and  weeps.) 

Rofa  (rifes\  Go  on,  Sir :  I  fed  aa  much  inte- 
refted  as  yourfclf :  pray  go  on. 

March,  (reading.)  "  Henry,  though  pofiefied 
fr  of  honor  and  of  talent,  could  not  refift  tempta- 
"  tion:  and  allured  to  the  gaming-table  by  the 
"  arts  of  a  female  feducer,  loft  the  remittance,  fa* 
"  crificed  the  fole  maintenance  of  his  family,  and 
€t  left  Eliza  to  the  mercy  of  hi9  creditors/' — (Rifes* 
and  goes  forward.)— €t  The  houfe,  and  poor  re- 
f  €C  mains  of  therr  effefts,  were  taken  from  her;  and 
cf  when  (he  fought  the  hufband  of  her  heart,  h6 
<c  was  not  to  be  found.*- Loft  in  the  ?ortex  of  dif- 
€<  Cpation,  he  had  forgot  the  wife  he  once  adored ; 
<c  and  revelling  in  luxury  and  guilt,  thought  not 

«•  that  Eliza  was  deftitute  and  forfaken." Oh, 

horror !  horror !— (Drops  the  book.) — Speak !  .who. 
are  you  ?  whence  came  you  ? 

Marchmont,  wbilfi  reading  the  above,  is 
much  agitated,  paufes  often*  and  trembles 
violently.  Mrs.  Bel  for d  alfo  is  much 
agitated  i  apparently  gazing  intently  on 
Marchmont,  half  rifing  from  her  cbait% 
&e.  Rosa  obferves  them  both  with  qjlo* 
nijbment,  and  oeeqfionally  burfis  into  tears. 

Roja  (taking  up  the  book  and  presenting  it  tg 
Marc»*mont).  Proceed  j  for  pity's  lake  proceed— r 
nay,  you  muft,  you  (hall. 

March*  Oh  1  1  cannot. 

Roja  (reads).  "  Eliza  thus  reduced,  thus 
"  defer  ted    both    by    parent   and    hufband,     no 

*c  longer 
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cc  longer  could  maintain  the  only  comfort  that 
€€  was  left  her.— Diftrefs  foon  tore  her  from 
cc  her  child :  (he  placed  it  under  the  pro- ' 
€C  teftion  of  a  relation  of  its  father ;  and,  to  fop- 
iC  port  herfelf,  (he  changed  her  name ;  *nd,  in  a 
"  ftate  of  menial  fervice,  went  to  Switzerland.— 
<c  There,  woe- worn  and  forlorn,  robbed  of  all 
<c  hope,  a  prey  to  anguifli  and  defpair — ** 

March.  Diftraftion !  madnefs!— •*!  know  the  reft 
—(/Matching  the  book  from  lHos  a,  and  advancing 
towards  Mrs.  B.) — (he  died — died  of  a  broken 
heart. 

Mrs.  B.  (who  has  before  rifen  from  her  feat9 
throws  up  her  veil.)  No,  (he  lives* — Behold  me, 
Marchmont,  after  an  abfence  of  twelve  cheerlefs 
years— behold  that  once* loved  wife,  who  would 
have  begged,  ftarved,  perifhed  with  you.—- (March. 
ft  aggers,  and  faints  in  a  chair.) 

Rofa.  My  mother !   (runs  and  embraces  her  J) 
Mrs.  B.  The  ftory  of  my  death  was  but  an  arti- 
fice to  fave  me  from  inquiry  ;  and  now  I  came,  in- 
cenfed  with  wrongs,  to  goad  you  to  the  foul  with  my 
reproaches^   but  the  remembrance  of  our  former 
love,  that  altered  look,  that  worn,  exhaufted  frame 
•—Poor  Marchmont !  I  may  avoid,  but  1  cannor 
upbraid  him.— Farewell! — (going,  Rosa  holds  her.) 
March,  O  my  torn  heart ! — (in  turning  in  the 
chair,  the  figure  is  discovered  banging  from  his  neck.) 
Rofa.  Look,  look,  my  mother !— Is  he  not  now 
an  objeft  of  companion  ? 

Mrs.  B.  He  is. — But  fee!  he  wears  a  bafilffk  to 
ftrike  me  dead — the  pi&ure,  Rofa. 

Rofa.  Nay,  but  for  my  fake,  mother :  though 

,  *s  a  hufband  guilty,  he  has  been  the  beft  of  fathers  : 

and  fince  this  hated  objeft  is  the  bar,  I  will  remove 

— [takes 
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-Stakes  the  piffureJ-rHow  ! — that  look— thofc 
eyes— merciful  powers  ! '  it  is  the  portrait  of  my 
Another  1 

Mrs.  B.  Can  \t-~{trembting,  and  looking  at  //)«— 
yes,  mine  is  the  pi&ure  he  devours  with  kiffes — 
mine  the  refemblance  that  he  bathes  with  tears  ! 
Marchmont,  fuddenly  recovering,  and  pull- 
ing Rosa  forward^   without  feeing  Mrs. 
Marchmont, 

March,  (rifes.)  She's  gone !— fly — follow—call 
her  back  :  tell  her,  I  am  notfo  guilty  as  (he  thinks 
me;  for,  as  I  hope  for  happinefs  to  come,  my 
heart  was  ever  only  hers;  and  though  involved  in 
blackeft  dtfftpation,  my  truth  and  conltancy  were . 
yet  untainted  :  tell  her  befides — 

Rofa.  Look,  father ! 

-  March.  Ah!  da.  I  once  more— my  child,  fall 
proftrate  at  her  feet ;  entreat,  implore  forgivenefs. 
— (They  both  kneel.) — My  wife  ! 

-  Rqfa*  My  mother !  can  you  pronounce  a  par- 
don ? 

Mrs.  M-  I  would,  but  tears  prevent  me.— (G*/j 
between  them,  and  embraces  them  both.)*—  Merciful 
heaven  i  receive  a  fuppliant's  thanks j  for  thus  en- 
circled by  my  child  and  hufband,  what  now  is 
wanting  ? 

Enter  Primitive  and  Sir  Harry  Torpid. 

Prim.  What  ?  why  a  father — and  here  he  is.— 
That  father  who  deferted  you — who  adopted  you-* 
who — hang  it !  why  don't  you  fpeak>  Sir  Harry  ? 
you  fee  my  tongue  fticks  to  my  mouth. 

Sir -ft  Who  took  the  name  of  Primitive  for  an 
fftate  of  two  hundred  ihoufand  pounds— who  will 
ihare  it  with  you ;  raife  you  from  poverty  aqd 
forrow  to  joy  and  affluence,  to—damn  it  I  I  copy 

your 
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your  example;  my  tongue  (ticks  to  my  mouth 
too. 

Mrs.  M.  Heavens !  in  my  benefaftor  da  I  be- 
hold a  parent  ? 

Prim.  You  do ;  and  but  for  the  curs'd  circum- 
ftance  of  changing  names,  we  (hotild  have  known 
each  other  long  ago.— But  now  X  hold  you  to  my 
ieart.— You  alio, my  little  grand-daughter— zooks! 
I  mult  give  you  a  kifs  for  your  likenels  to  your 
mother  (kijfes  her). 

Sir  H.  So  muft  I  (kiffes  her). — I  beg  pardon, 
but  I  always  copy  Mr.  Primitive. 

Prim.  For  you,  Mr,  Marchmont,  I  was  once 
coming  forward  to  throttle  you ;  but  when  I  recol- 
lected I  deferved  the  fame  punilhment,  I  pitied 
and  forgave  you.  Henceforth  I'll  be  a  friend  to 
you,  a  father  tQ  your  wife,  a  grandfather  to  your 
daughter — and  what's  more,  with  your  leave,  I'll 
be  a  grandfather  to  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  H.  Ay  do  j  pray  let  me  be  one  of  the  fa- 
mily :  I've  long  had  a  predilection  for  matrimony ; 
and,  from  what  we've  juft  witneffed,  I'm  fure  it  will 
produce  agitation  in  abundance. 

March.  Then,  Sir,  if  I'm  to  be  confulted,  I  can 
only  fay,  you  faved  me  once  from  ruin,  and  I  know 
no  man  that  fo  well  deferves  my  daughter. 

Prim.  So  he  did  me;  and  I  know  no  man  that 
fo  well  deferves  my  grand-daughter.— And  now, 
what  does  (he  fay  ? 

Roja.  That  to  deferve  him,  who  has  fo  ferved 
you  and  my  deareft  father,  will  be  the  future  ftudy 
pf  my  life. 

Sir  H.  (taking  her  band  and  tiffing  it.)  Then, 
thus  I  feal  the  bargain— and  now,  I  only  beg  one 
thing — after  marriage  don't  kt  us  be  too  happy— 

you 
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Our  beaux  and  belles,  November's  fogs  deride; 
Enjoy  cold  weather  by  the  water  fide; 
And  then,  in  Spring,  to  town  return  together ; 
To  pafs,  what  they  call  winter,  in  warm  weather* 

To  other  fcenes  (hall  Primitive  retire ; 
There,  while  I  chat,  around  my  focial  fire ; 
Tho*  oft*  o'er  Falhion's  world  fhall  Fancy  range, 
One  objea  claims  regard,  that  knows  no  change  ; 
Envy  mult  own,  true  to  a  Briton'*  name. 
That  Englifli  Heart  of  Oak,  remains  the  fame. 
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HT  HE  Bards  triumphant,  of  a  brighter*  age, 
UnrivalPd  Monarch  a  of  the  Comic  Stage, 
Held  o'er  Wit's  empire  an  unbounded  fway, 
And  taught  each  fubjeft  Province  to  obey. 
Their  treafury,  Nature's  unexhaufted  mine, 
Yielded  prompt  payment  in  the  pureft  coin. 
And  ev'ry  note  was  current  thro'  the  land, 
By  Farquhar  drawn,  or  Congreve's  mightier  hand; 
They,  not  for  mere  accommodation  drew, 
They  had  effects  whene'er  their  paper  itew. 
Their  drafts,  by  all,  were  anfwer'd  by  delight, 
Indorsed  by  thoufands,  and  paid  down  ixjigbt. 
Oar  poverty  confents,  but  not  oar  will, 
Our  humbler  ftage  with  dubious  groupes  to  fill ; 
With  characters,  perchance,  whofe  (ole  cxiftence 
Is  owing,  to  the  Mufe's  kind  affiftance ; 
Or,  drawn  from  moitrn  lift;  fcarce  boaft  the  power, 
On  ftage,  or  off,  to  ftrut  beyond  the  hour* 
All  arts  befide  by  fore  progreffion  rife, 
And  win  from  Time  freih  honors  as  he  flies. 
But  our  poor  Bard— to  fcribbling  doom'd  by  fate, 
Whofe  pen,  precarious,  is  his  whole  eftate: 
Years  following  yeara  (kind  friends,  believe  it)  will 
Wear  out  the  brft  fee-fimple  of  a  quill. 
The  land,  {pointing  to  tbtbtad,)  fo  tipp'dhy  many  a  former  play. 
Can  ill  afford  his  annual  rent  to  pay. 
Yet  ftill  he'll  toil  and  toil  from  night  'till  morning, 
Till  yoo,  his  bounteous  landlords,  give  him  warning. 
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SCENE  l.  —  Jn  elegant  Apartment  at  Sir  Herbert 
MelmothV. 

Sir  Herbert  *i»iCurGtor  difcobered  at  a  Table,  with 
Writing  Materials  upon  it. 

Gurjllor  {writing,)  XTT7ELL,  wfcll— that's  fuffccient; 
VV  Sir  Herbert ;  {putting  paper 
in  bis  p&vket)  I'll  draw  the  deeds  df  conveyance  accord- 
ing to  thefe  inftrudlions.  {Ri/es  and  takes  out  bis  watcb.) 
Blefs  me*  part  four  in  the  morning  1  why,  rtiy  lady  is 
as  late  as  ufual. 

Sir  Herb.  Paft  four  !  arid  not  yet  tome  home*  Oh; 
Ellen  1  Ellen -1 

Cur  jit  or.  Nay  i  fretting  won't  bring  her.  1*11  warrant 
lhe  won't  return  from  lady  Mainour's  afiembly  thefe  two 
hours i  and  I  a(k  you  again,  Sir  Herbert,  after  getting 
rid  of  one  troublefome  wife,  what  could  induce  you  to 
marry  your  own  ward  ?  a  girl  not  twehty  years  of 
age. 

Sir  Herb.  That  which  even  now  makes  me  endure 
her  diflipauon  and  extc^yagance— affeftion — uncontroul- 
able  affe&ion.— My  former  marriage  was  again  ft  my 
choice,  and  yielded  me  no  happinefs. 

Curfitor.  No  1  why  it  gave  you  a  fon,— as  noble  a 
youth  as  any  in  the  fervice  of  his  country. 

a  3  Sir 
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Sir  Herb.  Yes ;  and  love  has  not  fo  amply  filled  my 
heart,  but  there  is  room  tor  Leonard.  Yet,  in  Ellen, 
in  her  difinterefted,  artlcfs  mind,  I  thought  to  find  un- 
eeafing  confolation.— t  offered  her  my  hand,  and  fee, 
regardlefs  of  the  difference  of  years,  preferred  her  guar- 
dian to  unnumbered  futtors. 

Curfitor.  She  did— even  to  the  fon  of  the  lady  (he  is 
now  vifiting— the  handfome,  the  honourable  Mr.  Mal- 
cour. 

Sir  Herb.  Yes :  flie  chofe  me  as  her  friend— protec- 
tor—hufband. 

Curfitor.  Granted — and  a  lucky  preference  irwas: 
for,  in  the  two  years  (you  have  been  married,  fhe  has 
be^n  uncommonly  adive  and  induftrious.  Let  me  fee 
—(he  has  got  through  the  fifteen  thoufand  in  the  funds 
-*-run  yoii  in  debt  as  many  more — and  compelled  you 
to  fend  for  your  fon  Leonard,  to  cut  off  the  entail  of  the 
fined  eftate  in  all  Pembrokeihire. 

Sir  Herb.  Sir,  1  am  the  perfon  to  condemn  her,  not 
you. 

Curfitor.  Nay  $  I  am,  perhaps,  fomewhat  blunt ;  but 
I  remember*  there  was  a  time  when  Sir  Herbert  Mcl- 
rtiotfV  would  have  blufhed  to  owe  any  man  a  fhilling,  and 
would  have  perifhed,  rather  than  have  afked  an  affec- 
tionate fon  to  fign  away  his  inheritance. 
*■  Sir  Herb.  Why,  yes :  there  was  a  time — Oh  1  how 
harrow  are  the  bounds  'twixt  virtue  and  difgrace !  One 
crime  fo  rapidly  begets  another,  that  he,  who  by  extra- 
vagance is  the  author  of  his  own  poverty,  will  climb  by 
any  guilty  fteps  till  he  afcend  the  heighth  from  whence 
he  fell.     What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Curfitor.  What!  control  your  wife — infift  on  her  re- 
trenching— 

Sir  Herb.  I  will— I'll  talk  to  her {knocking  at  the 

door)  And,  hark— moft  opportunely  fee's  arrived— I'll 
go,  and— 

Enter  Shcnkin. 

Sbenkin.9  Look  you,  Sir  Herbertr-there  be  my  Lady, 
and  Mils  Georgiana,  and  Mr*  Malcour. 

Sir 
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Sir  Herb.  Mr.  Malcour  with  them  ! 

Curfitor.  Ay,  there!— do  you  mark  that? 

Sir  Herb.  I  do— -and  (he  (hall  find — fear  not— Fm 
refolute— determined.  [Exit* 

Curfitor.  So  you  think  now— but  one  of  her  (miles 
will  undo  all. 

Sbenkin.  In  teed,  and  upon  my  life,  fo  it  will,  Mr. 
Curfitor.  Oh  .tear  !  tear  !  'tis  now  only  eight  months* 
fince  I  did  difgrace  the  noble  race  of  Shenkins  by  put- 
ting on  a  livery— -and  what  I  would  give  to  be  fafe  back 
at  Abarathgwilly. 

Curfitor.  Abarathgwilly  1  what  1  then  you  come  from 
Sir  Herbert's  neighbourhood  ? 

Sbenkin.  Ifs :  and  tho'  I  do  not  like  my  place,  I  do 
dill  like  my  matter ;  for  there  is  ftrong  fimilarities  be- 
tween us.  We  are  both  fine  fcholars,  you  do  know,— 
both  of  noble  families,  you  do  know— To  be  fure,  the 
Shenkins  are  older  than  the  Melmoths  by  fome  cen- 
turies *  but  I  do  never  mention  it — becaufe  a  man  is  not 
to  be  infulted  for  the  blunders  of  his  grandfathers  and 
grandmothers,  Mr.  Curfitor. 

Curfitor.  Right— and  if  you  knew  Sir  Herbert  and 
his  fon  in  Wales— 

Sbenkin.  Knew  him !  plefs  my  foul— my  poor  dead 
father  was  one  of  Sir  Herbert's  tenants. — He  did  keep 
a  great  pig  Latin  fchool  in  the  mountains  j  and  before 
he  did  die,  Cara£tacus  was  his  under- ipafter. 

Curfitor.  Cafa&acus !— and,  pray,  who  was  he  ? 

Sbenkin.  I — I'm  Cara&acus.  I'm  the  laft  prop  of 
the  pedigree-^and  you  muft  know,  my  learned  father 
had  great  griefs  and  troubles  about  his  other  children— 
for  my  brother,  Alcibiades,  did  rob  an  orchard. 

Curfitor,  Alcibiades  1  Oh,  1  begin  to  comprehend, 
now— As  a  fchoolmafter  and  a  man  of  learning,  your 
father  was  above  giving  his  children  fuch  common  names 
as  William,  Thomas,  John. 

Sbenkin.  In  teed,  I  cannot  fay— But  my  brother  Al- 
cibiades did  run  away,  and  foon  after  Ajax  Tdamon 
did  die  of  the  hooping-cough,  and  the  youngeft  of  all 
did  join  a  puppet-Jhcw*  and  in  fording  a  fmall  rivulet, 

a  4  Punch, 
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Punch,  his  wife,  and  poor  little  Junius  Brutus,  aU  went 
down  together. 

Cuffitor.  Indeed,  great  loflfcs !— But  your  mother— is 
file  ftill  living  ? 

Sbenkin.  To  be  furc— and  blefled  be  St.  David !  for 
I  do  love  the  good  old  lady  better  than  chis  and  pippins. 
I  did  tome  to  town  with  her  to  open  a  fchool  and  teach 
Englifti— but,  fomehow,  no  fcholar  did  come  near  us$ 
—and  then  I  did  go  out  for  uflier— but,  (;>mehow,  the 
boys  did  laugh  at  me.  I  do  find  there  is  great  differ- 
ence between  Englifh-Englifliand  Welch-Engliih— and 
fa  I  did  hire  lodging^  for  the  old  lady,  and  a  place  for 
myTelf — and  if  rearing  a  livery  is  benearh  me,  fupport- 
'ing:  a  mother  isn't  beneath  me — And,  in  her  fon  Ca- 
radtacus,  I  do  hope  (he  will  forget  Alcibiades,  and  Ajax 
Telamon,  and  little  Junius  Brutus. 

Curfitor.  Hufti— Sir  Herbert  returns— now  obferve* 

Enter  Sir  Herbert,  Z^fyMelmoth,  and  Georgiana. 

Lady  Mel  Nay,  now  I  am  angry  in  my  turn,  Sir 
Herbert.— Sufpedt  me  of  coquetting  and  flirting  with 
any  man  but  my  hulband !  Come,  coufin,  you  who  fo 
-oft  take  part  againft  me,  can  Vindicate  me  now. 

Georgiana.  Oh  yes,  Sir  Herbert !  though  lur'd  by 
falhion  into  follies  numberlefs,  her  heart  is  ft  ill  at  home; 
and  if  you've  rivals  to  contend  with — 'tis  in  two  infant 
pledges  of  your  mutual  love,  whom  (he  the  more  adores, 
becaufe  they  fo  refemble  you. 

Sir  Herb.  Well,  well,— 'tis  ever  thus— her  magic 
power  difarms  me  of  my  anger— I'll  think  on't  no 
more. 

Lady  Mel.  In  truth,  you  have  no  caufe:— for  fince 
the  day  you  proffered  me  this  ring,  my  heart  has  never 
wandered,  never — but  don't  now,  don't  mention  it ; 
for  if  t&e  people  I  vifit  were  to  know<how  much  I  lov£ 
my  hufbaod,  they'd  fo  torment  and  ridicule  me. 

Sir  Herh.  And  why— why  dread  their  ridicule  ? 

Lady  Mel.  I  don't  know— I'm  a  fad  coward,  I  believe. 
But  icmembcr  the  ball  we  are  to  give  to-morrow  in  the 
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*  Eaftcrn  ftyle. — I  (hall  want  plenty  of  money  to  finifli 
the  preparations;  for  m^  pride  is  concerned,  and  I'm 
Aire,  you  wou'dn't  like  to  fee  me  mortified  or  humbled, 
Sir  Herbert.- 

Sir  Herb.  No,  not  a  wifli  (hall  be  ungratified  that  I 
have  power  to  grant  you.  Mr.  Curfitor,  that  money 
may  be  raifed,  prepare  the  deeds  inftantly— -I  expeft  my 
fon  from  his  (hip  this  very  day.  But  come,  Ellen,  you 
want  repofe. 

Lady  Mel.  Yes:  I'm  fo  fatigued,  but  not  fleepy. 
Coufin,  this  is  a  very  rcftlefs  lite. 

Georgiana.  Then,  why  pufue  it?  Why  leave  the 
certain  trtalures  that  your  home  contains  for  fuch  pre* 
carious  and  difgufting  femes. 

Lady  MeL  Well,  after  this  Winter — but,  pofitivetyi 
I  muft  go  thro9  with  it  this  winter,  I  will  not,  to  ap- 
pear happv,make  myf^lf  miferable — No — I'll  retire  with 
my  hufband  and  my  children—  rhat  is,  if  you'll  all  fland 
by  me ;  for,  to  do  fuch,  old  fafhion'd  deeds,  requires 
more  aflfurance  than  even  a  modern  fine  lady  poflfeiTes. 
[Exit  with  Sir  Herbert  and  Georgiana, 

Sbenkin.  Plefs  my  foul,  this  is  marrying  for  love,  is 
it  ?  And  ihey  do  fay  his  Lft  match,  which  was  to  pleafe 
his  father/  and  for  money,  didn't  anfwer  either. 

Curfitor.  No,  monied  matches  never  dnivver — there 
the  parties  commence  enemies — For,  what  with  fettle- 
ments,  pin  money,  atcornies,  and  cruft  deeds,  tney  go 
to  law  before  they  go  to  bed — and  inltrad  of  bride  and 
bridegroom  entering  a  church,  it's  like  plaintiff  and  de- 
fendant coming  into  Wcftminftcr  HalU-So,  no  wife  at 
all  is  my  motto  (going). 

SbenLin.  And  .mine  alfo.  Bur,  look  you,  M'.  Curfi- 
tor, 1  do  want  your  advy:e  jbout  finding  my  loit  bro- 
ther, Alcibiades.  I  do  fomc  how  think  you  might 
bring  a  fort  of  bill  in  chancery  for  a  dilcovery  j — hue  I 
peg  pardon — this  wafy  ;  and  as  an  honeft  lawyer  v^  ill  noc 
difgrace  the  pelt  pedigree,  CaracUcus  will  open  the 
door  in  perfon.  {JLxitJhewing  out  Cufficur. 


SCENE 


^ 


io  FOLLY  AS  IT  FLIES.  ML 


SCENE  W.—Outfide  of  Melmotb  Houfc,  Lodge,  Gate-  . 
way,  tec. 

Enter  Malcour  and Curfitor  from  Gateway. 

Malcour.  Come,  now,  inform  me,  Curficor;  wasn't 
Sir  Herbert  goaded  to  the  foul  to  find  me  with  his  wife 
at  this  late  hour  ? 

Curfitor.  Good  morning,  Mr,  Malcour,  (gvng).  I 
fee  ™hat  you  are  aiming  at.  Btit  if  you  think  Til  aid 
you  in  betraying  Lady  Melmoth,  or  any  other  married 
woman,  you  miftake  your  man. 

Malcour.  Betraying ! — 'Sdeath  !  he  was  the  betrayer. 
Long  ere  Sir  Herbert  gained  her  hand,  he  knew  that 
/he  encouraged  my  addreffes — And,  yet,  mod  artfully 
feduced  her  from  me. 

Curfitor.  That  I  deny — he  fairly  won  her  j  and,  for 
the  encouragement  you  talk  of,  why,  young  Ladies  will 
have  admiration,  and  young  Gentlemen  will  have  vanity* 
So,  once  more,  good  morning,  Mr.  Malcour. 

Malcour.  'Tis  well— but  he  fhall  repent  his  treachery. 
Oh  !  if  I  forgive  him  ! 

Curfitor.  That's  not  my  affair— only,  don't  involve 
me.  Tho'  an  attorney,  I  mean  to  do  my  beft  towards 
going  to  heaven ;  and  if  you  gallant,  feducing  gentle- 
men are  of  fervice  to  our  tribe  in  this  world,  I  don't 
think  you'll  help  us  in  the  next — So,  a  third  time,  good 
morning,  Mr.  Malcour.  [Exit. 

Malcour.  Mean,  confeientious  fool. — But  here  comes 
one  who  may  be  ufeful  to  my  purpole.  Leonard  is  my 
friend — we  have  already  met — and  if  hereafter  I  can 
work  on  his  ingenuous  mind. . 

Enter  Leonard,  drejfed  in  a  naval  uniform. 

So— here  ends  your  journey,  Leonard— After  an  ab- 
fence  of  two  tedious  years,  once  more  welcome  to  your 
iather's  houfe.     Does  not  the  fight  tranfport  you  ? 
Leonard.  It  would  i  but  I've  a  thoufand  fears— The 

letter 
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letter  which  he  wrote  me— The  bufinefs  which  demands 
my  prcfence  here — And,  above  all,  this  marriage  with 
his  ward,— —  I  know  her,  Malcour — 'tis  now  fix  year* 
fince,  with  her  coufin  Georgiana,  (he  was  placed  under 
my  father's  guardianfhip. 

MaUour.  Ay — and  that  of  Mr.  Poft  Obit.  Curfe 
the  old  legacy-hunter  for  not  oppofing  the  match. 

Leonard.  He  dar'd  not.  He  is  wholly  influene'd  by 
Sir  Herbert. — And  now,  Malcour,  if  (hterfhould  involve 
this  hitherto  exalted  man — Georgrana  too!  I  dill  muft 
feel  for  her,  for  (he  was  born  to  fmile  away  misfortune, 
and  is  the  nobleft  prize  a  lover  can  contend  for. 

Makour.  Like  father,  like  fon — Herell  be  another 
thoughtlefs  marriage,  1  fee. 

Leonard.  Nay,  (he  knows  not  of  my  love,  or  if  (he 
did,  have  I  the  vanity  to  think  (he  ever  would  return  it? 
No,  furrounded  as  (he  is  by  all  that  wealth  and  fafliton 
can  difplay,  how  can  a  rough,  unpoli(h'd  failor  hope 
fuccefs  ?  Befides,  the  ocean  has  fo  much  divided  us, 
that  we  have  feldom  met. 

Enter  Shenkin  from  the  Gateway. 

Sbenkin.  Plefs  my  foul,  I  did  think  fo— I  did  think  I 
f)id  hear  your  voice  in  the  lodge — Tear  !  tear  !  how  you 
to  do,  Mr.  Leonard  ?  How  you  to  do  ? 

Leonard.  What,  my  old  Welch  companion  ?  Hey- 
day 1  how's  this  ?  A  livery,  Shenkin  ? 

Sbenkin.  Ifs— — You  do  fee  what  we  great  men  do 
come  to — But  of  that  by-and -by.  Walk  you  in,  Mr. 
Leonard. 

Leonard.  Stop — Before  we  enter,  I  would  know  fome- 
thing  about  my  father  and  his  bride.  Is  Lady  Mel- 
moth,  in  the  character  of  wife,  lefs  extravagant  than  in 
that  of  ward  ? 

Sbenkin  (whifpering).  More  a  great  deal, 

Leonard.  Indeed ! 

Sbenkin.  Don't  you  fay  I  did  tell  you— but  every  day 
(he  do  lay  out  hundreds  on  things  (he  never  utes.  And 
I  do  verily  think  (he  do  cod  Sir  Herbert  the  rent  of  all 
Abarathgwilly  todrels  herfelf  like  a  Druid.— To  be  fure 

they 
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they  do  fay  thcfc  muflins  are  fo  thin  and  unwhfclefome, 
that  foon  after  the  wife  do  wear  white,  the  hufband  do 
wear  black ;   and,  therefore,  that  married  men  ought 
not  to  grudge  this  expence,  do  you  fee. 

Leonard,  And  does  Sir  Herbert  thus  fubmit?  Bu£* 
perhaps,  fhe  makes  amends  by  a  well  ordered  and  well 
managed  houfe. 

Sbenkin.  Plefs  ycu — the  houfe  has  no  manager ;  fot 
there  is  Sir  Herbert  paying  twelve  fervants,  and  waiting 
on  himfelt ;— fleeping  in  a  pig  canopied  bed,  in  (heets 
as  damp  as  the  Severn  ; — Acting  in  a  great  gold  chair, 
with  only  a  little  chop  for  his  dinner  j — matter  of  the 
rareft  horfes  and  carriages,  and  paddling  into  the  city 
with  an  old  umbrella  to  try  to  raife  money  to  pay  for 
them :  but,  however,  if  it  be  likely  to  end  the  fooner* 
I  am  not  forry  (he  do  drefs  herfclf  like  a  Druid. 

Leonard.  'Sdeath !  'tis  unbearable— But,  flnce  I  muft, 
let  me  at  once  encounter  ic.  Malccur,  good  day ;  and, 
when  convenient,  make  my  father's  houfe  your  home* 
(Sbenkin  laughs.)  Why,  what  do  you  fmile  at,  Shcn* 
kin  ?— You  know  he's  fam'd  for  hofpitality. 

Sbenkin.  Ifs,  in  Wales :  but  Mr.  Malcour,  do  know 
there  be  nothing  of  the  kind  here— for  inteed,  and  upon 
my  life,  you'll  get  nothing  to  eat  but  canopied  beds, 
gold  chairs,  and  white  mucins*— This  way—follow  you 
Caractacus. 

Male  our.  Til  fee  you  in  the  evening— and,  be  allur- 
ed, let  fortune  treat  you  as  (he  will,  you'll  find  a  friend 
in  Malcour.     [Exeunt  Leonard  and  Shenkin  at  Gate.'] 

So  far,  fo  well The  fickle  Ellen  thinks  me  dill  her 

friend  i  and,  aided  thus  by  Leonard,  my  hopes  of  ven- 
geance will  be  tenfold. 

Dr.  Infallible  fings  without* 

Heh  ?  What  fine  gentleman  have  wc  here  ?  Surely  I 
recoiled  that  face. 

Enter  Br.  Infallible,  and  Edward  bis  Servant. 

.    Donor.  «  Ti  di  diddle  liddle,"— What,  Mr.  Mai* 
cour !  My  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Malcour  1 

MaUoftr* 
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Male  cur.  Whv,  it  can't  be !  You,  the  half  ftarved 
journeyman  lo  the  half  ftarved  apothecary,  who  ufed  to 
buns,  me  medicines  at  Gloucclhrr-»-You,  Tom  Drudge- 
well ! 

Doffpr.  Mum-rNot  Tom  D'udgewrll  now— Ever 
read  the  newfpapers  ?  (taking  fnuff  affeBcdy.) 

Male  our.  Conftantly. 

Dcffor.  Recoiled  Dr.  Infallible  ? 

Malcour.  To  be  fure the  fellow's  always  puflyig 

himfclf. 

Dollar.  Be  quiet*— I'm  Dr.  Infallible, 

Malcour.  You ! 

Deflpr.  Yes!  I'm  fo'e  propi  ietqr  and  ingenious  in« 
ventor  of  that  immortal  medicine,  call'd  Radix  Rheno—r 
co  be  fold  at  my  own  houfe,  price  eight  fhiliings  and 
fixpence  a  bottle,  ftarr.p  inclufive.  N.  B.  No  cure,  no 
pay— —and  a  lamp  over  the  door,  to  fliew  the  Do&or 
don't  praflife  in  the  dark. 

Malcour.  Bravo!  And  prav— for  I  forget — what  is 
this  Rhadix  Rheno  a  cure  for  ? 

Voflor.  Every  thing.  Chirofis,  Polypus,  Ophon- 
dria,  Aftherea,  Dyfpepfia,  Atrophy,  Notrophy,  and  that 
jvorft  of  all  disorders,  Poverty. 

Malcour.  So  1  fee and  that's  a  complaint  I'm  ac- 
quainted with.  But,  curfe  me,  if  ever  I  heard  of  the 
reft. 

Dottor.  Nor  I.  'till  I  turn'd  Quack. 

Malcour.  What  the  devil !  do  you  invent  thefc  dif- 
prders  ? 

Dcffor*  No— our  medicines  invent  them.     We  give  . 
(he  remedy,  and  that  gives  the  difeafe. 

Malcour.  Indeed  !  And  don't  the  town  find  you  put? 

Do&or.  Can't— dead  men  tell  no  tales.-— But,  excufe 
ipje  one  inftant — Edward,  take  this  letter-— Compliments 
to  Sir  Herbert,  and  belt  love  to  Georgiana. 

[Exit  Edward  at  Gateway. 

Malcour.  To  Georgiana  I  Why,  zounds!  have  you 
fhe  audacity  to  afpire— 

J)o8or.  Hu(h— fay  nothing—fl'll  buy  her  (taking 
Jnuff.)     Cupid's  a  qi\ack  medicine,  plealanr,  pernicious, 
corrupt,  and  daron'd  cxpenfive— Til  buy  her. 

Malcour. 
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Male  our.  Ridiculous !  Do  you  fuppofe  Sir  Herbert 
will  confent  ? 

Doltor.  Not  yet— but  his  wife  muft  have  money,  and 
that  letter  offers  him  a  friendly  loan  of  fome  thoufands— . 
you  underftand — and  now  come  home  to  dinner. — My 
chariot  there  (hall  cake  you— look— A  carriage  makes 
a  Doftor  you  know  {looking  out.) 

Malcour  {alfo  looking  out.)  Your  carriage  1  Why, 
that's  a  hearfe. 

Doffor.  So  it  is.— Well,  that's  alfo  my  carriage;  for 
if  chariots  fet  the  doftors  going,  dam'me,  but  the  doc- 
f  tors  fet  the  hearfesjgoing. 

Malcour.  True ;  but  I  muft  vifit  an  old  friend,  at 
that  houfe  yonder — fo  adieu  ! 

Doftor.  That !  What,  that  houfe  where  the  knocker's 
tied  up! — dear  delicious  fight! — Oh!  turtle  to  an  al- 
derman—gold to  a  mifer — a  miftrefs  to  her  lover — isn't 
half  fo  gratifying  as  a  tied  up  knocker  to  a  medical  man. 
But,  adieu !  and  when  you  want  a  dinner,  you  know 
where  to  find  one*— and  fure  of  the  bed  company— that 
is,  fure  of  venifon,  turbot,  Burgundy,  and  Champagne. 
{Going— flops.)  I  fay  though— that  tied  up  knocker  1— 
Cou'dn't  you  recommend  !— No — don't  trouble  your- 
fclf.— — Dare  fay  my  Radix  Rheno  has  been  there  al- 
ready. [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— An  Apartment  at  Sir  Herbert's. 
Enter  Leonard  and  Georgiana, 

Ciorgiana.  Yes,  Mr.  Leonard,  had  it  been  otherwife, 
none  had  more  welcomed  your  return  than  Georgiana.— 
But  when  you  quit  a  ftation  you  fo  honour,  to  be  the 
vidim  of  unequail'd  folly,  can  (he  rejoice  to  fee  you  ? — 
No,  no, — indeed  I  am  not  fo  felfilh. 

Leonard.  1  cannot  underftand  you 1  was  fent  for 

home  to  join  in  felling  my  paternal  land. 

Georgiana.  And  do  you  mean  to  comply  ? 

Leonard.  Moft  cheerfully — 'twill  be  the  proudeft  mo- 
ment of  my  life,  when  I  can  prove  to  fuch  a  father,  I 
am  defer  ving  of  the  name  of  ton. 

6  Georgiana. 
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Georgiana,  Then  all  is  loft  ! This  money  will  be 

fquaodered  like  the  reft,  and  no  refource  remains.  Oh ! 
be  refoluce— do  not  a  deed  he  will  hereafter  curfe  you 
for  ;  but  by  oppofing,  fave  him. 

Leonard.  Oppofe  him !  — oppofe  my  father !  This  is 
the  firft  requeft  he  ever  made  me,  and  if  1  e'er  afk'd, 
did  be  refufc  ?  No— he  gave  the  life  that  animates  this 
arm — and,  till  life  ceafes,  it  (hall  move  as  he  diredts  1 
And  yet,  for  fuch  a  fuppliant  I  could  do  much — I'm 
fure  you  have  no  motive  but  our  mutual  welfare, 

Georgians  Indeed  I  have  not— I  could  not  bear  to 
fee  you  both  involved  in  mifery  and  ruin  — But,  look— 
we  are  interrupted— my  other  guardian  comes. 

Leonard.  What!  Poft  Obit!  Why,  what,  at  laft, 
brings  him  to  London  ? 

Georgiana.  He  comes  to  take  poffeflion  of  a  legacy- 
is  on  a  vifu  here-— and  more  than  ever  governed  by  Sir 
Herbert— but  go— your  father  waits  for  you,  and  thus 
far  indulge  me— at  lead  reflect  on  what  I've  faid.. 

Leonard.  I  will  with  gratitude  •,  for  if  there  be  a  joy 
beyond  all  others,  it  is  to  know  that  fuch  a  heart  as 
yours  takes  intereft  in  my  fate.  Thanks,  thanks!— 
{kijfes  her  band.)  [Exit. 

Georgiana.  Oh,  yes !  you  little  think  how  deep  the 
intereft  it  takes.  But  what  avails  it  ?  Sir  Herbert  coun- 
tenances other  lovers,  and  while  1  day  in  this  detefted 
houfej  each  moment  teems  with  danger. 

Enter  Poft  Cbit  (in  deep  mourning). 

Poft  Obit.  Oh,  my  dear  girl !  your  poor  guardia^ 
can  fcarce  fpeak  for  vexation.  / 

Georgiana.  No  I  why,  what  has  happened,  Sir  ? 

Poft  Qbit.  What !  why,  didn't  1  for  the  firft  time  in 
my  life  vifu  London,  in  order  to  take  poflcfllon  of  a 
Jarge  legacy  left  me  by  my  Eaft  Indian  neighbour  ?  and 
didn't  1  purchafe  a  new  villa,  a  new  farm,  and  this  new 
fuit  of  mourning  on  the  ftrength  of  it  ?  And,  now. 
when  I  wait  on  the  executor  to  touch  the  caQi,  they  tell 
ine  the  will  has  got  a  flaw. 

Georgiana.  A  flaw.  Sir ! 

Poft 
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PoJtObit.  Yes,  a  curfcd  flaw!  They  fay  the  Eaft 
Indian  forgot  what  the  lawyers  call  an  appointment-^ 
but  what  I  call  a  difappointment— *?or  here  am  I  with 
all  thefe  new  expenm — and,  thanks  to  this  Bengal  blun- 
derer, not  a  Ihillirg  left  to  pay  for  them. 

Georgiana.  It  is  very  unfortunate,  Sir !  but  I  hope 
you  will  6nd  a  recompence  in  the  two  letters  of  recom- 
mendation you  b  ought  with  you  fn>m  Devonshire — the 
one  to  the  rich  old  widow  in  Pall  Mall. 

Poft  Obit.  Why,  there  again^the  rich  old  widow's 
carried  off".  *  '  ' 

Gcorgiana.  Carried  off !  by  whom,  Sir  ? 
Poft  Ob-t.  Why,  by  the  late  hard  froft.     "  She  died, 
and  made  no  fign  ;" — or,  in  plainer  words,  departed 
without  a  will, 

Gcorgidva.  Well,  but  the  other  perfon,  Sir. 
Poft  Obit.  Ay,  there  we  live  again.— —This  letter 
(producing  it)  to  a  coufin  I  have  never  feen—  to  the  rich 
Thomas  Tick,  efquire — proprietor  of  a  great  caftle  in 
the  north — Hark  ye— quarrelled  with  all  his  other  rela- 
tions, and,  owing  to  town  diflipation,—- fevei  ifh,  rheu- 
matic—*-*- Oh  !  London  is  the  place  to  form  friendfhip* 
'in— 'There,  they've  bad  health  and  found  lawyers— But, 
in  the  country  !  — curfe  'em—  hey've  no  flaws  but  in 
their  wills — arid  yet,  London  has  one  inconvenience—* 
I  don't  like  Sir  Herbert's  houfe. 

.     Georgiana.  No  more  do  I,  Sir.— And  if  you  would 
but  remove  me  from  his  protection,  and  place  me  un*  ' 
der  your  own-— -*- 
Poft  Obit.  I'm  afraid.. 

Georgiana.  Nay,  if  you  knew  the  perils  Pm  expofed 
to— —This  very  hour  he  received  an  offer  of  five'thou- 
fand  pounds,  from  one,  whofe  hand  I  have  rejedled :— r 
and,  to  a  man  involved  and  harraffed  as  Sir  Herbert  is 
— O  my  friend,  proteft  me. 

Poft  Obit.  I  would — but  I  cannot  fcrew  myfelf  up  to 
it.     'Sdeath !  from  a  boy  he  has   turned  me  round  bis 

finger And,  after  all  my  fubmifiion,  when  I  found 

out  he  had  only  bequeathed  me  a  hundred  pounds, 
and  Ipoke  my  mind  to  him — Gad  !  he  lent  me  a  chaK 
lengc~inviccd  me  to  Hyde  Park— yes,  he  did,  and  I, 

being 
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being  of  a  good-natur'd  turn,  and  rather  wifhing  other 
people  to  die  than  myfelf,  declined  the  invitation.  But 
come,  Georgiana,  I  muft  go  change  my  clothes,  and  then 
put  by  my  mourning  in  lavender  for  the  great  Thomas 
Tick,  Efquire ;— and  if  at  pre  fen t  my  good-nature  keeps 
me  under,  this  you  may  depend  on,  I'll  (land  up  for 
you  the  moment  I  have  got  in  all  my  legacies. 

[Exeunt. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT    II. 


SCENE  \.—A*  Apartment  at  Sir  Herbert's. 


Enter  Sir  Herbert  and  Dr.  Infallible. 

'       .'!'...• 

Sir  Herb.  Vf  ES,  Sir ;  I  thank  you  for  the  offer  of 
J     your  friendly  loan ;  but  the  arrival  of 
my  fon  makes  it  unneceffary. 

Doflor.  Very  well,  Sir  Herbert— but  money's  no  ob- 
jett  to  me,  and  if  at  any  time  you  will  condelcend  to  be 
my  banker— 

Sir  Herb.  Sir,  again  I  thank  you — but  with  regard 
to  Georgiana,  this  is  my  fix'd  intention— gain  her  con- 
sent, and  I  will  give  you  mine*  But,  anxious  as  I  am 
to  fee  her  married,  I  wou'dn't  barter  her  for  all  the  gold 
that  even  you  can  offer. 

JDeBor.  What!  you  are  anxious  to  fee  her  married ! 
Sir  Herb.  Yes,  flie   loves  my  fon,   for  whom  I've 
higher  views;  therefore,  addrefs  her,  for,  as  I  know 
your  chara&er   is   unimpeached,    and  in  the  way  of 
Settlement— 

DoBor.  Ay:  Radix  Rheno  for  that,  Sir  Herbert. 
1*11  go  make  love  to  her  dirc&ly,  and  as  for  my  patient, 
Mr.  Pott  Obit— 

Sir  Herb.  Oh,  he  moves  as  I  direft.— Succefs  attend 
you.  At  prefent,  Pm  engag'd  on  bufinefs  with  my 
fon — and  if  in  marriage  Georgiana  emulates  her  coufin, 
your  prefent  wealth  will  leem  contemptible— for  you'll 
have  gain'd  a  treafure  worththe  world.  [Exit. 

DeBer, 
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DoBer.  Bravo!  this  is  the  age  for  quackirr gjv    »«**  * 
clever  fellows  are  at  it,  from  the  Merry  Andre  ^v    ^^*  -    * 
roftrurn  to  the  doftoc  in  his  chariot.  £  <^*&*i*Z 

Enter  Poft  Obit  [netoiy  dreft). 

P oft  Obit.  OhDo&or!  mydearDo&orl  is  w*Wm»  ^lfce<! 
•lam,  or  is   it  Sir  Herbert  Mclmoth's?  \  tH^^^^S*^^   1 
pafs  a  quiet  month  here,   and   after  endurira^         mwrf* 
upon  infult,  what  do  you  think?    I  am  no^per~        **.o 
fa*  at. 

Dofior.  Shot  at  ? 

Poft  Obit.  You  (hall  hear.— Juft  now,  after  dl  w-m 
captain  and  Sir  Paddy  began  talking  of  ducllin^^ 
former  boafted  he  had  lately  wing'd  a  brotb«»«— 
for  traducing  his  dear  love  of  a  waiftcoar  ;  (« 
and  Sir  Paddy  lamented  he  hadn't  fought  for- 
tnomh,  tho*  he  had  every  where  offered  five  px: 
an  affront.— This,  you  may  be  fure,  fomtmhm*: 
me ;  and  on  their  a/king  me  if  I  had  ever  Ibughi 
plied,  «  No,  not  that  I  recolkft 5M  on  which 
Curfitor  obferved,  «  recoiled  indeed !  why, 
has,  and  never  will,  unlefs  lome  of  yoa  wiK  I 
thumping  legacy,  then,  of  courtV,  bell  cry  m  fca i 
•brains  out."    This  nettled  me  a  good  deal, 
word  bringing  on  another,  fays  I,  "  I  aflt  vobp 
Mr*  Curfitor,  but  that's  a  lie."— Says  he^  «  E 
offcuce"  and  he  knock'd  me  (bvn. 
Doff  or.  Indeed  (  and  what  followed  ? 
Poft  Obis.  What!  why, 
inftandy  rang  the    bell, 
{Wore  only  one  of  us  could 
Curfitor  and  I  were  of  a 

the  matter  to  drop,  and  laid  z:  wok  *  n*c     * 

fays  the  Captain,  forcing  a  code  c  jjifai  mam  -y 

«  Poltroon,  did  he  ooc  gisc  yw  a  now  •*"  *   I- 

1,  <c  he  did  noti  did  job,  tr»  ttar  Irxv 

he  did,  I  dare  (ay  I  ddcrvec  r, 

to  apologize."— *  Poot :~  fcr.  ^r  .-^>- 

longer  their  affair— -poop*  t«vr  -  t^f.  r  v 

(dves,  they  fight  so  pks^t  ttjz. 
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town,"  faid  we  "  our  honour  is  completely  fatisfied ; 
I've  given  him  the  lie,  and  he  has  knocked  me  down ; 
and  if  we  fire  away  till  doomfday,  how  can  we  have 
more  fatisfa&ory  fatisfa&ion  ?" 

Doff  or.  What  1  and  did  they  let  you  off? 

Pojt  Obit.  No— only  gave  us  leave  of  abfence  till  we 
made  our  wills,  and  then  they  are  to  come  and  cane  us 
if  we  don't  go  back  and  be  killed.  But,  Doftor— my 
dear  Doftor— you,  who  underftand  life  and  death,— 
can't  you  contrive  ? 

Doff  or.  |Contrive !  what,  make  me  a  party  in  your 
cowardice !  Go,  Sir,  go  fight  dire&Iy,  and  at  leaft  once 
in  your  life,  give  proofs  of  perfonal  courage. 

Pofi  Obit.  Once  in  my  life !  Come,  that's  not  hand- 
fome,  Sir,  You  know  very  well  I  have  given  proofs  of 
perfonal  courage. 

Qoftor.  When  ?  on  what  occaGon,,my  little— 

Pofi  Obit.  When  !  why,  if  you  will  have  it,  when  I 
drank  a  bottle  of  your  Radix  Rheno.  If  that  isn't  giving 
proofs  of  perfonal  courage,  the  devil's  tn't.  And,  now 
I  think  on't,  your  are  the  laft  man  I  (hou'd  have  applied 
to—for  Alexander  himfelf  wasn't  a  greater  warrior  than 
*  quack  dodor  *  fo  I'll  go  talk  to  fomebody  elfe. 

Potior.  Adieu !  and  if  you  wifh  to  pleafe  the  pretty 
creatures,  be  yourfelf  another  Alexander.  Honor  is  the 
true  love-powder,  and  we,  heroes,  are  elixir  vita;  to  the 
Udies.  [Exit. 

Pofi  Obit.  Puppy !  if  I  muft  turn  out,  take  care  I 
don't  pick  my  man.  But  yonder  I  fee  an  old  friend  in 
the  ball-roorcwpnd  if  he  won't  intercede  for  me,  and  I 
can't  get  rid  of  my  good-nature,  why,  Til  return  to  thefe 
ferocious  feconds-rrfay,  I  can't  bear  to  have  the  thing 
upon  my  ipind,  a#cj  fairly  beg  that  they  will  cane  me 
diredjtly.  pgfcfc 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II.— A  magnificent  Room  jittt d up  intbeEafiern 
Style.     (Mufic  beard.) 

Enter  Leonard. 

Leonard.  This  Sir  Herbert  Melmoth !  this  the  idol 
of  his  tenantry  !  of  the  poor,  and  of  his  country  !  this 
my  father !  herding  with  people  he  has  ever  fcorncd, 
mixing  in  feencs  as  oppofite  to  him  as  to  right  feeling 
and  to  nature.    O  Georgiana !  \  will  indeed  reflect.  m 

Enter  Shenkin. 

Shenkin.  How  you  to  do,  Mr.  Leonard  ?  How  do 
you  like  all  this  revelling  and  te veiling  ?  this  mobbing 
and  robbing  ? 

Leonard.  Tell  me,  Shenkin,  have  all  thefe  vifitors 
been  long  Sir  Herbert's  friends  ? 

Shenkin.  Friends !  plefs  my  foul,  he  do  not  know  'cm, 
nor  do  they  know  him. — My  Lady  do  want  a  great  pig 
crowd,  you  do  fee j  and  fo  (he  do  peg,  and  pray  of  any 
body,  to  a(k  any  pody.— Then  (he  do  hire  fome  vifitors 
by  the  night. 

Leonard,  Hire  vifitors ! 

Shenkin.  Ifs  fure :  Do  you  think,  Mr.  Leonard,  peo- 
ple would  come,  and  be  fmok'd  and  fmother'd,  and 
ramm'd  and  jamm'd,  and  hear  fuch  noife  and  nonfenfe 
without  being  paid  for  it  ?  Look  you, — chofe  foreign 
fingers  yonder—  (pointing  to  the  /upper  room)  there- 
eating  like  vultures— They  arc  not  only  paid,  but  they 
will  not  open  their  mouths  to  fing,  till  they  have  opened 
their  mouths  to  eat.  No  long,  no  fupper  5  that  is  their 
way,  Mr.  Leonard. 

Leonard.  Indeed ! 

Shenkin.  Then,  fome  do  come  without  any  invitation 
at  all;  for  I  did  hear  that  tall  gentleman  there,  (pointing 
again,)  him  with  the  rough  lion  head,  and  the  thin  put- 

B  3  wrfly 
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terfly  pody — ftys  he,  "  Aw !  Aw !  dem'me !  I  always 
go  uninvited  to  married  people's  houfes  j  for  man  and 
wife  never  fpeak — and,  therefore,  each  fuppofes  the 
other  has  afked  you — aw — aw— dern'me."  Oh  I  'tis 
fad  work— fad  work. 

Leonard.  Difgufting  fight !  Lavilh  his  fortune  on  a 
defpicable  fet,  who,  if  he  died  to-morrow— 

Sbenkin.  Died!  tear!  tear!  they  do  never  know  when 
one  another  die,  never:  For  inteed,  and  upon  my  life, 
my  Lady  did  fend  me  with  cards  of  invitation  to  her 
friend  Captain  Humdrum  the  whole  winter  Icing.  And 
fhe  would  have  gone  on  till  now,  only  the  widow  did  call 
one  day,  returned  Lady  Melmoth  thanks  for  her  many 
polite  invitations,  and  extremely  regretted  it  was  not  in 
the  Captain's  power  to  accept  them,  as  he  was  buried 
fix  months  before  in  Sr.  Anne's  church-yard. — But  look 
you — I  do  forget  my  meflagc — Sir  Herbert  do  wait  for 
you  about  cutting  off  your  tail,  you  do  know. 

Leonard.  I  will  fee  more  before  I  come— -I  would  ob- 
ferve  this  lady  Melmoth.  (More  mufic.) 

{Exit  Shenkuu 

Enter  Lady  Melmoth  and  Georgians. 

Lady  M.  Come,  Mr.  Leonard,  why  ftand  frowning 
there  ?  Why  don't  you  join  in  our  pleasures  ? 

Leonard.  Simply,  Madam,  becaufe  I  take  no  pleafure 
in  them. 

Lady  M.  Indeed  !  Why  now,  perhaps,  if  I  were  to 
think  a  good  deal,  that  might  be  my  cafe  alfo— but 
no— one  dare  not  be  old  falhioned,  you  know. 

Leonard*  I  dare,  madam.  1  can  prefer  real  happinefs 
to  artificial  pleafure. — 1  do  not  game,  becaufe  it.don'c 
pltafe  nic«-I  do  noc  drink  from  the  felf-fame  motive— 
and  I  am  not  extravagant,  becaufe  I  feel  more  gratifica- 
tion at  paying  the  cradefmen  who  fupply  my  table, 
than  in  entertaining  a  million  of  fycophants  around 
it. 

Lady  M*  Nay,  now  you  are  too  fevere,  Mr.  Leonard. 
—One  jnuft'keep  up  appearances  j  and,  if  now  and 

then 
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then  one  didn't  entertiin  fumptuoufty,,  the  world  would 
call  one  felfiAi,  prudent-*. 

Leonard.  Let  them  call  you  fo.  Who  can  be  honeft 
chat  is  not  prudent B  Ay,  you  may  finite;*  but  whilft 
I  am  prudent,  I  can  fmile  too  ;— and  I  hope  there  are 
ft  ill  thinking  beings  in  the  world,  who  will  not  call  me 
narrow  hearted  becaufe  I  am  not  expenfive,  or  a  hypo* 
crite  becaufe  I  am  not  a  profligate. 

Lady  M.  Come,  Georgiana,  let  us  go  to  the  ball 
room.  I  dare  fay  I  ought  to  refleft  on  all  this;  but  re* 
fleftion  produces  vexation,  and  vexation  hurts  the  com- 
plexion, and  fo— you  had  better  follow,  Mr,  Leonard. 

Leonard.  No,  Madam,  I  can  ftayv  alone. . 

Lady  M.  Adieu,  then;  and  I  wi(h  you  much  pleafure 
from  your  company  (going,  returns).  Oh,  I  forgot— 
if  you  fee  Sir  Herbert,  do  tell  him  to  make  hafte  with 
thofe  tirefome  parchments ;  for  I  want  to  pay  Mr.  Mai- 
cour  two  or  three  hundred  pounds  I've  ju ft  loft  to  him 
at  pk]u6tte9  I  alfo  want  money  for  Caffino,  and  a 
thoufand  things.  Adieu !  You  had  better  follow,  Mr. 
Leonard,  [Exit. 

Georgian  a.  Now,  are  you  fati$fied  ? 

Leonard.  I  am  ;— to  fign  will  Fuin,  not  relieve  him  1 
And  yet*— look  there— it  is  my  father  comes!  Alas!  my 
heart  is  fo  entwined  with  his— he  has  been  fo  kind  a 
parent— fo  fincere  a  friend — 

.Georgiana.  How!  ft  ill   irrefolute !  (takes  His  band) 

for  his  fake  I   for  your  own  !  Nay,   for  my  thoughtlefs 

-confin's  here,  who  is  not,  now,  the  miftrefs  of  her  rea- 

fon  ; — Oh,  then,  for  mine  !  I  have  a  ftrong  and  fecret 

motive  here — and  if  I  afk  it  as  the  firft  requeft— 

Leonard  (freffmg  her  band).  'Tis  granted— **tis  un- 
alterable—your  wifhes  triumph  over  his. 

[Exit  Georgiana  at  tbthackfotnt*  and 

» 

Enter  Sir  Herbert  from  tbe  wing. 

Sir  Herb.  Sq>   Sir,   as   I    thought,— 'tis '  Georgiana 
keeps  you  from  your  duty— 'Sdeath  I  why  (land  loiter- 
ing here,  when  the  deeds  wait  your  figotfure  ?  Coflae, 
.  ftHpe,  no  more  delay. 

b  4  Leonard. 
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Leonard.  Stay,  Sir— one  word— when  thefc  convey* 
ances  are  executed,  is  there  an  acre  of  paternal  land  left 
to  fupport  you  ? 

Sir  Herb.  No— but  -what  of  that  ?  We've  an  equiva* 
JentN  in  thirty  thoufand  pounds. 

Leonard.  True  *  and,  that  expended,  no  refourcc  re* 

mains. 

Sir  Herb.  None  5  you  know  there  is  no  other. 
[Leonard.  Farewell !  Sir-^fpare  me  the  conflid,  pity, 
and  forgive  me. 

•   Sir  Herb.  What !  would  you  facrifice  your  father  ? 
..Leonard.  No,  Sir— I  would  fave  my  father. 

Sir  Herb.  Away  !  mean — felfilh — 
-  Leonard.  Selfifh  !  Oh  !  you  (hould  know  me  better, 
Sir.  Place  me  at  the  lighted  cannon's  mouth,  and  fay 
my  death  will  eafe  you  of  a  momentary  pang,  and  I, 
with  joy,  will  meet  it— But,  this— what  is  it  you  aflcme? 
You  bid  me  forfeit  thofc  hereditary  claims,  which,  for 
whole  centuries,  have  been  our  family's  fupport,  and  in 
old  age  had  (till  been  yours  and  mine — not  to  relieve 
you  from  misfortune — not  to  expend  in  honorable  ufes, 
fuch  as  to  cheer  the  poor,  and  wipe  away  the  widow's 
and  the  orphan's  tear — No— but  to  waftc  in  prodigality, 
and  by  indulging  an  unthinking  woman,  to  ruin  her, 
deftroy  your  fon,  and  in  eternal  forrow  plunge  your- 

felf. 

Sir  Herb.  Have  a  care,  Sir— recoiled  who  you  are. 

Leonard.  Oh !  would  1  could  forget!  for  fure  'tis  time, 
when  I  am  reduced  to  fpeak  fuch  words  to  fuch  a  fa. 
ther.— But  obferve  me,  Sir— I  fign  thefe  deeds— the  mo- 
ney they  produce  is  lavifli'd  on  your  wife — in  a  few 
months  'tis  fquandered  all  in  vanity  and  vice — the  hour 
of  diftrefs  enfues — defpair,  penury,  imprifonment  awaits 
you  I  And  then,  when  Leonard  {hould  come  forth  and 
ferve  you,  he  too  is  deftitute  and  loft !  and  love  which 
palliates  your  crime,  oply  increafes  his— for  he  beholds 
you  on, a  precipice — blinded  by  paffion  and  bereft  of 
f  thought,  and«hfe  not  courage  to  oppofe  and  fave  you. 

Sir  Herb.  Peace,  I  command  you,— I  will  hear  no 
more,  (in  great  agitation. ) 

Leonard. 
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Leonard.  Now  mark  the  other  pi&ure  (taking  bold  of 
bis  army— I  decline  the  execution — for  the  firft  time  I 
dare  todifobey  you— I  leave  your  houfe— -I  am  defpifed 
— difgraced— and  your  embarraffments  commence— 
money  cannot  be  raifed  without  fecurity,  and  the  day  of 
extravagance  ceafes— -your  wife  lofes  her  fafhionable 
friends— (he  is  compell'd  to  domefticate — (he  refle&s— 
fhc  fees  the  comforts  of  connubial  love — (he  repents— 
you  are  beloved  and  happy — but  money  is  ftill  wanting 
to  enfure  that  happinels. — You  fend  for  Leonard— he 
flics  to  meet  you— you  tell  him  what  has  pad — tears  of 
joy  awhHe  choak  his  utterance— he  falls  at  your  feet, 
and  exclaims,  "  take  the  cftate,  the  whole  is  yours,  and, 
(hank  heaven !  I  have  prcferved  it  for  my  father."— 
Now,  Sir,  which  conduit  is  mod  noble  ?  which  is  the 
mod  worthy  of  a  fon  ? 

Sir  Herb.  This  is  all  ytifice — evafion — and  I  would 
hail  with  joy  the  ills  you  talk  of,  rather  than  be  indebted 
for  a  moment's  fafety  to  an  ungrateful,  avaricious  fon+ 
Begone— return  whence  you  came — and  to  your  coun- 
try prove  your  duty,  better  than  you  have  proved  it  to 
your  father. 

Leonard.  Yes — let  me  go.— I  (till  have  ample  con- 
folation ;  for,  when  next  we  meet,  thofe  frowns  will  be 
converted  into  fmiles.r— Farewell  I  farewell !    And  yec 

■        our  parting  once  was  different if  I  left  you  for 

a  day,  you  uled  to  fpeak-  fuch  tender  and  endearing 
words. 

Sir  Herb.  Away  !  if  you  wou'd  pleafe  me,  leave  me. 
Leonard.  Well,  well.  I  will  obey,  and  cheerfully— 
for  if  I  (lay,  I  (hall  relapfe,  and  grant  him  all  he  a(ks. 
Once  more,  farewell  I— and  though  your  thoughts  are 
all  devoted  to  another  object,  mine  dill  are  fix'd  upon 
the  fame— yes,  for  myfelf'I  care  not.  But,  blefs  him, 
heaven  1  blefs  the  bed  of  fathers !  [Exit. 

Sir. Herb.  *Tis  plain,  'tis  evident.— This  is  the  work 
of  Georgiana*  they  parted  as  I  entered,  and  with  thefc 
emphatic  words,  cc  Your  withes  triumph  over  his."— 
Oh  1  (he  would  keep  the  fortune  for  herlelf —  (he'd  fee 
the  lovely  Ellen  ruin'd— beggar'd  !     But  I  will  difip- 

pOL.C 
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point  her  fordid  views— -I'll  baoifli  hence  alt  cpnfcien- 
tioos  fcruples,  and  give  her  to  the  mm  who  offers  me 
that  aid  my  worthlefs  fori  4enies  me.^So  (hall  I  f^ve 
myfelf,  and  punifh  her.-*SheakiB. 

Enter  Shenkin. 

Sbenkin.  Sir! 

Sir  Herb.  Go  inftantly  to  the  ball-room,  and  watch 
Georgiana — prevent  her  leaving  the  houfe. — I  fufpefik 
(he  will  elope  with  my  fon. 

Sbenkin.  Elope  ! 

Sir  Herb.  Yes— and  therefore  this  night  (hall  make 
her  another's.     And  mintJ,  now,  whilft  I  go  myielf  for 

Dr.  Infallible,  do  you  take  care  (he  don't  efcape. 

Mind,  and  be  wary.— Oh  !  now  comes  my  triumph.— 

[Exit 

Sbenkin.  Plefs  my  fool !  I  do  think  I  will  elope  myfelf, 
for  inteed,  'cis  time  to  go  out  of  the  houfe,  now  the 
tcvil  has  got  into  it.  Tear  !  tear !  watch  Mifs  Geor- 
giana— turn  fpy — gaoler !  Yes,  I  will' watch  her,  but 
it  (hall  be  to  aflift,  not  to  opprefs  her  -, — and  then,  look 
you— good  b'w'ye,  Sir  Herbert.  I  will  not  difgrace  my 
anceftors,  tho'  you  do  yours—— no— I  will  go  home  to 
my  poor  mother,  and  tell  her  I've  not  only  maintained 
the  pride  of  pedigree,  but,  what  is  dearer  to  us  both* 
the  pride  of  confeience  and  of  virtue.  [2ix#7* 


SCENE  III.— An  Apartment  at  Sir  Herbert's.— 
Folding  Doors  in  flat. 

Enter  Curfitor. 

Curjitor.  So  the  hour's  out— the  time  allowed  by  thefe 
bloody-minded  feconds  is  expired,  and  1  mud  return  to 
be  (hot  in  that  room,  or  fubmit  to  be  polled  and  dis- 
graced. Zounds !  I  offered  fair  enough— either  to  take 
or  to  make  an  apology  j— or,  if  that  wou'dn't  do,  I  of- 
fered to  fight  him  at  forty  yards,— But  no,  nothing  will 
fatisfy  thefe  favages. 

Enter 
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Enter  Poft  Obit. 

Poft  Obit.  Mr.  Curfitor— my  dear  Mr.  Curfitor !  do 
you  wifh  to  die  ? 

Curfitor.  Not  I,  upon  my  honour. 

Poft  Obit.  That's  a  good  fellow— and  I've  inquired, 
and  there's  no  pccafion.  The  barbarians  of  old  ufed  to 
(hed  blood,  but  the  moderns— —Hark  ye Wc  cer- 
tainly don't  fight  to  pleafe  ourfelves,  you  know. 

Curfitor.  No—As  Sir  Paddy  fays,  'tis  to  pleafe  the 
town. 

Poft  Obit.  Yes — we  fight  to'  fupport  our  credit  with 
Mr.  Jenkins  and  Mr.  Tomkins,  and  other  bufy  neigh- 
bours, who  will  turn  up  their  nofes  if  they  don't  fee  us 
aft  like  men  of  honour — for  this  you  may  depend  on, 
Mr.  Curfitor,  many  a  great  hero  would  take  a  kick  qui- 
etly, if  he  thought  nobody  faw  it.  At  leaft  I  know  I 
would— wou'd n't  you  ? 

Curfitor.  No — not  a  kick— I  might  put  up  with  the 
lie.     But  go  on — What  are  your  intentions  ? 

Poft  Obit.  Liften— Calling  in  conftables  would  be 
ufeiefs,— for  our  fanguinary  feconds  would  fmuggle  us 
abroad.  Fighting  without  ball  is  hopelefs,  for  they  load 
the  piftols. — But  there  is  a  third  way — mark — meafure 

S round— eight  paces — tofs  up  for  firll  fire — I  win 
loot  at  random — twenty  yards  over  your  head— you 
fire  in  the  air-*— -  feconds  interfere — (hake  hands — Mr. 
Jenkins  and  Mr.  Tomkins  are  completely  fatfefied,  and 
Jerry  Curfitor  and  Peter  Obit  arc  both  men  of  honour 
as  long  as  they  live. 

Curfitor.  So  we  are — 'Sblood,  who's  afraid  ? 

Poft  Obit.  Ay,  dam'me,  I'll  fight  you  directly.  Oh, 
1  thought  I  fixou'd  get  rid  of  my  good  nature  at  laftl— » 
Come  along.  _ 

Curfitor.  Ay — let's  (hew  them  what  we're  made  Hot- 
Bot I  fay,  I  don't  like  your  having  the  firjj  fire* 
.    Pofi  Obit.  Nonfenfc !  If  I  hit  you,  upon  my  honour 
1*11  make  you  any  apology  you  think  proper.    Come-*- 
and  we'll  fpur  like  game-  cocks.     [Exeunt  at  dcor  in  fiat. 

Enter 
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Enter  Georgians  (ha/Hfy.) 

Georgian***  Not  here  either !  no  where  to  be  found  f 
heavens  !  what  a  moment  of  anxiety  !  By  my  advice 
the  generous  Leonard  difobeyed  Sir  Herbert,  and,  now, 
as  he  left  the  houfe,  was  graceful  for  my  counfd,  and 
fwore  he  felt  fuch  pleafure  in  obeying  me,  that  he  almoft 
forgot  the  anger  of  his  father. — And  this  friend  I  am  to 
lofc !  Nay,  if  my  guardian,  Mr.  Poft  Obit,  will  not 
have  the  courage  to  protect  me,  1  {hall  be  torn  from  him 
I  love,  to  marry  him  I  hate. 


Enter  Shenkin. 

Shenkin.  In  teed,  and  upon  my  life  fo  you  will,  Mils 
Georgian^*  and  therefore  I  do  come  to  offer  to  run 
away  with  you  myfelf,  or  to  find  Mr.  Leonard,  and 
bring  him  to  run  away  with  you. 

Georgian  a.  Generous  fellow  !  There  is  no  hope  but 
one.     Yet  go  to  Mr.  Poft  Obit. 

Sbenkin.  Do,  and  make  you  hade ;  for  if  he  do  not 
get  you  out  of  the  houfe  before  Sir  Herbert  do  return 
with  the  Parfon,  and  the  Doftor  with  the  licence——* 
Tear  !  tear  f  why  not  go  home  with  me  ?  Tho'  we  be 
poor  in  fortune,  we  be  rich  in  kindnefs,  and  Dame 
Shenkin  will  be  a  mother,  and  Caradtacus  a  father  to 
you, 

Georgians  It  is  in  vain — My  guardian  only  can  pro- 
tect me— I'll  once  more  befeech,  implore  him.  Oh  ! 
this  it  is  to  be  deprived  of  parents— to  be  left  a  help- 
lefs  orphan  to  the  fport  of  thofe  who  have  no  feeling  or 
compunction. 

Shenkin.  Go  you— and  quick,  quick— for,  look  you, 
—here  is  the  enemy. 

Georgiana.  Farewell,  thou  hbneft  creature!  And  if  you 
fee  Mr.  Leonard,  tell  him  I  am  gone  to  entreat  the  pro- 
tection of  him  who  can  beft  afford  it.  And  if  I  am 
fuccefsful,  we  may  (till  meet,  and  ftill  be%  happy.  But 
if  1  fail;  and  this  detefted  marriage  be  the  confequence, 

tell 
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tell  him  to  banifii  from  his  mind  all  memory  of  her 
who  died  regrettipg  and  adoring  him  1  farewell  J—— 
(weeping.)  [Exit  at  door  in  back  /cent? 

Enter  Br.  Infallible. 

Sbenkin.  (Weeping.)  Good  bVye !— —How  you  to 

do,  Do&or  ?     I  do  wane  you  to  do  fomething  for  me. 

J  do  want  you  not  to  marry  Mifs  Georgiana,  and  (he, 

too,  do  want  you  not  to  marry  her; becaufe,  lpofe 

you,  (he  do  love  an  Officer  and  a  Gentleman* 

BoBor.  Very  likely ;  but  (he  muft  love  a  Doftor  and 
a  Gentleman — and  fo  I'll  inform  her. 

Sbenkin.  Stop  yon — She  is  with  Mr.  Poft  Obit. 

BoBor.  With  him!  With  that  coward !  What!— — 
Does  (he  hope  he'll  be  her  champion  ?  Ha !  ha !  See 
how  I'll  cool  his  courage.  Come  forth,  my  little  Le- 
gacy Hunter— -deliver  up  my  prize  this  moment,  or  by 
the  laws  of  honour 

Sbenkin.  Look— I  do  think  it  is  the  duty  of  your 
profeffion  to  take  away  pain,  not  to  give  it  $  and  no 
medicine  can  do  fo  much  good  as  relieving  a  helplefs 
woman.  Therefore  Til  be  your  Do&or.  Take  you 
the  phyfic  that  is  good  for  you,  or  by  the  beard  of  Sc 
Taffy  I  muft  force  it  down  your  throat. 

BoBor.  Stand  off,  Sir !  I  fee  you  are  fee  on  to  har- 
rafs  and  infult  me;  and,  therefore,  let  me  fei?e  my 
vi&im,  and  chaftife  this  daftardly— - 

[As  be  is  trying  to  Jbake  off  Shcnkin,  two  piftols  are 
fir$d  ojf  in  the  adjoining  room. — Tben, 


Enter  Poft  Obit,  with  Georgiana  under  bis  arm,  from 
door  in  fiat. 

Poft  Obit.    "  See  the  conquering  hero  comes  !— 

(going.) 
BoBor.  'Sdeath,  Sir,  where  are  you  going  ?     Dare 
you  at  fuch  a  moment  remove  her  from  Sir  Herbert's 
power  i 

Poft 
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Peft  OKt  fjhappingbis  finger.)  That  for  Sir  Her- 
bert and  his  fhabby  legacies !— That  for  you  and  your 
paltry  Radix  Rheno !  And  if  either  of  you  want  foti*. 
fa&ion— there's  my  card— Hyde  Park — eight  paces—* 
and  talk  of  five  pounds,  curfe  me  if  I  wou'dn't  give 
five  hundred  for  an  affront !  Open  the  door,  Taffy.— 
(t$  Sbenkin,  who  obeys.)  You  fee,  brother  Alexander, 
honour  is  the  true  love-powder,  and  we  heroes  are  elixir 
▼Use  to  the  ladies,  "  None  but  the  brave  defervc  the 
fair." 

[Exit,  banding  out  Georgian  a,  Shenkin  going  btfor$h 
§nd  Dr.  Infallible, 
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ACT    IIL 


SCENE  t.— An  Apartment  at  Pinchweirs-^fa*//^  ' 
poorly  furni/ked)  &c. 

J)m*  Shenkin  difcowered,  fining  in  an  arm-chair,  weep* 
/wf.^P  inch  well  rifing  /rem  another  to  £&.— Shenkia 
flipping  him. 

Sbenkifi.  /^CIME,  you— do  not  leave  us  till  you  be 
\ji  more  tender -hearted,  Mr.  Piachwell— + 
Wait  you  now  but  a  day. 

PinchwtlL  I  fay,  my  reat— that's  all — pay  me  my 
rent. 

Shenkin.  Nay,  look  you,  I  have  jaft  come  away  from 
tny  pface,  and  how  can  I  pay  yofu  for  my  poor,  mother's 
lodgings  here,  till  Sir  Herbert  do  pay  me  my  wages?—* 
He  do  put  hie  off,*  ami  bid  me  call  again  when  he  be  at 
home — and  do  you — do  you  the  fame,  will  you  ?  Call 
y<>u  again  when  I  be  at  home. 

Pincbwell.  No  trifling — but  in  an  hour's  time  pay  me 
<dtown  the  furnof  deven  pounds,  or  her  next  lodging  is 
a  prifon. 

Sbtnkin.  Pfe6  my  foul— you  cannot— 

PincbtcetL  Yes— chat  is  my  final  determination**-*** 
Aftd  now  I'll  go  down  to  my  lodger  on  the  firft  Aoorv~* 
Now  to  the  (huffling  Mr.  Thomas  Tick.— Piagueoo 
ye—-}  don't  faiow. which: is.  the  worftof  yzyiovy  what 
*vfcb  his-  dun*,  baiiiffe,  notaries,  ind  attorneys,  I  and 
the  knocker  are  fo  continually  going,  that,  curfe  me,  X 
•we  *r  Vt  bosh  become  chin  in  the  fcrvicp.  And,  then, 
ihtre^s  no  moving  the  rafcal— for,  amidft  all  his  diffi- 
-cukitsy  lie  contrives  so  pay  Jiia  rent*— and  here;  he'll 
■     -  12  remain 
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remain  a  fixture  for  life.     But,  your  cafe  is  different; 
fo  remember,  my  money,  or  a  prifon.  [Exit. 

S ben  kin.  To  prifon  !  Send  my  poor  aged,  widowed 
parent  to— -—Well,  well— do  you,  Mr.  Landlord,  fend 
her  to  prifon — fend  her  to  be  dead,  and  buried r— but, 
by  Saint  David,  there  is  a  place  where  I  will  fend  you 
to  be  made  as  pretty  toafted  chis  of — (Advances  to  Dame 
Shenkin,  and  takes  her  band.)  Mother,  come  you— 
don't  you  fir  fobbing,  and — Nay,  nay,  is  this  like  an 
antient  Briton,  now  ?  * 

Dame.  No, — (fifing)  And  fince  you've  laboured  to 
fupport  me,  I  will  endeavour.     I  can  work  ftill. 

Sbenkin.  And  fo  can  I — and  I  will  get  a  new  place, 
ntiother. — But  the  eleven  pounds  1 — to  raife  them  in  an 
hour,  without  friends,  without— —Tear !  Tear  1  what 
will  become  of  us  ?  ( Noife  at  the  door.)  Hey  !  Who 
k  coming  ?  Plefs  my  foul !  I  do  fear  it  is  a  bailiff  al- 
ready. .  lis,  it  is  certainly  a  bailiff. 

Enter  Tom  Tick  baftily>  Jbutting  tbe  door  after  bim. 

r   <tich.  So,  Pm  fafe— I've  outrun  them.  (Leans  again/} 

%be  door.)    Peugh !    How  are  you  ?   How  are  you  ?— 

{Nodding  to  Shenkin.) 

-    Sbenkin  (alarmed).   How  you  to  do  ?    How  you  to 

do* 

Tom.  Sorry  to  break,  in  fo  abruptly — Afraid  I  take 
you*  by  furprize. 

Sbenkin.  Not  at  all— we  did  expeft  you.  Mr.  Pinch* 
yrell  did  threaten  us  with  an  officer. 

Dame  (qfideto  Shenkin).  Be  quiet,  fon — 'tis  the  gen- 
tleman who  lodges  on  the  firft  floor  j  and  when  I  tell 
you  that  his  debts,  were  almoft  all  incurred  in  trying  to 
relieve  a  friend,  you'll  not  affront—" 

Sbenkin.  Affront!  Tear !  I  be  very  forry,  Sir-— And 
'yet,  fomehow,  I  be  monftrcus  glad  you  be  not  a 
bailiff. 

Tarn.  What !  you,  too,  a  fhycock— you,  too,  afraid 
of  thefc  agreeable  »  My  dear  fellow,  give  me  your 
.hand.— Here's  a  pair  of  us— My  name  is  Tom  Tick* 

and 
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andjuft  now  the  rafcally  landlord  purptffely  let  three 
officers  into  the  paflage.  I  heard  them,  and  had  no 
other  way  of  efcape  but  jumping  up  the  chimney'  or 
flying  into  this  garret:  And  here  I  am,  and  if  you  will 
but  (belter  me  till  I  hear  from  my  banker — but  don't 
fuppofe  I've  change  for  fixpence  there.  Only— mum— 
coax'd  him  with  a  prefcnt  yefterday — two  Leicefterihire 
pigs,  aged  fix  weeks  or  fo  5  and  to-day  draw  a  bill  on 
him  dated  fix  months  or  fo — you  comprehend— oqe 

good  turn 

Sbenkin.  No,  I  cannot  guefs— cah  you,  mother  ? 
Dame.  No,  I  can't  conceive. 
Tom.  Can't  you  ?  Then  1*11  tell  you.     I  am  owner  of 
an  inn,  call'd  the  Cattle,  on  the  North  Road ;  and  my 
tenant,  who  is  famous  for  his  Leiccfterfhire  hogs,  now 
and  then  indulges  me  with  a  breed.     Very  well !  Then 
I  fend  a  couple  to  rny  banker,  which  he  can't  refufe, 
you  know,  and  a  day  or  two  after  I  draw  a  bill  on  him, 
which  he  likewife  can't  refufe,  you  know;  for,  having 
accepted  the  pjgs,  of  courfe  he  accepts  the  bill ;  and 
before  now,  I  have  aftually  raifed  two  hundred  pounds 
>  by  a  fingle  litter.     There,  that's  the  way  to  borrow 
money. 

Sbenkin.  So  it  is — and  i'cot !  Its  dear  pork  for  the 
banker— unlefs  you  pay  it  at  laft. 

Tom.  And  if  I  don't,  the'  banker  can  afford  the  lofs: 
and  for  my  other  creditors,  holders  of  bills,  I  have  been 
fwindled  of— why,  they  know  my  hand,  but  not  my 
face. 

Sbenkin.  Not  know  your  face !  ' 

Tom.  No — I  fign'd  to  ferve  a  friend,  who'  pafs'd 
away  my  notes  to  common  ufurers  ;  and  laft  week,  bjut 
for  a  fortunate  circumftance — do  you  know.  Sir,  one  of 
thefe  fellows  called  a  meeting  of  the  whole  body,  and 
ad ver tiled  it  to  be  held  in  a  room  that  projected  over  the 
New  River.  When,  luckily,  the  crowd  was  fo  im- 
menfe,  and  the  parties  fo  enraged,  that,  at  the  moment 
they  vow'd  eternal  vcgeance,  whiz!  crack!  went  the 
floor,  and  fotife  1  they  all  tumbled  into  the  water.  The 
Jews  and  money-lenders  being  ufed  to  ducking,  got  no 

.  c  damage; 
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damage ;  but  the  lawyers  and  annuity- brokers  loft  their 
fecurities— F6r  notes  and  bonds  not  being  water- proofi 
my  name  got  (baked  out  thro9  their  pockets,  and  fo  far 
I  was  completely  whitewafhed. 

Sbenkin.  He  !  he !  And  your  other  creditors  did  get 
cool'd,  and  now  you  do  dart  fair  again. 

Tom.  Ay  :  but  how  long  will  it  laft?  For  if  my  banker 
and  another  refource  fails  me— :See— (taking  out  an  empty 
purfe)— not  enough  for  a  dinner. 

Sbenkin.  Tear  !  That  is  our  cafe ;  and  we  be  fo  hun- 
gry—and look,  look  you — here  comes  the  devil  to  claw 
my  poor  mother  for  the  eleven  pounds, 

Tom.  Only  eleven  pounds  1 

Sbenkin..  No  more:  And  if  (he  do  go  to  gaol,  we 
(hall  both  lie  down  aiid  die  together.  (Turns  to  Dame 
Shenkin  and  weeps.) 

Enter  Pinchwell  (baftily). 

Pincbwell.  Zounds !  I  thought  fo — Slipt  thro*  their 
fingers  again,  and  you  help  to  conceal  him  !  {to  Shen- 
kin). Death  and  fire  !  Shall  I  never,  never  get  rid  of 
you  ? 

Tom.  Why  wifli  it  ?  Don't  I  pay  my  rent,  Mr.  Land- 
lord? 

Pincbwell.  Yes,  andbehang'd  to  you.  If  you  didn't, 
do  you  think  I'd  let  you  flay  here  and  ruin  my  trade  ? 
Don't  your  duns  ftopup  my  (hop-door?  And,  becaufe 
they're  not  acquainted  with  your  perfon,  don't  they  feize 
my  cuftomers  ? — Cram  them  with  bills,  threaten  them 
with  bailiffs— hunt — drive 

Tom.  Well—and  hav'n't  your  cuftomers  caufe  to 
thank  me  ?  Hadn't  they  better  pay  my^  bills  than  yours  ? 
For,  don't  you  treble  the  price  of  ev'ry  article  ?— manu- 
fafture  it  of  bad  materials  ?  and,  from  the  earnings  of 
the  laborious  poor,  hav'n't  you  fet  up  a  gig— and  a  bit 
of  blood— and  a  draw  bonnet  ? 

Pincbwell.  I   tell  you  what,  curfe  me  if  I  wouldn't 
give  ten  pounds  never  to  fee  your  face  again. 
Tom.  Would  you,  upon  your  foul  ? 

Pincbwell. 
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Pincbweil.  That  I  would — and  fay  I  never  laid  out 
money  to  better  advantage. 

Tom.  Then,  I'll  tell  you  what,  make  it  twelve,  and 
I'll  take  it. 

Pincbweil.  Twelve !  done— there's  the  ca(h— and  now 
away  with  you,  and  I'll  go  get  officers  to  take  them 
away  (pointing  to  Sbenkin  and  Dame). 

Tom.  Stop — 1  'm  off  diredtly—  but  for  thefe  poor  peo- 
ple, they  may  ftay. 

Pincbweil.  Stay !  why,  how  vill  they  pay  their  debt  ? 

Tom.  How !  why,  with  your  own  money.— There— 
there's  eleven  pounds  to  flop  your  mouth,  Mr.  Pinch- 
well— and  there  is  the  odd  one  to  (lop  yours,  my  honeft 
Welchman  —You  need  not  examine  them— they  are  very 
good-— I  took  them  juft  now  j— and  I  perfectly  agree 
with  you  (to  Pincbweil)  you  never  laid  out  money  to 
better  advantage— and  take  my  advice,  go  and  continue 
the  recreation,  you'll  find  it  more  wholefome  than  the 
gig  and  the  ftraw-bonnet.  [Exit  Pinchwell. 

Sbenkin.  Plefs  you— plefs  you— my  poor  mother  is 
free,  and  Cara&acus  is  fo  grateful. 

Tom.  For  what  ?  Didn't  you  proteft  me?  And,  there- 
fore, I  but  repay  you  what  I  owe  you — and  I  wifti  from 
my  foul  I  could  do  the  fame  by  all  my  creditors.  I  hate 
this  drifting  life— and  did  I  not  refledt  misfortune  firft 
involv'd  me — But,  p(ha!  moralizing  won't  help -me— 
I  mud  to  ad  ion. 

Sbenkin.  So  mud  we— we  mud  look  out  for  a  new 
place,  youdqjknow. 
Tom.  Come  on,  then. 

Enter  Servant. 

Well,  Sir,  what  fays  the  banker  ? 

Serv.  Sir,  I  am  forry  to  inform  you,  he  will  neither 
accept  the  bill,  nor  the  prefent. 

Tom.  What !  don'c  he  bite  at  the  pigs  ? 

Serv.  No,  Sir — and  Doftor  Infallible  won't  advance 
you  another  (hilling. 

Tom.  Ungrateful,  (huffling  fcoundrcl!—  is  this— but 
no  matter— I'll  firft  vifit  my  friend  Leonard— and,  then, 

c  2  to 
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to  the  temple— I'm  fure  the  lawyers  will  difcount  for 
me — 

Sbenkin.  Come  you— then  the  lawyers  have  not  heard 
you  do  not  pay  your  notes,  I  am  fitte. 

Tom.  Yes,  thev  have — and  that*s  the  reafon  they  ad- 
vance money  upon  them,— If  a  note  bepun&ually  paid, 
there  can  be  no  a&ion,  you  rogue,  but  if  unpaid,  think 
of  the  glorious  cannonade  againft  drawer,  acceptor,  and 
indorfers. — Thefe  are  their  valuable  bills;  and  the 
family  of  the  Ticks  are  the  beft  friends  the  lawyers  have 
upon  earth. 

Tom.  Where  are  the  pigs  ? 

Serv.% Below,  Sir. 

Tom.  Give  them  to  the  Welchman,  and  he'll  bite  it 
them,— I'll  be  .damn'd  if  he  don't.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  \l.— An  Apartment  at  Poft  ObitV. 

Poft  Obit  and  Georgiana. 

Poft  Obit.  Was  there  ever  any  thing  (b  ungrateful  f 
Hav Vt  I  fought  for  you,  and  conquered  !  HavVt  I 
rtfeued  you  from  a  bullying  guardian  and  a  mountebank 
lover  ? 

Georgiana.  You  have,  Sir — I  own  the  obligation, 
but— 

Poft  Obit.  But  you  ftill  love  Leonard  Melmoth— you 
would  ftill  unite  yourfelf  with  that  haughty,  ruined  fa- 
mily. But,  take  notice,  I  have  forbid  Leonard  this  new 
houfe  of  mine— -and  as  a  proof  thai  I  mean  to  feledl  a 
refpe£table  hufband  for  you,  no  (nan  (hall  marry  you, 
that  can't  leave  me  a  thumping  legacy.  This  is  the  re- 
ward 1  expedt  as  conqueror,  and  (hall  enforce  as  guar- 
dian. 

Georgiana.  Enough,  Sir: — I  cannot  marry  without 
your  confent. 

Poft  Obit.  Yes,  you  may— but  you  lofc  your  whole 
fortune— you  forfeit  eighteen  thoufand  pounds— and, 
ftript  of  every  (hilling,  will  Leonard  fo  offend  bis  fa- 
ther k— 

Georgiana* 
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Georgians  And  if  he  would,  da  you  think  I'd  fuffer 
him  !  No,  Sir — I  have  fufficiently  involv'd  him — and 
not  for  the  world  (hall  he  a  (econd  time  oppofe  his  father 
*— therefore  your  triumph  is  complete  j  for  till  you  con* 
fcnt,  Leonard  is  loft  to  Georgiana. 

Pofi  Obit.  Then  he  is  loft  for  ever.— And  now  for  my 
unknown  coufinf  the  greatThomas  Tick,  Eiquire; — now 
to  look  out  my  letter  of  recommendation ;  and  then  for 
a  will  without  a  difappointmenr — But,  plague  on  it  A. 
how  (hall  1  find  him  out  ?  Do  yoij  know  that  London  is 
fuch  a  confus'd  fcene,  that  I  can't  tell  one  ftreet,  place, 
Or  houfe,  from  another  ? 

Georgiana.  Indeed,  Sir! 

Poft  Obit.  No— to  me  they  are  all  alike — and,  yeftcr- 
day  morning,  I  faw  no  more  difference  in  the  bulls  and 
bears  in  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  the  lions  and  tygers 
in  Exeter  Exchange,  than  I  did  yefterday  evening  be- 
tween the  wranglers  for  fifh  at  a  lady's  card  party,  and 
the  criers  of  the  fame  article  atJBillingfgate. — But  keep 
up  your  fpirits;  and  while  I  go  to  Mr.  Tick,  remember, 
in  this  houfe  you're  fafe  from  all  lovers,  but  the  one  who 
will  leave  me  a  thumping  legacy.  [Exit, 

Georgiana.  And  this  is  the  afylum  he  affords  me— 
this  the  prote&ion  I  fo  long  implored  !  But  whither  can' 
I  go  ?  Return  to  Melmoth  Houfe  is  hopelefs — is  im* 
poffible  3— and  to  apply  to  Leonard— No,  no,  turn  not 
a  thought  that  way. 

Lady  Melmoth  (without).  Let  me  pafs-^I  muft  and 
will  fee  her— (Lady  Melmoth  enters)  Georgiana ! 

Georgiana.  My  coufm  1  (partly  turning  f rum.  her  J. 

Lady  M.  Nay ;  it  is  not  now,  the  gay  and  haughty 
Lady  Melmoth  that  addreffes  you,  but  a  poor  penitent, 
who  fees  her  errors  ate  beyond  all  pardon — not  you 
alone  and  Leonard,  are  the  vidtims  of  my  folly— no— » 
an  indulgent  hufband— 

Georgiana.  What !  the  dreaded  hour  is  come  1 

Lady  M.  Even  fo— the  houfe,  fo  lately  decorated  with 
all  that  art  and  fancy  could  fuggeii,  is  now  one  naked  rum 
—All,  all  is  feized — not  e'en  a  bed  is  left  to  yield  repufe 
to  him,  who,  till  he  knew  a  diffipated  wife,  ne'er  felt 
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the  lofs  of  it.  And— yet,  he  forgives  the  wretch^  who, 
from  the  heighth  of  fortune  and  of  fame— Oh,  that  he 
had  but  cenfured  aod  reproached  me !— It  is  his  kindnefs 
cuts  me  to  the  heart. 

Georgian  a.  Be  pacified :  Leonard  will  now  come  forth 
to  fuccour  and  prefer ve  him. 

Lady  M.  No — his  father  will  not  hear  him  named, 
and  vows  to  welcome  ruin,  ere  afk  of  him  affiftance.  Be- 
fiSes,  it  fcems  that  Malcour  has  the  ear  of  Leonard,  and 
that  he  Mens  to  the  flanderous  tale  of  that  vain,  boaft- 
ing,  and  unfeeling  man— when,  Heaven's  my  wirnefs!  till 
yefterday  I  thought  him  ftill  my  friend — but  when  he 
openly  avowed  his  love,  I  fcorn'dhis  bold,  prefumptuous 
offers,  and  had  proclaim'd  him  to  the  world,  but  that  I 
prized  my  hufband's  life  beyond  a  villain's  fhame. 

Georgiana.  Oh  yes !  my  life  upon  your  innocence : 
and,  could  1  talk  with  Leonard— but,  by  my  guardian's 
orders,  we  are  for  ever  parted. 

Lady  M.  This  I  had%heard,  and  therefore  came  to 
tell  you  that  Sir  Herbert  and  my  1  elf  mean  to  feek  out 
fome  diftant  and  fequeftered  fpot. — Come,  go  with  us. 
He'll  bury  in  oblivion  all  that's  paft,  and  I,  repentant, 
and  reclaim'd— 

Georgiana.  No— let  me  ftay  here ;  and  if  my  guardian 
will  relax,  and  his  confent  be  gained,  Leonard  may  ftill 
be  mine— and  then  I'll  join  you  in  retirement. — And  now 
return  to  him  who  anxioufly  /rxpedts  you.  Oh,  may  you 
be  happy,  coufin. 

1  Lady  M.  And  may  the  hour  be  not  far  off  when 
this  confent  is  gain'd— till  then  farewell — and  fure  I 
muft  be  happier  than  I  have  been — for  I  know  not  why, 
but  the  forced  fmile  of  diffipation  ne'er  yielded  half  the 
joy  thefc  tears  of  penitence  afford. 

Georgiana.  No  -,  becaufe  their  fountain  is  the  heart ; 
and  nature  bids  them  flow  to  moiften  and  revive  thofe 
feeds  of  virtue,  long  deadened  in  the  heated  foil  of  error 
and  of  fafhion.  Farewell !  and  to  reward  a  generous  huf- 
band's  love,  be  henceforth  Ellen  Arundel,  the  child  of 
feeling  and  fimplicity. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  m.-#bt  Street.  Outfide  of  Poft  ObitV  Hou/e. 

Leonard  and  Tom  Tick  difcovtred  near  the  Door. 

Leonard  You  fee  my  fears  were  right.  I  am  denied 
ad  nirrancv  t«>  Poft  Obit's  houfc;  and  if  you  are  ferious 
in  your  offer  to  affift  your  old  fchool-fellow  and  college 
friend,  now,  now  is  the  moment. 

7om.  My  dear  fellow,  aflc  me  to  (hoot  the  guardian, 
burn  the  noufe,  fly  away  with  the  girl — in  (hort  aflc  me 
to  do  anv  thing,  but  lend  you  money,  and  Tom  Tick's 
refponfible. 

Leonard.  Then,  obferve— I'm  now  call'd  away  to 
watch  over  the  fate  of  my  father  :  his  difllpated  wife  has 
not  only  ruin'd  him  in  fortune,  but  in  love;  and  her 
attachment  to  Male  our  (hall  convince  him  of  his  error— 
therefore,  whilft  I  feek  him,  do  you  get  fight  of  Gcor- 
giana,  as  a  perfon  unknown  to  her  guardian. 

Tom.  I  may  gain  admiflion,  and  wheedle  him  out  of 
his  content. 

Leonard.  That  hope  is  vain.  No  longer  influenced 
by  my  father,  he  will  indulge  his  hatred  to  our  family; 
and  Georgiana  is  too  proud  to  be  Sir  Herbert's  daugh- 
ter, without  a  fortune  to  fupport  her  j  but  if  you'll  tell 
her  that  the  time  may  come,  and  that  I  ftill  adore— 
ftill— 

Tom.  Go  along— I'm  ufed  to  flourifhing  fpeeches— 
.  I  pra&ife  them  every  day  for  my  duns,  and  ere  next 
we  meet,  I'll  lay  you  all  I'm  worth—no,  that's  a  bub- 
ble  bet  j  I'll  lay  you  all  I  owe,  that  I  fecure  the  prize. 

Enter  Br,  Infallible  behind ';  feeing  Tom,  be  flops  and 

lift  ens. 

Leonard.  Kind,  generous  fellow!  you'll  And  'me  at 
our  friend  Malcour's. .  But,  remember,  there  are  rivals 
as  well  as  guardians  to  contend  with,  particularly  one 
Dr.  Infallible. 

c  4  Torn* 
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Tom.  He !  that  rafcal  one  of  her  lovers !  Oho !  then 
I've  a  double  motive  for  ferving  you  -,  and  I'll  fee  you 
married  to  Georgiana,  if  it  is  only  to  out-quack  that 
Rhadix  Rhcno  mountebank.— So  away— go  to  your  fa- 
ther, and  let  me  commence  operations. 

Leonard.  Adieu  !  fuccefs  attend  you — and  if  I  could 
but  defcribe  to  you  how  much  1  feel  indebted— 

Tom.  And  if  you  can't,  I  know  very  well  what  it  is 
to  be  indebted,  without  troubling  you  or  any  man  to 
explain  it.  [Exit  Leonard.]  And,  now,  take  notice, 
my  little  Doftor. 

.  Dofior  {meeting  bim.)  And  the  little  Do&or  does 
take  notice,  you  fee.  And  after  my  advancing  you 
fuch  large  fums  of  money,  how  dare  you — 

Tom.  And  after  my  advancing  you  to  your  prefent 
fituation,  how  dare  you  refufe  me  more  money,  Sir  ? 

Doff  or.  You  advance  me!  Zounds,  Sir,  'twas  ge- 
nius, application. 

Tom.  No,  Sir,  'twas  puffing,  advertifing  !  didn't  I, 
at  your  own  defire,  infert  a  letter  in  all  the  newfpapers, 
dated  Monmouth,  tho'  I  never  was  there  in  my  life ; 
ftating,  I  had  been  worn  to  a  fkelcton  with  3  confirm'd 
ophondriaj  tho'  I  don't  know  what  the  difordcr  means  ? 
and  that,  as  a  laft  hope,  I  -flew  to  your  immortal  me- 
dicine ;  when,  wonderful  to  tell  !  and,  joy  to  my  dif- 
con folate  friends !  the  firft  glal's  warm'd  the  vifcera,  the 
fecond  brae'd  the  nerves,  the  third  enliven'd  and  electri- 
fied the  whole  fyftem  ?  And  fo  far  1  fpoke  truth — to  do 
you  juftice,  Radix  Rhcno  is  a  delicious  dram ;  and  after 
half  a  bott  e,  I  never  was  fo  joliily  drunk  in  all  my 
days. 

DoSor.  Dram  !  call  my  Radix  Rheno  a-^— fire  and 
fury  !  if  it  were,  who  do  you  fuppofe  wou'd  take  it  ? 

Tom.  Who  ?  alk  the  ladies.    . 

Do&or.  Pfha!  all  fcurrilous  alike — and  long— long 
before  I  knew  you,  I  made  as  much  noile  as  any  medi- 
cal man  in  London. 

Tom.  I  can't  ttll  whether  you  made  a  nOife ;  but  I 
krtow  your  patients  did : — And  if  by  accident  your  name 
was  feen  at  the  bottom  of  a  prefcription,  why,  'twas  like 

my 
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my  name  at  the  bottom  of  a  note— ;— clam'me,  nobody 
took  it. 

Doff  or.  No  matter,  Sir 1  laugh  at  you,  and  defy 

you.  And  to  prevent  your  effe&ing  a  marriage  between 
Leonard  and  Georgiana,  by  impofing  on  Poft  Obit,  I'll 
go  dire&ly,  and  lay  a  train  to  expofe  you.  Til  inform 
him  of  your  debts,  of  your  keeping  the  caftle  inn  oa 
the  north  road,  of  your  whole  family  being  com- 
pos'd— — 

Tom.  I  grant  it.  My  father,  uncle,  and  grandfather, 
were  all  innkeepers ;  and  I  fee,  I  fee  your  freaking  mo. 
tive  for  traducing  them. — They  lower'd  the  market; 
for  they  called  drams,  drams  ;  and  at  a  tenth  pare  your 
profit,  fold  Radix  Rheno  under  its  proper  name,  Bri- 
tilh  fpirit.  But  to  battle, — for  I'm  on  fire  jill  the  war 
t>egins. 

DoEtor.  And  fo  am  I — for  I'm  iecure  of  victory  ;*— 
and  dub  me  coward,  if  Georgiana  be  not  ftill  the 
Doctor's. 

Tom.  And  dub  me  coward,  if  (he  be  not  Leonard's. 
(Exit  Do&or.)  And,  now  to  found  the  trumpet  of  deft* 
ance,— now  to  rap  that  little  knocker— and,  then,  in- 
ipir'd  by  gallantry  and  friend  (hip—  gGoing  to  door. 

Enter  Poft  Obit  from  the  boufe,  meeting  Tom. 

Your  fervant,  Sir,  your  fervant — but  as  thefe  lodgings 
are  to  be  let,  and  I'm  in  hafte  to  look  at  them— (crojfes 
Poft  Obit,  who  fulls  him  back  by  the  coat.) 

Poft  Obit.  Softly— not  fo  faft,  if  you  plcafe,  my  young 
fpark. — No  man  enters  that  houfe  tilt  J  know  his  name 
and  bufinefs ;  and  you,  Sir— 

Tom.  And  I,  Sir !  my  name  is  Tom  Tick,  Sir. 

Poft  Obit.  What!  Thomas  Jick,  Efquire,  of  the 
north ! 

Tom.  To  be  furc — Pm  of  the  north  ! 

Poft  Obit.  And  owner  of  the  caftle  ? 

Tom.  To  be  fure,  I'm  owner  of  the  caftle* 

Poft  Obit.  Ten  thou  land  pardons.    You  are  the  very 

ferulemaa  I  was  going  to,  my  dear  Sir.  (fulling  off  bis 
at)  and  bowing  with  great  humility.)  I've  brought  this 

letter 
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letter  of  recommendation  from  your  friend,  Robert 
Whimmy  of  Devonfhire,  who  informs  me  we  arc  cou- 
fins.    You  know  facetious  Bob,  Sir  ? 

Tom.  Know  him !  yes;  and,  by  that  fmiling,  fmirk- 
ing  countenance,  I  know  you  to  be  one  of  his  comical 
choice  (pints — but,  coufins !  I  doubt  about  coufins. 

Poft  Obit.  Don't— pray  don't — Your's  is  a  very  un-  . 
common  name,  and  my  mother— but,  with  fubmiflion, 
the  letter  will  explain— only  Bob  has  fuch  a  regard  for 
poor  Peter  Pod  Obit,  that  you  muftn'c  believe  all. — 

Tom  (fnatcbing  letter,  and  opening  it.)  Port  Obit  J 
here's  luck  !  (Jfide.)—U  Dear  Tom"—  (reading letter.) 

PoftObit.  Softly— to  yourfelf.  if  you  pleafe—  Pm  too 
modeft  to  hear  my  own  praifes.  {turning  away  bis 
bead.) 

Tom.  (turning  away  alfo,  and  reading  the  letter.)— 

«c  Dear  Tom The  bearer,  Peter  Poft  Obit,  is  fuch 

<c  a  notorious  legacy  hunter,  and  has  fo  perfecuted  me 
«  to  give  him  letters  to  opulent  people  in  London,  that, 
<c  at  once,  to  punilh  and  get  rid  of  him,  I  have  recom- 
u  mended  him  to  you.  His  mother's  name  being  Tick, 
«•  I  have  eafily  convine'd  him  you  are  coufins  i  and  have 
"  alfo  told  him  you  are  lord  of  a  great  caftle  in  the  north ' 
"—have  bad  health  j  and  in  confequence  of  a  quarrel 
<c  with  your  other  relations,  will,  very  probably,  fcltft 
€C  him  for  your  heir.  Adieu  !  And  by  making  as  much 
"  of  the  credulous  old  blockhead  as  you  can,  you  will 
u  oblige,  ever  truly  yours,  R.  Whimmy."  ( Here  they 
loth  turn  round,  and  bow  to  each  other.)  Oh,  oh,  I 
fee  it  now.  My  dear,  dear  Coufin,  (Shaking  bis 
band.) 

Prft  Obit.  That's  right— You  fee  I'm  a  true  Tick. 

Tom.  1  do— and  to  ufe  Bob's  words,  upon  my  ho- 
nour, I'll  make  as  much  of  you  as  I  can.  (Jhaking  bands 
witb  bim.J  To  be  Jure,  I've  po  houfe  in  to*n  to  invite 
you  to — at  prefent  only  elegant  lodgings.  But  if  you'll 
tike  a  trip  to  the  caftle,  I'll  give  you  fuch  a  reception 
— fuch  dinners— fuch  'wine — fuch  beds— and,  then, 
fancy  (counts  witb  bis  fingers)  fix  fervants  out  of 
livery— feven  chambermaids — thirty  horfes— eight  poft. 
chaifes. 

4  P'ft 
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P oft  Obit.  Eight  poft-chaifes blcfs  my  foul!  and 

how  many  coaches  ? 

Tom.  None.  I've  done  with  flies  and  dillies,  and 
flapbangs,  and — that  is,  1  mean,  I  always  travel  in  my 
own  carriage. — But  it  grows  late,  and  I'm  an  invalid, 
you  know,  and  particularly  ordered  by  my  phyGcian  to 
avoid  the  night-air— —  So,  with  your  leave,  well  talk 
further  in  your  houfe.  {taking  bis  arm.) 

Poft  Obit.  Come  along— and  don't — don't  now,  fret 
about  your  ungraceful  relations. 

Tom.  No,  Sir— There  is  fuch  a  thing  as  a  will  j  and 
if  I  can  find  a  refpeftable— but  I  feel  flying  pains,  par- 
ticularly in  my  back  and  my  (houlder. 

Poft  Obit.  What !  are  you  fubjcft  to  attacks  in  the 
flioulder  f 

Tom.  Continually :  and  chiefly  in  the  open  air.  So, 
allons — and,  as  wine  is  the  bed  reftorative,  aver  a  bot- 
tie  we'll  drink  Bob's  health. 

Poft  Obit.  So  we  will,  coufin. 

Tom.  And  fuccefs  to  our  better  acquaintance. 

Poft  Obit,  So  we  will,  coufin. 

Tom.  And  confufion  to  all  gracelefs  relations: 

Poft  Obit.  So  we  will,  couGn.  Huzza!  there'll  be 
£0  flaw  or  difappointment  here  ! 

[Exeunt  into  the  houfe. 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  l.—Outfideof  Poft  Obit's  Houfe.— fflgbfi— 
Stage  Jomewbat  darkened* 


Enter  Dr.  Infallible  and  Edward,  meeting. 

Doffor,  'QDEATH  !  I  ftiall  lofe  the  battle.  Well, 
i^  Edward  !    What  fuccefs  have  you  met 
-With  ? 

Edward.  None,  Sir : — Mr.  Poft  Obit's  doors  arc  not 
only  (hut  againft  you,  but  againft  your  fervants. 

Doflor.  Ay,  ay;  at  prcfent  the  enemy  carries  all  be- 
fore him;  for  juft  now,  when  I  met  the  old  legacy 
hunter,  and  told  him  Mr.  Tick  was  owner  of  the  caftle 
on  the  north  road,  he  faid  he  knew  he  was  owner  of  tho 
cattle*  and  that  made  him  fo  fond  of  him.  And  when 
I  added  that  he  was  over  head  and  ears  in  debt,  he  fairly 
laugh'd  in  my  face,  and  exclaimed,  "  Good  evening, 
Mr.  Hocus  Pocus." 

Edward.  Dotard!  But  don't,  Sir,,  don't  yield  fa 
eafily. 

*  DoSor.  Yield !  No— I'll  fhew  him  I'm  indeed  an 
Alexander.— Hark  ye !  half  meafures  never  yet  obtain'd 
a  vi&ory  :  and,  therefore,  at  once  to  Itrike  the  grand 
decifive  blow — this  night  I'll  carry  off  Georgiana.   . 

Edward.  That's  right — but  how  will  you  iecure  her  ? 
You  can't  get  infide  the  houfe,  you  know. 
,   DoBor.  No— but  by  making  ufc  of  my  antagonift's 
name,  I  may  get  her  outfide  of  the  houfe,  you  know — 
you  comprehend  ? 
-Edward.  1  do,  Sir— you'll  pafs  for  Mr,  Tick. 

Doftor. 
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VoStdr.  Yes— he  has  often  borrowed  my  name— now 
I'll  borrow  his — and  then,  Edward— 

'Edward.  And  then,  Sir,  you'll  bear  her  off  in  tri- 
umph.— Let's  about  it  inftantly. 

Do  ft  or.  Stay— we  muft  firft  make  preparations.  Go 
order  horfes  and  affiftants  to  be  ready  to  convey  her  to 
my  lone  villa  on  the  Downs,  and  then  return  to  the  en* 
terprize.  Come — Oh  1  there's  an  end  of  Leonard  and 
his  champion — And  for  you,  Mifs  Georgiana,  once  in 
my  power,  I'll  fcrve  you  as  I  ferve  my  patients— death 
alone  fhall  part  us.  [Exeurit. 

Enter  Tom  Tick  and  Georgian*  from  tbt  Houfe. 

Tom.  Huzza !  The  viftory  is  mine. 

Georgian  a.  Oh  !  I'm  moft  grateful.  Till  you  arri- 
ved, my  guardian  was  inexorable— —I  had  no  hope  of 
gaining  his  con  fern,  and  Leonard  was  for  ever  loft  to 
me. — But  now 

Tern.  But  now,  thanks  to  Bob  Whimniy,  I'm  your 
guardian.  I'm  to  nominate  your  hu/band — and  don't 
be  afraid  of  my  choofing  Tom  Tick.  No,  if  I  truft 
myfelf  with  a  wife,  who  the  devil  will  truft  me. 

Georgiana.  But  the  conditions — I  heard  you  talk  of 
an  agreement,  and  a  will ;  and  Mr.  Poft  Obit  is  qow 
gone  to  his  lawyer's.  Alas  !  1  fear  you  forfeit  much  to 
gain  this  power.     What — what  is  the  facrifice  ? 

Tom.  Sacrifice!  Ha!  ha!  Why,  we're coufins.— 
He  is  a  true  Tick,  1  tell  you ;  and  fo  I  am  to  make  a 
will  in  his  favour,  and  bind  myfelf  in  *  heavy  penalty 
not  to  revoke  it,  provided  he  agrees— -In  (hort,  he 
gives  me  the  control  of  you — the  fineft  property  un- 
der heaven — and  I,  in  return,  bequeath  him  the  Caftle, 
and  all  thofe  magnificent  apartments,  the  Sun,  the  Bear, 
the  Lion— 

Georgiana.  There — 'tis  as  I  dreaded  !  And  you  are 
bound  not  to  revoke  this  will  ? 

Tom.  And  why  fhould  I  revoke  it  ?  The  caftle  don't 
net  the  value  of  its  fign— and  is  fo  involved  in  execu- 
tions, mortgages,  and. chancery  fuits,  that  there  can't 

be 
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be  a  fitter  legacy  for  my  dear  coufin.     So,  while  I  in- 
form Leonard,  return  to  your  apartment. 

Georgiaua.  Oh,  difpatch !  I  dread  his  meeting  with 
his  father.— His  fixed  diflike  to  Lady  Melmoth  may 
tempt  him  to  propofe  a  reparation  j  and,  defperate  as 
Sir  Herbert  is  become  ■     ■ 

Tom.  Fear  not I'll  difpatch — for  if  Radix  Rheno 

fhould  expofe  me  before  the  will's  fign'd,  not  that 
there's  much  danger— -for  Poft  Obit  forbids  him  his 
-Jioufe— and,  for  once,  a  legacy  hunter  is  uncivil  to  a 
dodor.  Adieu !  and  depend  on't,  in  Leonard  your 
fortune  and  your  perfon  (hall  find  a  brave  pfote&or  ; 
for  matrimony,  which  endangers  our  perfons,  protects 
yours.  Oh  !  if  I  had  the  privilege  of  a  petticoat  I— if 
1  were  a  married  woman  ! — Blefs  'em ! — they  are  Sun* 
day  men  all  the  week,  {going.) 

{Voices  without)     Come  along— Come  along. 

Tom*  {looking  out.)  Zounds!  who  are  all  thofe  people 
coming  out  of  that  tavern  ?  What  an  infernal  crowd ! ■ 
Surely  they  can  ntver—(Jiftens  at  the  fide)  Yes,  I  hear 
them  buz  about  my  name.  By  Heaven  !  my  creditors 
in  a  body,  and  with  bills  as  long  as  their  faces  !  So,  fo, 
they  have  had  another  meeting— -are  on  the  look  to  lay 
hold  of  me — and  Georgiana  will  be  the  vi&im  of  Peter 
Poft  Obit— and  I  of  John  Doe  and  Richard  Roe— the 
only  chance  is,  thefe  money-lending  note- holders  don't 
know  my  perfon,  and  that  they  never  may,  I'll— here 
they  come— curfe  ye,  I  wifli  I  had  ye  over  the  new  river 
again.  [Exit  up  the  Jtage  and  ftands  qfide. 

Enter  ten  Creditors  with  Papers  in  their  bands.     % 

tft  Cred.  Stop — before  we  feparate,  fuppofe  we  once 
more  read  the  refolutions  {reads)  "  At  a  fecond  meet* 
ing  of  the  creditors  of  Mr.  Thomas  Tick,  held  this  day, 
it  was  propofed  and  unanimoufly  agreed  to— -  J  ft.  to  iden- 
tify his  perfon — adly.  todifcover  his  place  of  refidence— 
gdly.  to  feizehim,  and  every  item  of  his  property. 

2d  Cred.  Ay — that's  right— but,  how  to  fet  about 
it  ?  Zounds !  isn't  it  ftrange  'none  of  us  know  him  ? 

ift  Crcd. 
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xfi  Cred.  No,  not  at  all— we,  lenders  of  tfioney,  do 
all  our  bufinefs  in  the  dark.  The  fight  of  a  man's  hand- 
writing is  enough  for  us— and,  if  we  knew  all  our  cre- 
ditors, gad !  we  (hould  have  the  mod  numerous  and  fa* 
{hionable  acquaintance  in  London. 

id  Cred.  So  we  (hould——  and,  as  his  new  haunt  is 
fomewhere  hereabouts,  fuppofe  we  keep  a  (harp  look 
cut.  Hufli  !*fomebody's  coming — who  knows— ftaod 
afide— (They  go  up  ftage — Tom  remains  concealed). 

Enter  Doftor,  muffled  in  a  great  coat.' 

DoSor  (in  a  low  voice  J.    Now  for  it — now  for  my 
experiment — and  if>  by  means  of  this  contrivance,  I 
can  lure  her  into  my  fnares,— (Yr offing  fiage) — Soft  !— 
{knocks  at  the  door) — Oh  !  be  propitious,  fortune  1 
.  Serv.  (opening  a  window  over  the  door)  Who's  there? 
Doffor.  It's  1 — I  want  your  young  miftrefs. 
Serv.  You  !  who  are  you  ? 

DoSor.  Why,  don't  you  know  ?    Are  you  near  light- 
ed—or  is  it  fo  dark  that  you  can't  fee  I'm  Mr.  Tick  ? 

Serv.  What,  matter's  new  acquaintance — the  great. 
Thomas  Tick,  Efquire  ? 

DoSor.  Yes,  I'm  the  great  Thomas  Tick,  Efquire. 
{Here  the  Trade/men  fiare  at  each  other,  and  begin  /# 

move  forward.) 
And,  d'ye  hear,  .tell  Mifs  Georgiana,  I  and  Mr.  Leo- 
nard are  waiting  at  the  comer  of  the  ftreet  in  a  hackney 
coach,  and  beg  to  fpeak  to  her  dire&ly. 

Serv.  Mr.  Leonard  with  you !  I  Warrant  (he'll  come 

dire&ly.  [Exit  from  window. 

Doltor.  Bravo  !  the  day's  my  own  !    Poor  Leonard! 

poor  Tommy  Tick !  [Exit,  walking  on  tip  toe, 

and  rubbtng  bis  hands. 
Trade/men  exeunt  after  him  likewife,  walking  on  tip-toe, 
chuckling  and  rubbing  their  hands. 
Tom  (advancing).  Ha  !  ha!  poor  ;  ommv  Tick  !— 
Dam'me,  now  he's  taken  the  name,  1  hope  he'll  itick 
CO  it — and  I  defy  him  to  choofe  a  more  popular  one— 
for  fee!  what  crowds  he  draws  after  him!  No  man 
living  is  more  fought  after— —and  if  I  were  an  aftor, 

what 
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what  houfes  I  fhotk'd  bring !  But  where — where  will  all 
this  end  ?  I'll  peep— 'Sdeath  !  Poft  Obit  is  coming  !— 
Now,  I'm  down  again — for,  if  he  has  met  them*  and, 
after  all,  the  real  Simon  Pure  fliould  be  dete&ed— 

Enter  Poft  Obit. 

Ptft  Obit.  Here's  pretty  work  !  Mr.  Tick,  Pm  afto- 
nifh'd  !  Going  out,  I  met  Dr.  Infallible,  and  he  talks 
tome  of  your  debts,  and  his  own  riches — And,  coming 
home,  I  fee  this  fame  monied  man  a&ually  jump  into  a 
hackney  coach  to  avoid  a  dozen  duns! — And,  after  in 
vain  denying  his  name,  and  trying  other  hocus-pocus 
arts  to  get  rid  of  them,  he  bade  the  coachman  drive  for 
it,  and  away  they  all  went  after  him,  like  fo  many  bull- 
dogs. Gad!  I  hope,  with  all  my  heart,  they  won't  quit 
fhim  till  he  has  paid  every  (hilling — don't  you,  coufin  ? 

Tom.  That  I  do,  with  all  my  foul,  coufin.  But  enough 
of  him,  and  his  Radix  Rheno.  Have'  you  fecn  your 
lawyer  ? 

Ppft  Obit.  I  have — and  the  agreement,  giving  you 
^the  nomination  of  Georgiana's  huibarid,  will  be  ready 
to  fign  this  very  night,  and  the  will  alfo.     So,  whilft  I 
go  reconcile  her,  do  you  inform  your  friend 

Tom.  I  will— and,  from  this  hour,  keep  in  mind  the 
lordly  cattle, 

Poft  Obit.  And  do  you  keep  in  mind  your  ftate  of 
health— don't  (land  chilling  in  the  night-air— Adieu  1—  ' 
and,  d'ye  hear,  take  care,  and  keep  off  the  attack  in 
theihoulder,  coufin. 

Tm.  Thank  ye,  coufin.     The  Do&or  has  kept  off 
;  that  already.  [Exeunt  Poft  Obit  into  the  boufi. 

*  SCfcNE  II.— An  Apartment,  at  Sir  Herbert's,  firip 
of  its  Furniture. 

Enter  Lady  Melmoth  and  Dame  Shenkin. 

Dame.  Come,  cpme— why  accufe  and  reproach  your* 
felf,  my  Lady,  when  Sir  Herbert  has  forgiven  and  for- 
gotten every  tiling  ? 

Lady 
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Lady  M.  Yes;  but  can  I  forget?  when,  m  etch  room 
of  this  once  fplcndid  manfion,  I '  trace  the  progress  of 
extravagance  and  guilt  ? — when,  in  my  husband's  wafa 
and  frenzied  look  I  read  diftruft  and  defperation  ?— You 
know  not  half  the  mifcry  I  dread.  Deferted  by  his 
friends,  bankrupt  in  fortune,  and  m  hope,  may  he  not 
fly  ro  felf-deftru&ion  for  relief  ?— Nay,  I  have  caufe  to 
think  it— And,  now ! — Why,  wherefore  does  he  hoc 
xeturn? 

Dami.  Be  patient; — isn't  he  gone  to  borrow  a  fmaU 
fum  ?  and,  fure,  anvdft  fo  many  wealthy  friends— ,  . 
Lady  M.  No;  when  winter  comes,  thefe  fummer  in- 
fers are  beheld  no  more ;  and  for  your  fake— yesj  your** 
and  poor  Shenkin's  forrows  heighten  jfaioe— Oh  1  would 
|  could  relieve  you. 

Dame.  Nay,  don't  mind  us,  my  Lady-— Had  I  a 
thought  to  fee  you  fo  grieved,  and  fo  diftrefs'd,  I'd 
have  died  before  I'd  have  applied  for  my  fon's  wages  ;— 
but  we  were  in  bitter  want— out  of  place,  and  no  means 
of  fubfiftence. 

Lady  M.  And  I  the  author  of  your  ruin.  I  hare  not 
the  power — merciful  forgetful  nefs !  come  to  my  aid— 
befriend— compofe  me  (throws  herf elf  in  a  chair 
weeping.) 

Dame.  Poor  Lady!  (he  almoft  drives  my  own  troubles 
out  of  my  head*— tho'  to  be  fure,  if  my  fon  don't  (hortly 
get  employment ;  and  fome  how,  his  Ample  manners  are 
againft  him-— Alack  1  go  where  he  will,  they  difmi(s,<— 
and— 

Sbenkin  (without).  «  Oh,  the  noble  race  of  Shenkin." 

Dame.  Blefs  me  1  what  noife  is  that  ? 

Sbenkin,  {without),  <«  Oh  the  noble  race  of  Shenkin." 

Enters  in  a  nnpjuit  of  clothes. 

Mother !  my  tear,  tear  old  mother  1  (embracing  her 
violently). 

Dame.  Mercy  on  me !  why,  what's  the  matter  ?— 
what — 

Sbenkin.  (putting  his  band  before  her  nfoutb.)  Stop- 
do  not  you  put  me  out ;  look  you  1  1  did  hear  of  a 

d  plac* 
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place  at  Dr* JnfalftbteV  and  fo  \  did  gcT  to  his  great 

Iwofetoioft^-^ndfoias  I  didffend 'in- the  ball  with 

<hf  butler  and  the  fervantg  hughiog  at  -me*  the  Dr.  did 

fNsfix  in  with  three  or  four  companions,  and  being  in  a 

great  bafte  and  buftle  did  order  a  fine  tapper  to  revive 

him— and'thi*  did  remind  me  of  your  wants,  mother, 

•ahd  fo  I  did  Jioldhim  by  the  arm,  and  fweafr  he  (hou'dn't 

Air,  tiJl  he  did  hear  and  relieve  me;    but  inftead  of 

doing  either,  he  did  fay  I  was  another  of  the  villains., 

und\lid  fend  for  a  warrant,  and  -then,  the  cdnftaWe  did 

corner  and  then,  he  did  read  aloud  the  Doctor's  dc* 

,  fonptioii,L  and  then,   he!  he!— give  me  another  hug, 

trowher/*    - 

B*me>  Why,  the  boy's  wild,  diftrtc—    ' 
Sbenkin.  Stop  you— do  not  you  interrupt.— The  cont- 
ft&fedifch'eadat  fulUength  the  Drifter's  name,  and  was 
going  on,  when,  at  one  fpring  I  did  ru(h  into  the  fupper- 
rooto.     '<  Look  you,"  laid  I,  "three  queftionb,  Do&or, 
before  I  be  committed— Were  you  born  at  Abarath- 
gwilly  ?" "  Ha  1"  faid  he, — <c  Have  you  a  mole  on  vour 
fcftljftafl:  ?"  «  Heavensl"  faid  he— «  Is  your  Christian 
in»*ft  Ateibiades  !"■ «  Oh,  ifs,"  faid  he.  « -Then,"  faid  I, 
***-  y^u  did  rob  an  orchard;  and  are  my  brother— I  be 
little  Car  aft  a  cus ;— you  loft  Alcibiades — and  pie  fled  pe 
Saint  David  you  hsvfc  brought  your  coding*  to  foch  a 
^good" market;?'— And  then,  for  his  own  credit  fake  he 
slid  order  me   thefe   beautiful  clothes— And  then,  he 
-did  give  me  this  beautiful  gold  watch,  which  did  coft 
thirty  guineas — And  then,  I  did  run  to  tell  %  you— and 
then i — tc  Q4*  the. noble  race  of 'Sfcenfem."  {kijjtng  watcbi 
mdfirutting.) 

Dame.  Thank  heaven  for  the  joybus,  welcome  news  \ 
Tiat 'how  was  it?'  Did  you  aik  him  how  he  got- all  thefe 
riches  ? 

Sbenkin.  Ifs— and  there  I  did  miftake.— You  do  know, 
vt-did  always  fear  he  wou'dn't.  flop  with  the  pippins; 
and  To,  when  he  did  boaft  he  had  made  his  fortune  by 
xbe  poin^ge  of  his  Own  brain,  by  Radix  Rheno,  I  did 
think  he  faid,  by  coining  ready  rhino— and  fo  I  did  tell 
Juqu  bvt  come,  he  bave  ordered  fupper  for  w  alfo— 
2;  *nd 
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2)««rf.  for  fhame !  is  this  die  Way  vou  bear  nmiL. 
my?  Boor  foul!  the  creditor,  have  fe^  onffifc 
h^-havc  left  her  nothing  but  the  huKefi  £ 

Sbenkin.  Intccd ! 

w™Zrf^°8-a,,d  "»  wha'"  *—**.*. 
Atarlnr.  Wantl  plefs  my  fool!  nw  miftr«r.  „v  # 
-  a  Pembrokeshire  baronet,  W-l2ok^i£ft 
more  money  than  this  poor  half  ■«£»  ^ F  *** 
take  it  J  while  'tis  of  it?  full  valnf  £  '  J^1*6  *!' 
waxfohot  and  mcWng^tg^-/- 

Jhillwg  p.ece,  before  youcan  fay  Dim  SarLid  ° 

W  My  child !  ftill  the  fame  Sneroos&rr 
Sbepkm.  Ift,  and  if  I  thought  ,K   5 T'      i. 

dimb-up  into  the  tall  cherry  tree ^H \r£  "?*$"&* 
with  the>  old  &vtc^BTti£^u^ 
fumavartf  Where  are  all  their  vintK  ffiffiK 
Oh !  I  fte  now-gone  after  the  dinner  tJSSSSLZ 
km  cards  at  the  next  houfe  their  tnahogan?frilnd?cS 
put  up  at.^-Let  them-butlct  mc  (hew  f  dmSES 
Come  along,  mother—I  have  it.  a'«went— . • 

n-       r»      i  j      i1^  MdaHxth  rifit  4Bd  Mens 
Dame.  Pear !  dear  1  what  do  you  mean  ?     *  *** 

Mncw.  Mean«-to  let  this  watch  noint  out  *»  *,« 
porLady,  hours,  minutes,  and  feconds^a™  rian^7 
and  happme/s-to  change*  into  u^£Z%gg& 
to  her— and  never  fay  the  rich  arm  n«t  i.  S,VV  *jj 
the  kids  on  all  the  ^LSSJ^^^iSTf'  '9  • 
heart  does  at  doing  one  SS  cK&E,  *"  "* 

££*/**//*  Dame. 
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LadfM.  Gen'rous creature!  I'm  moft  grateful,  nor 
will  his  former  fituation  make  the  gift  lefs  welcome  j 
for  he's  ennobl'd  who's  benevolent,  whilft  they,  who 
are  callous  to  the  voice  of  charity,  fink  to  the  lowed 
rank  of  poverty  and  vice !  Oh,  now,  here  are  the  means, . 
Sir  Herbert.— But  why  ?  Why  does  he  delay  ?  Sure  had 
all  been  well,'  long,  long  'ere  this  he  had  returned^ 
Alas !  My  heart's  fo  full  of  fears  and  of  forebodmgs— 
Hark!  what  wag  that?  The  report  of  a  piftol,  and  fo 
near  as  the  Court-yard !  merciful  powers !    Tis  paft !  It 
is  confirmed!  (Approaches  door  and  li/ietu.)    Yes,  they 
utter  forth  the  dreadful  found— Murder  has  been  com, 
mined— Oh,  I've  no  hope  but  to  rufh  forth  and  penfh 
With  hirn,    its  fie  is  going), 

Enter  Sir  Herbert  in  great  Agitation, 

Alive  1  In  fafety?  My  hufoand !  (falling  on  bisjboulder.) 
Sir  Herb.  Bufh!  Guard  the  door.    I'm  known— \m 
purfued — but  \  am  innocent-a-I  am  no  murderer, 
r  lady  M.  Speak !  What  has  happened  ? 

Sir  Bert.  I  know  not :  his  piteous  agonising  look  ftilt 
clares  before  me ,  and,  coward  like,  1  dare  not  to  meet 
ft  Could  I  behold  thofe  eyes  that  have  fo  beamed  plea, 
fure  for  the  life  I  gave  them.— Could  J,  when  I  deftroy'd, 
r-Oh  Leonard !  Lepnard  ! 

*'-  ladj  M.  Leonard!  Speak,  I  implore  you^rWhere, 
where  is  your  fon  i 

".'  Sir  Uetb.  I  have  no  fon}  but  now,  he  proffer  d  me, 
the  whole  eftate,  provided  I  would  part  with  you. 
tie  faid  that  Malcour  wpo'd  receive  you.  This^know- 
ing  pf,  your  innocence,  enraged  and  madden'd  me, 
"Words  begat  words,  and  feizing  the  piftol,  which  I  bore 
abput,me,  I  fwore  that  rpoment  I  would  perilh  at  hi* 
Fcet,ere  owe  my  fafety  to  a  prefumptuous,  difobedient 
ion !  He  tried  to  force  the  weapqn  from  my  hand,  and 
la  the  ftruggle— Oh  have  mercy  Heavens !— his  breaft 
received  the  fatal  ball,  and  ftaggering  to  the  earth,  he. 
jgroan'd,  a.nd>. .  .  , 

Lafy  M.  No— not  died — he  did  not,  mall  not  die ! 
^nocking  at  the  door)  Hark!  you're  difcovered! 
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Sir  Htrb.  X  ?  what  am  I  ?  my  fon  is  finking  to  the 
grave,  and  perhaps  a  father's  tears  might  balm — I'll  go, 
and,— no — no— it  will  not  be-—  my  wound  is  deadly  as 
his  own.     (Falls  into  a  chair). 

Lady  M.  And— this— this  havock  is  my—  (point- 
ing to  Sir  'Herbert).  Look  here,  ye  votaries  of  diffipa- 
tion  !  .See  if  a  life  of  gay,  licentious  pleafure  can  com- 
pen  fate  for  fuch  an  hour  as'  this  1  I  know— I'm  fure 
that  in  the  (plendid  equipage  and  dazzling  drefs,  ye  never 
tafte  one  moment  of  fubftantial  joy— Then  feek  it  in 
your  hufbands'  and  your  childrens'  hearts— make  home 
a  fhelter  'gainft  the  ftorm ;  and  let  it  roar  around,  ftill 
(hall  you  find  domeftic  life  the  fcene  of  peice  !  Oh!  do 
you  not  curfe — defpife  me  ? 

Sir  Herb.  No— in  fpite  of  all  fortow,  ftill  there's  to* 
lace  here—  (rtjkt  4nd  embraces  bdr)  But  my  fon-^Let 
us  go  make  enquiry* 

Lady  M  No— to  ybui-  chartiber— f  11  feek*  affift  him 
*— Come,  come,  retire  while  there's  fafet/.  Qh  !  that 
the  death  blow  had  been  all  my  Own  1  *   [Ettiunt. 


fctrfi  Of  the  FduRf  h  Act. 


*>l 
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ACT   v; 


SCENE  I.— The  Street.— Scene  of  Lincoln's  In**. 


Enter. Malcour  and  Tom  Tick. 

jsfi*/rMtr;^f  ES;  the  hour  of  retribution  is  arriv'd— 
I    and  in  Leonard's  wounds  all  Malcour** 
wrongs  (hall  be  reveng'd. 

.  Tom.  Nay  |  but  where  is  he?  Where  is  my  dying 
friend  ? 

Malcour.  In  my  houfe,  under  my  prote&ion — And 
be  his  Vile  aflaffin  who  he  may,  I  will  dete£t>  and  punifh 
him. 

Tom.  And  do  you  as  yet  fulpett— 

Malcour.  I  do— I  much  fufpedt  his  father.  (Tom 
fiarts)  Aye :  like  you  I  am  amazed,  and  (hudder  to  have 
caufe  for  my  fufpicion.  But  when  I  find  my  friend  aflat 
finated  in  the  dark— hear  him  exclaim,  "  My ,  cruel* 
cruel  father  !"  And  by  his  fide  behold  an  inftrument  of 
death,  mark'd  with  Sir  Herbert's  name— 

Tom.  Indeed! 

Malcour.  Aye :  and  as  corroborating  proofs,  when  I 
reflect  on  the  late  quarrel,  and  that  the  eftate  was  wholly 
his  on  Leonard's  death — Oh !  if  that  dread  event  takes 
place,  think  you  he  {hall  efcape  from  juftice?  No — I 
will  inftantly  accufe  him  {going). 

Tom.  And  I'll  gain  Poll  Obit's  confent,  and  return  to 
your  houfe  with  Georgians. 

Malcour.  Hold — flie  muft  not  fee  him— If  he's  dif- 
turbed,  his  death  is  certain — Now,  haughty  Ellen,  wt'lt 
fee  how  much  you  prize  a  fevour'd  hulband's  life ;  for 
there's  a  way  to  fave  it.  [Exit. 

Tom. 
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font.  Not  difturb'd!  nonfcnfei  1*11  taJLaviyer  Cur* 
(itorrs  direftly,  make  my  will  ki  Poft  Obit's  favour^  and 
return  with  his  prefer v in g  angel.  And,  now,  thou  blind 
goddefs !  keep  others  blind  but  for  a  few  minutes  longer, 
and  I,  and  Leonard  will  be  happy ,  in  fpherofcd*Jris,,d$ath- 
hunters,  devils,  and  do&ors.  >  »     .  -  i     <<[ff*j7l 

Enter  (immediately)  fir.  Infallible  dndCzipht.     "T 

Doffor.  Therelie  goes— that's  Mm ! 

Capias.  Blefs  you,  I'  know  Tom  Tick  as  well  as  he 
knows  Lenitive  Capias— Why,  we're  fo  familiar,  that  he 
always  calls  me  by  my  Chriftian  name. 

Doftor. '  Very  well,  then  arreft  him  inftantly  orfthat 
warrant  for  two  hundred  pounds — away  f-^*Yet  ftbp—^s 
I  mean  Poft  Obit  fhould  fee  the  great  Thomas  Tiek  ifi  * 
fpunging  houfe,  what  is  your  dire&ion?  '••-/ 

Capias  (pointing  off  the  Jiage).  There,  numbftr  i$% 
Garey-ftreet ; — And  (hew  me  a  fmirtcr  manfion  than 
Lenitive  Capias's. 

'  Doffor.  Away — take  the  enemy  prifoner.  [£x*7G*pias. 
And  now  to  fend  Poft  Obit  to  fee  his  rich  friend^ft  jaR 
his  glory;  and  then  Georgiana,  left  to  herfelf,  fcift  be 
completely  in , my  power.  Ha!  ha!  there's  a- dofe  for 
the  whole  trio !  •    [Exit. 


SCENE  IL— ^  Apartment  at  Capias' s  Spunging+fyufi* 
very  elegantly  furnijked.*— Table,  Chair.*,  §ff.  all  mo- 
dern and  band/bme— Window  Cur t am  s  up,  and  bars 
Jeen  at  the  Window*  " 

Enter  Capias,  with  Candles,  followed  by  Tom  Tick,  In 
great  agitation,  looking  pah. 

Capias.  Walk  in,  Mr*  Tick,  and  be  compoftd  (putting 
down  candles).  .  I  declare  you'll  fret  yourfelf  quitfc  ill. 
Come,  come,  you  know  there's  nothing  Hkef  a  prifon 
about  my  Spunging-houfe.    To  be  fufe,  the  bars  are  a 

d  4  little 
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little  awkward,  but  we'll  let  down  the  curtains,   and 
then,  you  may  fancy  yourlclf  in  your  own  lodgings. 

(Capias  lets  down  the  curtains,  and 
bars  are  concealed, 

TVfti  Plague  on*t !  nick'd  at fuch  a  moment!  defeated 
by  th*t  rafcally  Doftor  !  my  good  fellow !  my  dear  Le- 
nitive— I've  an  appointment  with  a  Lady— And,  as  a 
man  of  gallantry,  I'm  fare  now-r-Do«+-do  let  me  out  for 
half  an  hour,  will  you  ? 

Capias.  Pflia  \  why  don't  you  apply  at  once  to  your 
wealthy  friend,  Mr.  Poft  Obit  ?  I  told  yo»  before,  if 
he'd  pafs  his  word  for  you,  I'd  take  it;  and  you'd  better 
make  hafte,  for  I'm  afraid  there'll  be  plenty  of  de- 
tainers. 

Torn.  I  know  it.  I  lofe  my  liberty  1  Georgiana  her 
Jover !  Leonard  his  life,  and  all— my  good,  fwect 
Lenitive,  this  is  the  laft  place  in  which  I  would  wifti  to 
lee  Mr.  Poft  Obit  j— and  if  you  wont  let  me  out  for 
half  an  hour — do  now — do  lend  me  two  hundred 
pounds  for  half  an  hour — upon  my  honour. 

Capias.  What !  you  think  you're  likely  to  pay  in  half 
an  hour  ? 

Tom.  As  likely  as  in  half  a  century,  Lenitive. 

Capias.  True*  but  there's  an  end  of  your  art  here— 
there's  no  borrowing  or  fpunging  in  a  fpunging  houfe. 

Tom.  No— {knocking  beard)  go,  Sir  i  go  and  attend 
to  your  cuftomers. 

Capias.  Well,  good  night.  And  to  (hew  you  I  bear 
you  no  ill  will,  I  once  more  offer  to  let  you  out  if  Mr. 
Poft  Obit  will  be  anfwerable.  If  not,  don't  ftand 
fretting  there,  looking  as  pale  as  a  ghoft !  Pflia !  why, 
there's  nothing  to  remind  you  tif  a  prifon  here,  for, 
what  with  the  genteel  company,  the  elegant  rooms,  and 
the  polite  converfation,  (hew  me  the  difference  between 
Lenitive  Capias's  and  a  fafhionablc  lodging  houfe,  that's 
all.  [Exir. 

Tern.  Dilh'd !  in  for  life !  not  for  myfelf  I  feel,  I 
deferve  my  fate;  but  to  involve  the  happinefs  of  others 
yto  think  that  my  imprifonment  devotes  to  mifery, 

perhaps 
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perhaps  to  death  *  two  as  generous,  and  as  noble  hearts 
—well,  well— drooping  won't  fave  them.  Come,  roufe, 
and  exert  yourfelf — And  look  1  there's  caufe  for  it  al- 
ready ;  for  here  comes  Poft  Obit  to  vent  forth  all  his 
anger  and  reproaches— -No  matter— he  fhall  fee  I'll  carry 
it  off  with  gaiety  and  fpirit. 

Enter  Poft  Obit  (baftily). 

Poft  Obit.  So,  Mr.  Tick,  I've  found  you  out  at  laft. 
And,  who  do  you  chink  I've  to  thank  for  it  ? 

Tom.  The  quack,  Sir — of  courfe  the  quack. 

Poft  Obi/.  Yes— Pll  tell  you  how  it  was.  Not  feeing 
you  at  Lawyer  Curfnor's,  I  went  out  to  look  for  you, 
and  meeting  the  Dodtor,  I  alk'd  him  if  he  knew  where 
you  lodged?  He  told  me  at  Mr.  Capias's,  N°  197, 
Carey- Street—- — and  that,  if  I'd  go  there,  I  fhopld  fee 
you  in  all  your  glory.  Very  well !  fo,  owing  to  the 
darknefs  of  the  night,  and  my  ignorance  of  London, 
'twas  fometime  before  1  found  the  houfe— and  then,  to 
be  certain  I  was  right,  I  laid  to  Mr.  Capias's  fervant, 
"  Are  you  fure  Mr.  Tick  lodges  here  ?"  "  O,  yes. 
Sir,"  fays  he;  4<  I'm  fure  Mr.  Tick  is  one  of  Mr.  Ca- 
pias's lodgers." — And  then  he  fmil'd,  and  I  fmil'd  *— 
and,  upon  my  word,  1  envy  you  thefe  beautiful  apart- 
ments. But  come,  I've  done  the  agreement — fo,  go, 
go  fign  your  will. 

Tom.  What,  at  your  old  facetious  tricky  I  fee—* 
that's  a  good  joke  to  a  man  that's  confined. 

Poft  Obit.  Confined !  what  the  devil— (getting  clofe 
to  Tom,  *nd  looking  in  bis  face)  Is  it  fo  bad  with  you, 
xhat  you  are  confined  ? 

Tom.  Pooh  !  you  fee  it  is. 

Poft  Obit.  What  J  and  by  the  do&or's  orders? 

Tom.  Why,  you  know  it's  by  the  d odor's  orders. 

Poft  Obit.  Not  I — he  only  told  me  where  you  lodg'd. 
Blcfs  me  !'  he  does  look  charmingly  ill  indeed  1  (/{fide) 
how  was  it  ?  were  you  taken  fuddenly  ? 

Tom.  Very — and  in  the  old  place  too,  in  the  (boulder. 

Poft  Obit.  And  if  you  ftir  out  without  the  do&or's 
lcav£,  will  the  confequences  be  dangerous  ? 

Tom. 
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Tom.  Fatal,  you  comical  rogue ;  fatal. 

Ppft  Obit.  Bravo !  If  I  can  but  get  him  into  the 
night  air,  he'll  rtriakc  his  will  in  one  hour,  aqd  take  to 
bis  bed  the  next,  (dfide.)  Nonfenfe !  go" to  Curfitor's— 
1*11  ftay,  and  fatisfy  the  doftor. 

Tom.  Will  you?   Lenitive!  (going  to  the  wing- and 
€  ailing.) 
'     Poft  Obit.  Heh— who's  Lenitive  ? 

Tom.  The  do&or's  agent— Lenitive!   {calling  again.) 

Pofi  Obit.  The  doftor's  agent !  Ag— Oh !  Oh  !  I 
tonderftand-^-the  apothecary.     {Afide.}  '      • 

Re-enter  Capias. 

!    Tom.  Here,  my  boy— here's  Mr.  Poft  Obit— and  I 
don't  know  whether  he  is  injeftor  earned—  j  but  he 
fkys  he'll  be  anfwerable  to  the  do&or. 
.  Pofi  Obit.  Yes,  yes— you  may  let  him  out — I'll  ftay, 
and  be  anfwerable  to  the  doQor. 
'  .Capias.  I'm  fatisfied— this  way,  Mr. Tick. 

torn.  Ha!  ha!  this  is  the  belt  joke  I  ever  heard— 
but  it  won't  be  complete  till  I  am  fairly  out  of  the 
houfe— Sor  good  night — It  coft  me  fome  money  to  get 
ijitothefe  beautiful. apartments,  as  you  call  them;  and 
if  it  cofts  you  any  to  get  out  of  them,  you'll  .fay  it's 
one  of  Tom  Tick's  legacies,  you  know.— Come,  Le- 
nitive— but  ftay— ftay—  (/peaking  as  if  alarm' d)  fup- 
pofe  I'm  detain'd. 

Ppft  Obit.  Pflia  !  don't  let  them  detain  you— fay  I'm 
anfwerable. 

Tom.  Better  and  better!  ha!  haj  you  are,  indeed* 

a-damn'd  comical  dog- he  !  he  !  you'll  kill  me  with 

laughing.  \Exit  with  Capias. 

Poft  Obit.  Ha !  ha !  fo  I  kill  you,  curfe  me  if  I  care 
how  it's  done.  What  a  fool  it  is !  the  caftle  and  all  its 
magnificent  appurtenances  are  mine— gad !  I  hope  it's 
a  fine  foggy  night — I'll  fee— —I'll  peep  out  of  the  win- 
dow* [Goes  up  ftage. 


Enter 


Ja  V.  FOLLY  A8  IT  FLIES. 


Enter  Shenkin. ' 


Shenkin.  How  you  to  do,  Mr.  Poft  Obit? 

Poft  Obit  {not  regarding  hhn+but  undrawing  curtains). 
Why,  what's  here  ?  bars  ?    What  does  he  do  with  bars  ? 

Surely  he  has  no  children  ! no  infernal  little  heirs  at 

tow  (coming  down  the  ftage,  and  meeting  Shenkin)  nor 
is  he  mad,  nor— —Zounds !  'tis  very  odd !  Taffy,  do 
you  know  Mr;  Tick  ? 

Shenkin.  Ifs,  Cure — I  do  know  he  did  fave  my  poor 
mother  from  prifon,  and  fo  I  did  come  here  to  (hew  my 
gratitude !  but,  pleffings  on  you !  you  were  beforehand 
with  me— I  do  find  you  are  anfwerable  for  all  the  debts 
and  detainers— And,  therefore,  well  may  you  peep  thro* 
the  iron  bars.  Tear  !  tear !  having  let  the  bird  oat  of 
the  cage,  what  joy  muft  you  feel  to  fee  it  hop  away  in 
health  and  liberty ! 

Poft  Obit.-  Cage  f  {looking  round  at  the  window.) 
.  Shenkin.  Ifs,  cage  or  fpunging-houfe— -'lis  one  and 
the  fame  thing,  you  de  know  {here  Poft  Obit  is  in  great 
agitation.)  And  how  do  I  envy  you  thcfe  ecftacies  ?— 
Oh  !  what  I  would  give  to  have  taken  the  weight  off 
his  fhoulders ! 

Poft  Obit.  Damn  his  fhoulders,  and  you,  and— yes, 
yes,  1  fee  it  now— the  lodgings, — the  confinement,— 
the  apothecary  ! — Well — well— but,  perhaps — yes- 
this  diftrefs  may  be  only  temporary— and  his  property 
in  the  Horth.  Hark  yef  Sir, — you  kno*  he's  owner  of 
«  caftle  (Jhaking  Shenkin).  \,  „ 

Shenkin.  Owner  of  a  caftle ! — Oh !  I  do  recolleft  now 
-^-Ils,  fure — and  by  the  price  he  do  get  for  his  Leicefter- 
fhire  pigs,  I  do  think  it  be  an  inn  of  fome  confequencc* 

Poft  Obit.  An  inn  !  the  caftle  an  inn  ! 

Shenkin,  Ay— it  be  no  caftle  an  the  air,  I  allure  yam 

[Poft  Obic  {*/*£. 
.Capias  without  to  Dame  Shenkin. 

Capias.  Here's  the  perlbn  you  inquired  after  {enters 
with  Dame  Shertkin,  who  takes  Shenkid  afide).  And 
now,  if  you  pleafc,  Mr.  Poft  Obit,  you  m^  as  well 
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pay  what  you  are  anfwerable  for,— The  plaintiff's  debts* 
you  fee,  (Jhewing  account)  is  two  hundred  pounds,  and 
the  detainers  already  four  hundred — and  then  there's  thd 
cofts  and  the  fees.  (Poll  Obit  rujhes  out  behind  hint)* 
What  1  an  efcape !  Oh,  ho !  ftop  the  prrfoner  there ! 
ftop  the  prifoner  1  [Exit  after  bint. 

Sbinkin  {coming  forward  with  Dame  Shenkin).  Tear  4 
tear  1  what  fad  doings  ?  But,  perhaps  you  did  not  hear 
•fight,  mother — perhaps  you  do  mi  (lake. 

Dame  {weeping).  Oh,  that  I  did  I  for  I  have  lived 
too  long— yes,  I  have  lived  too  long* 

Shenkin.  Plefsmyfoul!  Mr.  Leonard  dying  ! 

Dame.  Yes,  1  tell  you — his  wounds  have  proved  fe- 
tal.—r— And  Mr.  Malcour,  in  whofe  houfe  he  is  now 
breaihing  his  laft,  not  only  won't  let  any  of  his  family 
come  near  him,  but  adually  threatens  to  lay  a  charge 
againft.Sir  Herbert  for  wilfully  deftroying  him* 

Shenkin.  Mr.  Leonard  given  over— and  Sir  Herbert 
accufed— and— lord  !  lord  !  at  fuch  a  moment  we 
mus'n't  forfake  my  old  mafter,  mother. 

Dame.  Forfake  him  !  No We'll  go  dire&Iy,  and 

find  out  the  real  culprit for  I  am  fure  Sir  Herbert's 

innocent. 

Shenkin.  Sure !  V\l  take  my  oath  of  it— Come  this 
moment— and,  as  his  other  friends  have  forfaken  him, 
.you  (ball  be  his  nurfe,  Alcibiades  his  phyfician,  and 
Cara&acus  again  his  fervant — Yes,  mother,  this  hand 
fhall  work  for  him — and  fince  rough  misfortune  has  beat 
my  old  mafter  down,  it  lhall  be  found  ftrong  and  wil- 
ling to  lift  him  up  again.         '    %  [Exeunt* 


SCENE  III.— An  Apartment  at  MikQUt's-t-foIding 
Doors  in  hack  Scene. 

Enter  Sir  Herbert  and  a  Servant. 

Sir  Herbert.  Let  me  pafs— let  me  once  more  etffoMI 
within  my  arms,  the  wrong'd, .  the  dying  Leonard. 

Servant. 
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Servant.  Sir, 'tis  too  late*  my  mafterjuft  now  told 
us  the  fatal  hour  was  approaching,  and  therefore  his  af. 
ftffin  (hou'd  he  feized. 

Sir  Herbert.  Look  atf  me— I  am  his  father.  Have* 
you  the  heart,  at  fuch  a  moment,  to  feparate  ion  and 
parent  ? 

Servant.  His  father  I 

Sir  Herbert.  Ay,  that  culprit  Mr.  Malcouo  is  in  fearch 

of that  haplefs  wretch,  'gainft  whom  the  proofs  are 

ipoft  demonftrative  and  ftrong*  for  I've  no  evidence  ofj 
iqnocence,  but  here — but  my  boy !  Let  him  not  curfe  me 
with  his  parting  breath— and,  then,  con  dud  me  whete 
you  pleafe— I  will  furrender.  to  my  fate.    , 

Servant.    Indeed,  I  know  my  mafter  will  condemn 

me but  for  my  life  I  cannot  now  refjft  a  father's  claim. 

You  may  go  in,  Sir, — yonder  is  the  chamber. 

Sir  Herb.  Thanks!  thinks!  (flops  and  .trembles.}— 
There — did  you  fay  there — heavens  1. was  ever  guilt  fa 
bold  ?  But  let  me  implore  his  pardon  and  his  pity — and 
then,  moft  welcome  my  accufer.— Death  has  to  me  no 
f?rrors— No,  exiftence  is  the 'villain**  punifhment  1 . 

[Exit  at  door  in  back  fcene. 

Enter  Malcour. 

Malcour.  How,  Sir-r-why  don't  you  attend  the  door  ? 
Go,  (hew  up  Lady  Melmoth  !  [Exit  Servant.]  Oh,  this 
is  beyond  my  hopes !  the  humbled  fair  already  in  my 
jjoufi?  to  fuc  for  mercy  J  already  l—but  (he  comes  I 

Enter  Lady  Melmoth. 

Jjify  A/.,  Oh,  fpare  him,  Mr.  Malcour— p— Not  for 
poor  Leonard  1  implore  you— ^1  know  too  well  you 
can'c  avert  his  fate,  but  fpare  my  hufband  I 

Mai  four.  Nay,  Madam,  when  1  was  fuitor,  did  you 
jhew  me  mercy  ?— -Or  am  I  fo  indebted  to  Sir  Herbert, 
p%  to  connive  to  ferve  him  ? 

Lady  M.  Ah  1  think  of  two  tender  ones  who  never 

f  Fong'4  you— I  am  unfit  to  guard  fo  dear  a  charge,  and 

^  now 
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now  you'd  -rob  them  of  th^ir  father*  For  tbeir  fake, 
accufc  him  not.  I  fee  them  now^  with  fupplicating  hands, 
entreating  me  to  fave  their  only  hope — and  you  confent ! 
—they  are  made  happy ;— and  I,  infpired  Jby  returning 
virtue,  may  be  to  him  a  wife, — to  them  a  mother. 

Malcour.  And  what  avail  thefe  promifedjoys  to  me  ?• 
I  (bare  not  in  them — therefore  obferv.e, — one  .only  way* 
can  fave  bin).  , 

JMyM.  Name  it. 
"  Malcour  (taking  her  band).  You  well  remember,  that,; 
by  every  bale  and  treacherous  art,  he  tore  this  hand  from 
kirn  who  fairly  wpn  it.  Then  reftore  it — give  it  to  met 
its  rightful  owner,  and  I'll  withdraw  the  accutation— t 
Why— -what .alarms  you  ?— Do  you  not  underftand  me? 

Lady  1$.  1  do— you'd  have  him  purchafe  life  at  the 
cxpence  of  a  weak  woman's  Honour. 

Malcour*  No— I  would  have  him  give  me  reftitution. 

Lady  M.  *Tis  well— I  have  deferved  this  treatment. 
But  think  you.  this  facriHce  will. fave  Sir  Herbert  ?— 
Think  you  he  will  furvive  the  lof&of  honour  ?— No.— « 
Virtue  is  the  foul  that  animates  his  frame,  and,  that  de- 

ftroy'd,  he'll  pcsrifli.wuhitl And  fee  the  difference 

'twixt  his  love  and  yours.  He'd  welcome  death,  ere  I 
fhou'd  forfeit  that,  which,  if  I  do  not  forfeit,  you  will 
betray  the  father  of  your  friend!— Oh,  (hame!  (hame ! 
fallen  as  1  am — fure,  when  the  heart  is  breaking,  'tis  time 
to  pity,  not  infult  me  (weeping.] 

Malcour.  Have  a  care  !— — think  of  the  awful  proof* 
againft  him — the  previous  quarrel — the  eftate  fo  needful 
to  repair  his  fortune — the  inftrument  of  death  mark'd 
with  his  name — Remember,  there  is  no  other  hope. 

Lady  M.  There  is,  thank  tielven!  Before  it  dawn'd, 
and,  now,  it  glares  ypon  me.  .Who  urg'd  the  unhappy 
Leonard  To  dlfpofe.  of  thisreftate?:'  Wbo-drovfe  him 
Trohi  a doatin ^father's arms ?  'Who'cauled  the  quarrel 
that  produced  the  fatal  blow  ?!'  Arid  who  will  now  moft 
pH,bfic\y  acquit  'Sir  Herbert' of  the  charge  ?  Acknow- 
ledge all  the  crime — and1  in 'tlfe'xfrefaice  of  furrotiriding 
witnefles,  make  Leonard,  with  his  dying  breath,  confef* 
the  true,  the  only  culprit  ?~I;€Hcn  Melmottt!-*— I,,  that 

*  .      guilty 
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guilty  wife,  who,  'midft  unnumbered  crimes,  has  ftill  the 
pride  to  fcorn  a  bale  feducer's  arts,  and  die  to  fave  a 
dear-lov'd  hufband's  life  (going  towards  a  chamfer.) 

Malcour  (flopping  her  J.  Hold — you  will  not  be  fo 
rafh? 

Lady  M.  Sir,  I  will  be  fo  juft — and  if  his  future  day* 
pafs  on  in  peace,  an  ignominious  death  will  yield  that 
joy  a  fplcndid  life  ne'er  gave  me !  (Malcour ftill  hold* 
her.)  Oppofe  me  not— Awhile  ago  I  was  as  cowardly 
as  fear  could  make  me — but  confeious  virtue  once  morfc 
warms  my  veins,  and  IVe  a  grant's  ftrength. 

Malcour.  Nay,  then — fuppofe  this  boafted'eourage  it 
in  vain— What  if  I  tell  you  Leonard  is  no  morel 

Lady  M.  You  cannot — will  not 

Malcour.  I  would  avoid  the  melancholy  theme,  but 
^(holding  down  his  bead.) 

Lady  M.  Oh,  fpeak  it  not !  1  fee— I  read  it  ih  your 
looks !  Great  heaven !  hide  me  from  myfelf !  (falls  on 
the  ground).  '  '  :»■ 

Jinter  Sir  Herbert  from  the  Chamber,  leading  on  Leonard 
with  bis  arm  in  a  black  fling. 

Sir  Herbert.  He  lives — we  have  witnefs'd  his  return* 
4ng  health — we  know  the  ball,  which  lodged  but  in  hit 
arm,  was  inftantly  extracted,  and  the  exaggerated  ftory 
of  his  dangerous  (late  was  propagated  by  that  artful 
-fiend,  to  (hake  the  virtue  of  a  matchlefs  wife — But  yo* 
are  baffled,  Sir — He  has  heard  all,  and  comes  to  puoifli 
perfidy,  and  to  reward  the  exaked  Ellen's  truth* 

Lady  M*  Can  you  forgive  me,  Leonard  ? 

Leonard.  Forgive  you  !— Oh!  if  my  fufierings  deferve 
a  recompence,  let  me  receive  it  here — from  one,  who, 
while  (he  fought  applaufe  from  folly  and  from  popnp, 
forgot  Ihe  had  a  heart  that  might  have  won  e'en  heaven's 
own  praife,— And  now,  Sir,  (taking  Sir  Herbert's  hand,) 
this  is  the  happy  hour  I  predi&ed— Connubial  bleflings 
wait  you  !— And  1  may  exclaim,  with  joy  and  exultation, 
"  Take  the  eftate,"— —  the  whole  is  yours— and,  thank 
heaven,  I  have  preferved  it  for  my  father  1  Mr.  Mal- 
cour, we  quit  your  houfe,  never  to  meet  again. 

Tom 
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Torn  Tick  (without).   This  way,  aiid  don't  believe  a 
word  on't. 

Enters  with  Georgiana. 

There— as  I  told  you — only  a  (light  fcratch— alive  and 
merry,  you  fee. 

Leonard.  Georgiana !    Why — how's  this  ?    Has  Poft 
Obit  confented  ? 

Tm.  No,  but  I  havc~-This  paper  (gives  it  to  Leo* 
nard,  who  reads  it  to  him/elf),  fign'd  with  his  own  comic 

hand,  gives  me  power  to  name  her  hufband and  I 

don't  know  how  you  feel,  brother  guardian/  {to  Sir 
Herbert^)  but  I  nominate  Leonard  Melmoth— —  I  give 
him  Georgiana,  with  charms  to  the  fune  of  eighteen 
chOufand* 

Leonard  (having  read  paper).  Aftonifhing !  Why, 
what  could  induce  ■     ■ 

Tom.  Curfe  me,  if  I  can  tell  you — All  I  know  is,  a 
quack  threw  me  into  a  fpunging  houfe,  and  a  legacy- 
hunter  took  me  out  of  it — that,  by  his  orders,  1  figned 
tny  will  at  the  lawyer's,  and  by  his  orders  the  lawyer 
gave  me  that  agreement.  That  I'm  free,  Georgiana 
fate,  Leonard  happy  !— and,  if  the  joke  prove  a  dear 

one  to  Poft  Obit,  it's  no  fault  of  mine. -He  would 

have  a  legacy;  and,  hang  me,  but  I've  left  him  a 
thumping  one. 

Sir  Her},  Generous  friend!  You  fhall  partake  of  our 
iprofperity,  and,  in  my  fon,  may  Georgiana  find  atone* 
-nient  for  all  the  wrongs  committed  by  his  father.  And 
noiv,  Ellen,  ere  we  commence  our  new  career,  let  us 
remember,  that  moderate  pleafures  are  the  moft  com- 
plete, and  that  extravagance,  which  takes  its  root  in  in- 
dolenqe  and  pride,  concludes  its  fleeting  life  in  fraud,  in 
ruin,  and  difgrace ! 

Tom.  So  it  doc§— and  let  no  man  run  out— and  for 
the  future  I'll  pay  pun&ually— but  dill 

One  debt  there  is,  which  we  can  never  clear— 
The  debt  of  gratitude  that's  owing  here. 
,  Lend  us  your  (miles  once  more — for  my  fake,  do, 


Enter  - 
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Enter  Shenkin. 
Sbtnlin.     And  alio  for  Caraaacoi,  look  yon. 

Enttr  Do&or. 

Doa*.       And  for  poor  me-thoogh  driven  from  the  plain. 
If  youTlftaod  by  me,  1  may  fight  again. 

■EufcrPoftObit. 
Po/lObit.  And  fo  may  Peter.— 

rmu  r       —       ~        Nay,  adjoftaffain. 

Giro  me  yoor  hand,  and  hope  that  they  give  theitt. 

Tom  flakes  bands  with  Dodor  and  Poft  Obit. 

Yonimtnofee.ift^fapmrtyoarcanfe,    [ftDoAor. 
And  yon  no  legacy,  bat  their  appkwft.       [*  Poft  obit. 


BUD   OF  TH*  COMEDY. 


EPILOGUE, 

WrittoL  by  Mr«  Seijiant  Sjulon,  tmi 
Spoken  fy  Mr.  Miindin, 

In  tbt  Cbara&tr  of  Post  Obit. 

"  12  YE  Natnjr*'8  walks,^    Need  ports  that  advifef 

J5/  Pray,  who  can  fail,  unrefs  he  y£»// his  eye*  f  / 

b  not  pore  Najtw*  fall  djfplay  M  to  view  I 
Tranfpareot  fair  one*— I  app*aj  to  yon : 
To  you,  ye— no— you're  quite  a  different  creature, 
Yoa  modern  JBW,  for  you  are  out  of  nature. 
"  Shoot  folly  as  it  flies."—  Alas  !  I  fear 
The  attempt  is  vain— We  know,  year  after  year, 
Oar  bard  his  game-certificate  hath  got, 
Hath  wafted  all  his  paper,  powder,  (hot. 
Yet,  has  he  thinn'd  the  follies  of  the  town  ? 
He  may  hit  hard,  but  can  he  knock  one  down  t 
Amaz'd  at  this,  I  afk'd  the  reafon  why  ? 
Follies,  he  faid,  on  Fawion's  pinions  fly. 
They  fore  aloft  fecure— the  more  you  fire. 
You  only  (care  them,  and  they  mount  the  higher* 
What !  can  no  birds  within  our  reach  be  found  ? 
I'll  look  about  me— tdui  it  fportiog  ground . 
Sore  lawyers,  bofbands,  wives,  and  lobby  phantoms, 
Are  black  game,  cuckoos,  wagtails,  crowing  bantam* 
Of  rooks  and  pigeons  J  fee  various  races, 
Befide  the  fea-gulls  from  the  watering  places  ! 
As  for  the  city  fowls,  they've  had  their  trimming, 
And  lame  ducks,  now,  in  the  canals  are  fwimming. 
— g€  And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rife." 
Where  catch  them  ?  Here— their  field  for  exercife. 
Suppofe  the  fcene  quite  tragic— all  in  high  woe- 
Out  thunders-*"  What's  the  play"—"  Sir,  how  do  I  know  ?,f 
«•  Do  you  know  me  ?"—  "  No,  dam'mc !— hold  your  brother  I" 
If  Sir,  I'm  a  gentleman',' — '«  Sir,  I'm  another."  [A8or. 

(Audunco.)  •«  Go  on  !  go  on  I"  *  Oh,   wretched  loft  Evander !" 
"  Sir,  my  name's  M'Goflbg"— "  And  mine,  0*G*nder." 

(exchanging  cards. 
"  Drop*. 


(    «7    ) 

m  Drops  for  the  ladies  there ! "    *<  Unloofe  their  lockets  n 

"  We  can't"— ••  Their  handkerchiefs  !'»  '« They've  no  pockets." 

**  Silence  below  there !  Let  us  hear  the  play  " 

(Saitoh  tbegdkrku 
"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  one  word,  I  pray9*  (A&t. 

49  De'e!  take  ye,  is  this  Babel,  Heel,  or  London  ?" 

v     (Sckibmmmtbfit. 
u  Are  you  the  manager  ?"  (Jriflman)*  "  No,  Sir,  I'm  Muadcxu" 

Such  are  the  manners  of  oar  ace,  nor  lefa 
Doth  Folly  hold  dominion  over  Drefs. 
All  things  dif>rder'd  are  fromfole  to  crown. 
The  youthful  (tripling  is  o'd  SqUare-toes  grow*. 
With  gills  tight  bracM— his  head  feems  oat  of  joint, 
A  crazy  ruin,  propp'd  at  t*try  point, 

Though  war  through  Europe, through  the  world,  may  ocafe* 
And  plenty  gild  the  olive  branch  of  Peace; 
Though  others  quit  the  field,  their  labour  done* 
Our  bard  comes  forth  with  double  barrelTd  gan«» 
From  luxury  and  eafe  new  follies  fprtng, 
And  he's  refolv'd  to  catch  them  on  the  wing. 
No  reft  he  feeks — nor  danger  will  he  fear. 
Proud  in  yoof  fervice  to  be  vpluaieer, 
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I.  TOAN  of  ARC,  an  Epic  Poem.  By- Robert  Southey.  In 
%|  two  volumes,  printed  on  fine  wove  paper,  hot-prcfled,  em- 
bellifiied  with  an  elegant' Portrait  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans.  The 
fccond  edition.     Price  \2 s.  in  boards. 

"It  affords  us  pleafure  to  fee  that  a  poem,  the  uncommon  merit  of  which  was 
recognised,  by  us  at  its  firft  appearance,  (fee  Monthly  Review  for  April,  1796,) 
lias  fo  far  obtained  the  fao&ion  of.  the  public,  as  to  produce  a  demand  for  a  fccond 
edition. 

"  We  alfo  are  gratified  in  obferving  that  the  author  has  fo  much  fubdued  the  felf- 
confidence  and  impatience  of  youth,  as  to  fubmit  to  the  taflc  of  a  very  careful  revifion 
of  the  whole,  aod  to  make  ample  faciifices  of  fuch  parts  as  could  not  ftand  the  fcrudny 
of  his  maturer  judgment.*'  '  Mont hly  Review,  J \mumy  1799. 

2.  POEMS,  including  Thb  Visions  of  the  Maid  or  Or- 
igans. By  Robert  Sou  they.  Two  Volumes.  Price  us.  in 
boards. 

"  Among  the  youthful  poets  of  the  prefent  day,  Mr.  Southey  bears  no  inconfider-    ' 
able  rank.     He  courted  the  Mufes  at  an  early  age  5  and  they  did  not  treat  h<s  ad- 
vances with  dfdain.     He  is  not  one  of  thofe  cool  verifiers  who  tamely  purfoe  a  fpirit* 
left  courfe  i  for  he  frequently  difplays  feeling,  tatte,  and  genius.** 

•Critical  Review,  June  1 799. 

3.  THALABA  the  DESTROYER,  1  Metrical  Romance,  with 
copious  Notes.  By  Robert  Southey.  Elegantly  printed  in  two 
volumes,  foolfcap  o&avo.     Price  14s.  in  boards. 

4.  ANNUAL  ANTHOLOGY,  two  vols,  fmalloaavo.  Price 
I2S.  in  boards. 

;.  LYRICAL  BALLADS,  with  other  POEMS,  By  W. 
Wordsworth.  Neatly  printed  in  two  volumes,  foolfcap  octavo. 
Price  us.  in  boards. 

"  So  much  genius  and  originality  arc  difcovered  in  this  publication,  that  we  win  to 
fee  another  from  the  fame  hand,  written  on  more  elevated  fubje6s,  and  in  a  more  cheer* 
fill  di  fpofi  rton .  **  Monthly  Review,  June  1 799. 

«  The  attempt  made  in  this  little  volume  is  one  that  meets  our  cordial  approbation, 
and  it  is  an  attempt  by  no  means  unfuccefsfu!.  The  endeavour  of  the  author  is  to 
recall  our  poetr*  fiom  the  ftntaftical  egcefs  of  refinement  to  fimplicity  and  nature.— 
The  account  of  this  defign,  and  its  probable  effects  upon  modern  readers,  is  to  very 
feofibly  given  in  the  introduction,  that  we  shall  infer t  the  paftTageat  large. 

'•  We  do  not  often  find  expreflio  s  that  we  efteem  too  familiar,  or  deficient  in 
dignity }  on  the  contrary,  we  think  that  the  author  has  fucceeded  in  attaining  that 
Jud'cious  degree  of  fimplicity,  which  accommodates  itfclf  with  eafc,  even  to  the 
fublime  It  is  not  by  pomp  of  words,  hat  by  energy  of  thought,  that  fublitnity 
h  moft  fu  cefcfuUy  atchieved;  and  we  infinitely  prefer  the  fimplicity,  even  of  the 
snoft  unadorned  tale  in  this  volume,  to  all  the  meretricious  frippery  of  the  Darwinian 
tafte,"  ,  Britijb  Critic,  OB.  1 799." 
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.erMcarion  fpirited  and  JZ^&Z£^&™£g  **•  «  *• 
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grawngs  from  Defign.  by  Stotbard.  «»««uful  en- 

8.  ALFRED,  an  Epic  Poem.    By  Tosbpb  r«»,. 

large  Quarto  Volume.    Price  il.  „.  iiC£"  CoTTt«-    In  <»« 
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1m r  infant  ton,  he  happily  preserves  throughout  great  part  of  hit  work  tbe  plcafingry 
panful  uncertainty  of  the  drama.  Mr.  CottJe  feexm  to  dwell  with  peculiar  delig}$ 
»p»n  thereprefentations  of  the  gent'tr  pafiions.  Pe  drives  rather  Co  melt  the  heart 
tbao  to  nerve  the  arm  of  heroiftn.  He  has  adopted,  as  his  model,  the  Odyfley  in 
pre;  ere  roe  to  the  Iliad.  Though  he  treads  through  tie  field*  of  blood  and  fl  ughrer* 
he  avoid6  entering  into  the  detiil  of  the  horrible  works  of  war.  Homer  ha  drpiclec} 
violent  dea'h  in  fuch  a  variety  of  frightful  forms  that  the  fubject  is  exhausted  la 
the  courfe  of  oar  perufal  <  f  this  work  we  had  marked,  mary  paihges  which  appeared 
to  u«  to  d'fplay  thofe  fine  touches  which  designate  the  Hand  of  a  mafter.  But  we  are 
arrived  at  the  extremiry  of  our  limits;  and,  however  pleafant  it  might  be  toquetcand 
comment  upon  luch  paflaget,  we  mufl  here  clofe  our  remarks,  in  full  confidence  that 
they  have  imrinfic  merit  enough  to  attract  the  notice  of  uyr  readers  of  tafte  and  feel- 
ing. M  '  ,  Git  Rev.  Fch.  j  801. 

«'  It  is  not  t  little  furprilirg,  that  whilft  fome  of  our  firft-rate  poets  retorted  f© 
fa'  ulou*  rimes  for  heroes,  &c.  Alfred  mould  have  efcaped  their  notice  D'Ur* 
fey's  hilrorical  ba]!a4  of  Alfred  is  the  only  piece  of  Erglifh  verfe  in  which  that 
monarch  ig  celebrated,  till  Mr.  Cottle  hit  upon  one  of  the  moft  faithful  fubjecls  in 
*ur  own,  or  perhaps  in  any  other  language  ;  and  it  ia  but  mere  jufllce  to  fay,  that 
he  has- performed  the  pleating  task  with  great  ability,  and  in  many  inllancei.  with 
fuccefs.  It  would  not  be  fair  to  try  him  by  tbe  rigid  rules  of  epic  poetry,  which  he 
has,  in  oyr  opinion,  very  jultly  rejected,  on  a  thesne  that  w*»uld  bear  htm  without 
them/*  Gent.  Mag.  09*  1800. 

q.  ICELANDIC  POETRY;  or,  the  Edda  of  Saemuno. 
Tranflated  into  English  vcrfe,  by  S.  Cottle.  Price  6s.  io 
board*. 

10.  POEMS,  by  S.  T.  Coi,eiud$b.  To  which  arc  added, 
POEMS,  by  <?.  Lams  and  C.  Lloyd.  The  fecond  edition.  Price 
6s.  in  boards. 

ji.  POEMS  of  ACHMED  ARDEBEILI,  a  P<rfwn  Exile,  with 
Noies.     By  Charles  Pox.     8vo,     Pfice  8  s.  in  boards. 

j*.  BALLADS  and  other  POEMS  ;%  in  imitation  of  the  An- 
cient  Engliih  Potts.  liyW.  H.  Irelanp.  In  one  volume,  foolf- 
cap o&avo.     Price  5  s.  6d.  boards. 

.  i;.  HERMAN  and  DOROTHEA;  a  Poem  in  Nine  Canto* 
Tranflated  from  the  German  of  Goethe,  Author  of  the  Sorrows  of 
Wcrter.  By  Thomas  H  LCROfT..  In  foolfcap  octavo,  embel- 
Jifhed  with  en  elegant  engravings.  Price  joe.  6d.  in  board*,  or  on 
.  Ja'ge  paper  15s. 

"  W:  acknowledge  his  claims  to  great  abilities  $  and  readily  confefs  that  he  hag 
produced  a  Ample  and  imerefting  ftnr>,  which  many  will  read  with  delight;  par* 
ticularly  thofe  who  prefer  the  unvarniftied  incidents  of  humble  and  domefric  life  to 
$he  more  elevated  and  gaudy  fcenes,  where  the  imagination  is  conftantly  on  the 
reck  to  produce  characters  and  circumftances  far  above  the  reach  of  human  man* 
n*r>9  and  esiriing  only  in  the  rapturous  yifiont  of  poetic  fancy.  Tbe  reader  will 
f  rcetve,  th-t  there  is  no  great  opportunity  for  the  exercife  of  a  vigorous  fancy; 
hut  if  he  will  be  f»rian>d  with*  a  plain  unvarnished  tale  of  humble  and  simple  life, 
he  will  be  fure  to  find  a  contiucfabJe  portion  of  amufement 

Br'tt'tjb  Critic,  tee.  1801. 

14.  The  FARMERS  BOY;  a  Rural  Poem.  By  Robert 
Ri.oompield  The  fifth  edition.  Foolfcap  oftavo.  Price  4.8.  in 
boards.— Alfo  an  oclavo  edition.     Price  51.  6d.  in  boards. 

««  In  the  author  of  this  fwej-tly  fimple  and  intereiiing  poem,  we  are  prefenteel 
with  another  ftrikiog   iiluftiation    of  the  remark,  focta  nafcitur,   wn  fit.      This 

6  favoured 
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favoured  cl»Ud  of  genius  and  the  mufe,  who,  with  no  aJfcititious  advantages  of  birth* 
fortune,  education,  or  connection,  has  produced  a  poem  which  may  be  read  with  de* 
light,  even  aft-  r  Thompfori,  and,  in  fome  refpecls,  may  challenge  a  competition  with 
the  Stolons  of  that  author.**  Monthfy  Mirrtr,  Afjrtb  i  Sao. 

.  «  To  defcribe  the  various  occupations  of  a  farmer**  boy*  /in  the  fdur  feafons  of 
the  year,  is  the  main  defign  of  the  poem  ;  and  however  humble  thele  employments 
may  appear  as  obje&s  of  poetical  attention,  the  very- ingenious  wiiter  has  Contrived 
to  embel  im  their  rufticity  and  meannefs  with  a  harmony  of  numbers,  which  could 
not  be  expected  from  an  uncultivated  mind j  to  foften  the  hawnefs  of  minute  detail 
by  blending-  apt  and  piduiefqtse  descriptions ;  and  Co  enliven  'he  whole  by  rtrokrt 
of  poetic  imagery,  and  unafte&ed  femiment.  The  poem  certainly  difcoveis  very  , 
dearly  the  powers  of  natural  and  unaffected  genius  " 

Monthly  RtvitWf  wo/.  33.  /•  57- 

"  I  have  read  the  Farmer* s  Boy  with  a  mizttire  of  aftonilhment  and  delight.  Thct* 
is  a  pathetic  ffimpliciry  in  his  fentiments  and  ascriptions  that  does  honour  to  his  head 
and  heart. 

"  His  copies  from  nature  are  truly  original  and  fairhful,  and  are  touched  with  the 
hand  of.  a  matte/.  .  His  verification  occasionally  diip-ays  an  energy  and  harmony  which, 
might  decorate  even  the  pages  of  a  Darwin* 

"  7  he  general  character  Utics  of  his  ft  vie,  however,  are  faeetnefe  and  eafe.  la 
fliort,  1  h-ve  no  hefttttoo  in  declaring,  tbat  I  think,  it,  as  a  rural  tA  tfifcrtfttv*  f**m9 
fupeiior  to  any  production  fincethe  diysof  Thomplon. 

••  It  wai.tt  no  reference  to  its  author '9  uneducated  poverty  to  render  its  excellence 
the  nvre  tti iking  ;  they  are  fuch  as  wouid  confer  durable  fame  on  the  nrff  and  moft 
poliued  pue;  in  the  kingdom." 

Ext  raft  of  a  Utter  from  Dr.  Drske  f  tbe  Eittitrm 
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Printed  for  T.  N.  Longman  and  O.  Rem. 
u  The  POOR  GENTLEMAN,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr  Coi.mak, 

28.    6<J. 

t.  MOUNTAINEERS,  a  Play,  by  Ditto,  29. 

3.  SPEED  THE  PLOUGH,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  Morton,  2* 

4.  ZORlttSKI,  a  Play,   by  Ditto,  is. 

5.  The  WAY  TO  GET  MARRIED,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  at. 

6.  The  CURE  FOR  THE  HEART  ACHE,'  a  Comedy,  by 

Ditto,  2  s. 

7.  SECRETS  WORTH  KNOWING,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  as. 

8.  LIFE,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  Reynolds,  as* 

9.  MANAGEMENT,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto.  29. 

10.  LAUGH  WHEN  YOU  CAN,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  zu 

11.  The  DRAMATIST,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  23. 
la.  NOTORIETY,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  as. 

13.  HOW  TO  GROW  RICH,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  as. 

14.  The  RAGE,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  2s.     f 

15.  SPECULATION,  a  Comedy,  by  Ditto,  as. 

16.  WERTER,  a  Tragedy,  by  Ditto,  28. 

17.  The  POINT  OF  HONOUR,  a  Play,  by  Mr.  C.  Kembli,  as. 

18.  The  DUENNA,  a  Comic  Opera,  by  Mr.  Sheridan,  as. 

19.  The  HEIRESS,  a  Comedy,  by  General  Buagoyne,  as. 

ao.  The 


PLAYS,  printed  far  T.  N.  Longman  andO.  Ri  is. 

ao.  The  ROAD  TO  RUIN,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  Holcropt;  u9 

21.  ENGLAND  PRESERVED,  a  Tragedy,  by  Mr.  Watson,  at/ 

22.  The  BANK  NOTE,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  Macready,  2s. 

23.  The  VOTARY  OF  WEALTH,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr,  Hol* 

MAN,  23. 

24.  RAMAH  DROOG,  or,  WINE  DOES  WONDERS,  by. 

J.  Cobb,  Efq.  zs.  s 

25.  SCHOOL  FOR  PREJUDICE,  a  Comedy  by  Mr.  T.  Dib- 

DIN,   2§.  ,         ' 

26.  IL    BONDOCANI;    or,    THE    CALIPH    ROBBER, 

by  Ditto,  15.  6d. 

27.  ST.  DAVID'a  DAY,  a  Ballad  Farce,  by  Ditto,  is. 

28.  The  BIRTH  DAY,  a  Comedy;  from  Kotzebue, by  Ditto,  as, 

29.  The  JEW  AND  DOCTOR,  a  Farce,  by  Ditto,  is, 

30.  LIE  OF  THE  DAY,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  O'Krbpe,  is.  6<L 

31.  HIGHLAND  REEL,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  11. 
32.'  The  FARMER,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  is. 

33.  MODERN  ANTIQUES,  a  Farce,  by  Ditto,  is. 

34.  LOVE-iN  A  CAMP ;  or,  PATRICK  IN  PRUSSIA,  by 

Ditto,  is. 

35.  ThePOSITIVE  MAN,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  is. 

36.  The  POOR  SOLDIER,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  is. 

37.  WILD  OATS,  a  Comedy,  by  Mr.  O'Kbbfb,  2s. 

38.  The  CASTLE  OF  ANDALUSIA,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  as. 

39.  SPRIGS  OF  LAUREL,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  is. 

40.  HARTFORD  BRIDGE,  a  Farce,  by  Mr.  Pearcb,  is. 

41.  The  MIDNIGHT  WANDERERS,  an  Opera,  by  Ditto,  is. 

42.  NETLEY  ABBEY,  an  Cpera,  by  Ditto,  is. 
45.  ARRIVED  AT  PORTSMOUTH,  by  Ditto,  is. 

44.  The  MYSTERIES    OF    THE    CASTLE,    by   Mr.    Ak- 

DREWS,   29. 

45.  The  IRISHMAN  IN  LONDON,  a  Farce,  by  Mr.  Mac- 

ready,  i*. 

46.  LOCK  AND  KEY,  a  Farce,  by  Mr.  Ho  a  re,  is. 

47.  MARIAN,  an  Opera,  by  Mri.  Broorbs,  is. 

48.  MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS,  aTragedy,byHon.Mr.St.  Jon*, 

49.  WALLENSTEIN,  an  Hittoiical  Drama,  in  Two  Parts,  from 

the  German  of  Schiller,  by  S.T.  Colbridcb.  Sto.  Price 
8s.  boards. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Wo  more  fair  war  in  foreign  climes  we  roam; 
feat,  fearlefs,  brave  election  ftrif e  at  home. 
Say,  'iriidft  the  thunder  of  the  public  voice, 
May  I  prefent  a  Member  for  your  choice  ? 

No  ftraoger  he,  bat  to  each  Voter  known, 
And  by  adopting  kindnefs  made  your  own. 
*Twas  his  ambition,  friends,  when  very  young; 
To  ferve  this  Borough, — he  has  ferv'd  it  long  j 
In  life,  your  fUffrage  has  been  all  his  aim, 
His  only  fortune,  and  his  only  fame. 
Should  you  the  aera  not  reihember  well, 
The  Da  am  ATist  is  ftill  alive  to  tell. 

All  Members  here  inftnidtions  muft  purflie, 
And,  like  camelions,  ftill  mull  take  your  hue  ; 
Adopt  each  change,  however  new  or  me9 
Or,  like  camelions,  ftill  muft  feed  on  air. 
Here*  by  the  general  voice,  we  (land  or  fall, 
And  one  proud  franchife  is  enjoy 'd  by  all. 
Cheer  us,  ye  tenants  (tbt  GtlUty)  of  thofe  high  domi- 

nions, 
Ve  boldeft  Freeholders  of  free  opinions. 
Subftantial  Houfeholders  (P/>),  ah  !  fpare  our  plot. 
Spare  us,  ye  generous  font  of  fcot  and  lot. 
And  may  our  Poet's  whim,  if  not  bis  wit, 
Secure  a  batch  of  plumpers  in  the  Pit. 
tyhitft  thefe  fair  Voters  here  (Boxts),  preftrr'd  to  man, 
Give  us  the  gentler  fuffrage  of  the  fan, 
Witfi  foft  feoucing  canvas  win  the  foul, 
Your  (hew  of  hands— and  we  fhall  head  the  poll. 

We  claim  not*  o'er  you,  a  fepteanial  right, 
We  afk  your  vote  and  intereft  for  one  night  | 
Nor  call  that  csndidate  f  upr-mely  vain, 
So  oft  elected,  who  puts  up  again ; 
Whofe  conftaot  toil  (however  ic  content  you) 
Has  been— moft  faithfully  to  represent  you. 


A  * 


DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


Sir  Edward  Delauny 

Lieutenant  St.  Orme 

Sapling 

Henry  Sapling 

Paul  Poftpone 

Privilege  - 

Robert  Grange 

Farmer  Nightftude 

Sternly       '    - 

Thomas         * 

Groom  -        * 

Landlord 

Clerk. 

Waiter. 

Gaoler* 

Servant  to  Sir  Edward. 

Poftilions. 


Mr.  Murray. 
Mr.  SiDDONt. 
Mr.  Mundhh. 
Mr.  Lewis. 
Mr.  Fawcett. 
Mr.  Simmons. 
Mr.  Emert. 
Mr.  Thompson. 
Mr.  Davenport. 
Mr.  Atkins. 
Mr.  Abbot. 
Mr.  Harliv. 


Mrs.  Sapling 

Honoria  ' 
Mrs.  St.  Orme 

Lauretta 


.      Mm.Mattoc«s. 

Mrs.  H.  John stom. 
»  Mrs.  Litchhilsj. 
•      Mrs.H.  Siddoki. 


DELAYS  and  BLUNDERS. 


ACT     I, 

i 

SCENE  I.— Outfide  of  County  Gaol—Houfes  and 
Trees  reprefenting  the  Street  in  a  country  Tow*—* 
a  Bridge  in  the  Centre,  and  extenjive  open  Country 
behind  it— Stage  partly  darken' d—  Lauretta 
St.  Okme  feen  croffing  the  Bridge  with  a  Bafkct 
in  her  band. 

Enter  Lauretta. 

T-IARK!  (looking  back  alarmed)  it  was  the 
■**  found  of  feet !— I'm  watch'd— I  am  difco- 
ver'd  ! —  (falls  againji  the  whig  )  Oh  Heavens ! 
my  raflj  imprudent  zeal  has  ruin'd  all— no—  (reco- 
Vfring)  'twas  but  fancy— nothing  but  the  paffing 
breeze  I— ^and  I  may  venture  to  proceed.— I  know 
—-I'm  lure  that  he'll  condemn  me ;  but  'tis  a  long, 
lopg  month  fince  I  have  heard  what  pafles  in  that 
dark  abode-r-perhaps  his  health  may  luffer  by  con- 
finement—perhaps his  poverty  denies  him  e'en 
life's  common  comforts*— perhaps— Oh  I  the  fuf« 
penfe  is  infupportable !  and  I  were  not  the  daugh- 
ter that  he  thinks  me,  if  I  endur'd  it  calmly— 
(knocks  at  the  prifon  gate)— \  will  butafk,  and  then 
again  to  my  retreat. 

a  3  Gaoler 
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Gaoler  ( /peaking  through  iron  grating). 

Who's  there  at  this  time  of  the  morning? 

Lauretta.  One  to  enquire  after  Mr.  St.  Orrae. 

GaoUr.  St.  Orme!— the  prifoncr;  confin'd  for 
murder  ? 

Lauretta.  Aye:  as  Vis  fald,  for  murder! 

Gaoler.  You  can't  fee  him — begone.  (Retiring.) 

Lauretta.  Stay,  Sii — fpare  me  but  a  moment— • 
I  will  not  afk  to  fee  him— I  only  aft  that  you  will 
give  him  this.— [Taking  a/mall  paper  parcel  out  of 
lajket.)—\\*  a  fmall  prefent  from  a  ft  ranger^ 
meant  to  revive  and  cheer  him— — rnay  •, — if  he  be 
guilty,  he  the  more  needs  confolation— the  virtu* 
ous  fly  to  conicience  for  relief — but  where  !— Oh  ! 
where,  can  fuch  as  you  defcribe  St.  Orme,  feek 
comfort  or  repofc  ?— then  be  merciful— and  in  the 
hour  of  diftrefs,  you  (hall  have  your  reward. 

Gaoler.  Well— I'll  take  it.  (Opens  grating— takes 
parcel— Jhuts  it  again,  and  exit.) 

Lauretta.  Thanks— thanks  I— -and  yet  thofe 

prjfon  gates Oh  !  that  they'd  open  wide,  and 

once  more  give  a  father  to  my  arms  !— then  fliould 
my  humble  talents  ftill  afiift  him — then  would  wc 
feek  again  that  haplefs  mother,  who  needs  a  hufc 
band's  and  a  daughter's  aid. — But  thefe  are  idle 
hopes — the  dreaded  hour  approaches ! — the  day  of 
trial  is  at  hand  ! — Oh  fpare  him !— fpare  him  Hca* 
vc.il 

Enter  Gaoler  from  the  gate. 

Gaoler.  So,— inflead  of  reviving  the  prifoner, 
your  prefent  threw  him  into  violent  agitation— and 
htxc  — (producing  a  letter)  —  he  fends  you  this 
anfwer. 

Lauretta.  (Reading  it  afide.)  "  Tou  have  done 
."  very  wrong— return  inftantly  to  your  retreat  in 

♦'the 
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<c  the  mountains ;  and  never  forget  that  you  alone 
"  were  prefent  at  the  murder-— that  there's  no 
"  other  witncfs  to  convift  me ;  'tis  for  your  fake 
ct  and  your  unfortunate  mother's  that  I  with  to 
€C  live— 'Conceal  yourfelf  but.  four  days  longer, 
"  and  we  may  ft  iH  meet  and  ft  ill  be  happy  I"—— 
Oh!  let' me  fly  to  my  retreat I  —  Tell  him  I 
cheerfully  obey  his  wifties,  and  thank  him  for  his 
counfel.  (Gaoler  exit,  and  Lauretta  going  up 
ftaSe*  ft°Ps  **  faing  it  //'/.)  ~Ha  1  the  morning 
breaks,  and  the  broad  glare  of  day  will  lead  to  my 
difcovery  !— unfeen  to  reach  the  mountains  is  im- 
poffible !— weak,  thougbtlefs  girl  !— to  rifle  fa 
much  for  felfifh— momentary  joy  !  What's  to 
be  done?— I  know— —hard  by,  there  is  a  thick 
impervious  wood— there,  I'll  fecrete  myfelf  'till 
night,  and  then  fet  forth  again— and  if  thy  fafety 
refts  on  my  concealment,  fear  not,  my  father !— we 
will  be  happy  ftill.  [Exit. 

Enter  Sternly  and  two  Servants  of  Sir  Edward 
Delauny's. 

Sternly.  Come— buttle— to  your  daily  occupa- 
tion lads— fearch  every  where  for  the  witncfs,  and 
recoiled  how  near  'tis  to  the  affizes. 

ift  Servant.  We  do.— But  when  you  recoiled 
'tit  now  five  months  fince  Sir  Frederick's  death, 
and  chat  we've  hunted  for  this  Mifs  Lauretta  every 
day— r- 

Sternly.  Aye,  plague  on  her,  (he  got  all  this 
knowledge  of  tricks,  (hifts,  and  difguifes,  from 
turning  ftage  player— but  the  prefent  baronet  is 
bent  upon  revenge,  and  that  the  trial  may  be  pro- 
perly conduced,  he  experts  this  very  morning  a 
great  London  Solicitor— one  Mr.  Poftpone — fam'd 
for  integrity  and  talent— -and  if  our  only  evidence 
be  not  forth  coming,  how  can  even  he  affift  us!— 

a  4  fo 
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fo  away— lofe  not  a  moment,  whilft  I  wait  his  ar- 
rival at  the  irin.  (Servants  exeunt.).— Yes,  yes* 
I  mud  look  about  me  like  Sir  Edward,  for  if  Mr. 
St.  Orme  don't  fuffer,  I  fancy  fomebody  elfe  will. 

Henry  Sapling,  (without). 

There  ! — there,  you  rogues ! 

Sternly.  Hah  !—  Who  comes  here  ?— Surely  not 
the  London  lawyer  already.  (Looks  out.)  No— -as 
I  live,  Mr.  Henry  Sapling !  who  has  been  at  fea 
thefefour  years— the  nephew  of  my  old  neighbour. 
—I  wonder  whether  he's  the  fame  unfufpicious, 
fimple  youth  he  us'd  to  be. 

Enter  Hbnry  Sapling  in  a  naval  uniform,  fol* 
lowed  by  two  Poft  boys. 

~~  Henry.  (His^urfe  in  bis  band.)  There— that's 
for  the  chaife  and  four — and  here— here's  a  guinea 
for  yourfelves.  (Exeunt  Poft -boys.) — What,  Sternly! 
*—  my  old  acquaintance  Sternly  ! — ?why,  how  you 

ftare  and  gape. 1  dare  fay,  now,  you  think  this 

extravagant  travelling. 

Sternly*  To  be  fure  I  do. 

Henry*  Well— it's  very  likely — but  I'm  juft 
come  from  fea,  to  touch  a  legacy  i  and,  between 
ourfelves — we  failors  are  fo  unus'd  to  accounts  and 
economy,  and— in  (hort,  I  feel  money  fuch  a  load 
to  me,  .that  I  fee  I  (han't  fail  pleafantly  till  I've 

chuck'd  in  all  overboard. But,  I    fay — how's 

nunky  ?   . 

Sternly.  Oh!— quite  a  new  man  fince  you  faw 
him. — Why  'tis  but  a  fortnight  ago,  he  married 
Sir  Edward's  coufin. 

Henry.*  Married  is  he  ?— Thank  fortune! — So 
am  not  I,  Matter  Steward. 

Sternly.  Why  thank  fortune  ?— I  think  I  could 
recommend  a  wife  to  you,  Mr,  Sapling. 

Henry* 
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Henry.  Whofe  wife  ? — Not  nunky's  I  Jiope. 

Sternly*  No— his  ward— the  lovely  Mifs  Ho- 
noris, who  was  brought  up  wirh  you. 

Henry.  P(ha— don't  talk  of  it — (he's  a  charm- 
ing creature  I — but  jl  wife ! — do  you  know,  Sternly, 
in  all  the  ftorms  and  battles  I've  encounter'd,  that 
was  my  confolation— fays  I— €<  never  mind— blow 
on  my  boys !— you're  nothing  to  the  gales  of  ma- 
trimony."—No— give  me  quiet— ^independence — 
liberty—  give  me  Lady  Senfitive. 

Sternly.  Lady  Senfitive  ! — Who's v  Lady  Scnfi- 
tive  ? 

Henry.  Mum— fay  nething—  met  her  at  the 
Opera— pick'd  up  her  fan— handed  her  to  her  low 
chariot— receiv'd  her  card— call'd  next  morning- 
neat  houfe  in  Mary-le- bone— -green  blinds 
flower-pots— -fin ging  birds — black  boys-J-white 
liveries — and  (he  and  her  maid  fo  fafhionably 
drefs'd,  that,  upon  my  honour,  all  their  clothes  put 
together  only  weigh'd  two  ounces  three  fcruples. 

Sternly.  P(ha — this  is  a  trick— (he'll  lead  you 
into  difiipation. 

Henry.  No— (he'll  make  me  domeftic— (he's  fo 
fond  of  me,  that  if  perchance  I  dine  at  the  coffce- 
houfe,  (he  fends  me  twenty  meOages  before  the 
cloth's  remov'd — and  if  I  don't  return  at  the  mo- 
ment (he  experts  me — poor  foul !  (he  goes  into  a 
fit !— yes,  (he  does — I  find  her  fcreaming,  and  the 
♦hole  houfe  fwimming  with  fvirtlhorn,  laudanum, 
and  cordials— there's  tendernefs  ! — there's  love  for 
you} 

Sternly.  Love  with  a  vengeance ! — Jbut  pray- 
about  the  load  {—{pointing  to  the  pocket.)— -Don't 
(he  help  you  to  chuck  fume  of  it  overboard  ? 

Henry.  No — there's  the  worft  of  her — (he's  fo 
proud,  and  fo  difinterefted,  that,  except  now  and 
fhen  allowing  me  to  pay  her  coachmaker,  and  her 

upholftercr 
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upbolfterer,  and  her  milliner. Oh,  yes; — (he 

carries  it  fo  far,  that  t'other  day,  when  her  huma- 
nity threw  her  into  a  fpunging  houfe,  (he  didn't  let 
me  know  ir,  for  a  whole  half  hour,  Sternly ;— But 
I  forget— I  promifed  to  return  in  three  days,  and 
every  poft  overfet  the  mail  with  love  letters.*— And 
that  I  may  he  punctual,  now  to  vifu  nunky.— 
(Going.) 

Sternly.  Stop*— that  isn't  the  way-~to  divert  Sir 
Edward's  gloom,  he  and  Mrs,  Sapling  keep  the 
honeymoon  at  Delauney  houfe— and  there  you'll 
find  Mifs  Honoria  alfo— »and  fo,  good  day— - 

Henry f  Pooh !  What  do  I  care  for  Mifs  Ho- 
noria ?  I  tell  you  the  word  <c  Wife,  "  is  to  me  (la- 
very — -chains— leaks- — fhort  allowance— fea-fick- 
nefs— and  a  prefs-gang— no— let  me  be  a  free  man 
—go  where  I  like— do  what  I  like-*-ftay— - 
Zounds  I  there's  the  mail  coach— I  muft  rrrake 
hafte  with  my  love-letters,  or  there'll  be  more  fits, 
hartfhorn,  laudanum,  and  cordials,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE.— An  Apartmtnt  at  an  Inn, 

Paul  Postpone  {without). 

Waiter  !  Waiter ! 

Waiter.  (Without.)  Coming,  Sir,— coming* 
Paul.  (Without.)  Where  is  this  room,  and  the 
wine,  and  the  fandwiches? 

Waiter  (without).  Here,  your  honour— all  ready/ 

Enter  Paul  Postpone  in  a  Tavelling  Dre/s — bis 
Clerk  with  a  bag — and  two  Waiters,  with  Table, 
Chairs,  Wine>  and  Sandwiches. 

Paul,  {taking  off  his  Hat\  and  puffing  and  fanning 
bimjelf.)  Pheugh  !  What  a  fagging  life  is  mine  !— 
Never  a  moment's  relaxation !— No  fooner  the 
drudgery  of  term  over,  than  brought  from  London 

CO 
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to  Have  at  the  aflizes  here— and  on  a  Saturday— 
the  day  I  always  run  down  to  my  Brentford  villa 
— p-but  here  (Jeeing  win*,  &?*.)— here's  confutation--*- 
Cleric!  fit  down, Clerk. 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  you — but  really  it  is  time  to 
go  into  the  cafe  now— confider,  fir,  you  have  fo 
put  it  off  from  day  to  day,  that  you  hav'n't  even 
read  your  client's  inftru&ions. 

Paul,  {having  fat  Jou;*.)— .P&a^time  enough 
to-morrow— and  never— never  talk  bufinefs  on  an 
empty  ftomach,  (eating  and  drinking)  Waiter  !-** 
tell  us  fometbing  about  your  town-^whofe  fine 
feat  is  that  on  the  bill  ? 

Waiter.  .Mr,  Scrip's—-*  ftock-jobbcr,  fir, 

Paul.  And  the  large  (tone  houfe  in  the  valley  ? 

Waiter.  Mr.  Shortftuff's,  fir — another  ftock* 
jobber. 

Paul.  Two  dock-jobbers  !— damme,  that's  two 
much  for  one  town.— Clerk,  here's,  "  may  lame 
ducks  multiply/'    (both  drink.) 

Enter  Sternly. 

Sternly.  Mr*  Poftpone,  I  underftand— happy 
to  wait  on  a  gentleman  fo  celebrated  for  honefty— 
induftry  —  (towing. ) 

Paul.  Sir  1  (tewing  in  return,  but  net  quitting  bis 
feat.) 

Sternly.  I  am  fent  by  Sir  Edward  Delauny,  to 
beg  you'll  come  inftantly  to  his  houfe,  and  confult 
on  the  cafe. 

Paul.  Sir,  my  compliments  to  Sir  Edward,— 
and  in  the  firft  pl^ce,  never  ftir  till  the  bottle's  out 
—and,  in  the  next,  bid  him  not  be  afraid — I'll 
bring  him  off. 

Stemfy.  Bring  him  off!  why,  he's  the  profecutor. 

Clerk  {afide—acrofs  the  table).— There,  fir,  I 
told  you  how  it  would  be. 

12  Paul. 
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Paul,  {fifing.)  True— true— as  you  fay,  he's 
the  proiecutor — and  the  prifoncr's  name  is  Thorn- 

fon no — Johnftone — no         but  flop— ftop — — 

what  was  I  going  to  aflc  you  ?— fomething  very 
material — oh — does  Sir  Edward  keep  hounds  ? 

Sternly.  Yes,  fir. 

Paul.  And  hunters  ? 

Sternly.  Yes,  fir, 

Paul.  And  pray— any  fteel  traps  in  the  neigh* 
bourhood  ?— for  once  at  my  Brentford  villa,  my 
horfe  was  eg  ugh t  by  the  foreleg,  and  fmalh  went  I 
—right  through  a  cucumber  frame.— -Laid  me  up 
a  whole  term— 

Sternly.  Sir,  I'm  very  ferry ;  but  with  fubmif- 
fion,  we  are  all  mod  anxious  for  your  opinion ;  and 
if  our  only  witnefs  c^n't  be  found,  what  think  you 
of  that  pat  of  the  cafe,  about  the  Scotch  marriage  ? 
—of  a  poor  half-pay  lieutenant,  like  St.  Orme,  de- 
luding thus  the  noble  Mifs  Delauny  ? 

Paul.  Scotch Oh,  ay  s — I  recolleft  now-** 

but  that  won't  do— will  it,  Clerk  ?— no — there's  no 
legal  harm  in  Scotch  marriages  \  becaufe  if  the 
parties  chufe.  to  ftay  there  nine  months,  the  firft 
child  is  a  Northcountryman  j  and,  to  their  credit, 
they  always  provide  for  their  families,*— That's  my 
opinion— and  now  let  the  reft  ftand  over — enough 
—quite  enough  for  one  morning. 

Sternly.  Nay :  Sir  Edward  is  waiting,  and  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Sapling  expeft  you  at  their  Sylvan  fete, 

Paul.  Sylvan  fete  1 

Sternly.  Aye :  an  entertainment  of  dancing  and 
finging,  given  to  amufe  their  hoft,  and  celebrate 
thtir  wedding. 

Paul.  Come  along,  Clerk — now  the  morning's 
broke  in  upon,  we  may  as  well  make  a  day  of  it ; 
and  in  a  few  years— Yes ;  let  me  work  in  the 
hard  manner  1  do  now,  only  a  few  years  longer, 

and 
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and  I'll  give  mufical  parties'!  Though  a  dealer  in 
difcord,  I  delight  in  harmony,  and,  if  (inging  be  a 
rcquifite— I'll  chaunt  a  bill  of  cofts  with  any 
gentleman  on  the  roll. 

Sternly.  Stay,  fm— One  word  in  private — Sir 
Edward  bid  me  hint  to  you,  that  in  cafe  of 
convidion,  your  fees  fhould  be  trebled. 

Paul.  Then  Sir  Edward  did  wrong.— If  the  poor 
fellow's  guilty,  let  him*  fuffcr— if  not,  bribes  fhan'c 
convift  him  \  law  is  fufficienrly  profitable,  without 
a  man  turning  rafcal  to  live  by  it. — Yes,  fir :  and, 
touch  as  I  like  bufinels,  I've  no  objection  to  a 
little  pleafure,  and  how  can  I  feel  any  if  I  fubmic 
to  be  corrupted— Come,  Clerk — to-morrow  for 
labour— to-day  for  mirth  and  revelry.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE.— Delauny  Houfe  at  a  diftanee-*Park  Gates 
opening  to  extenfive  Park. 

Enter  Henry  Sapling  and  Thomas. 

Henry.  Away  to  town  exprefs — fay  that  I  feel 
her  abfence  infupponable,  and  will  return  to-night 
—yet  (lop— what's  this  you  tell  me  about  poor 
St.  Orme  ? 

Thomas.  Why,  fir — I  heard  that  Lieutenant  St. 
Orjne,  who  fail'd  home  with  us  from  America,  was 
now  in  the  county  gaol. 

Henry.  Impoffible !  but  if  it  prove  as  you  re* 
late,  he  and  his  daughter  fhall  not  want  a  friend— 
no— I  will  feek  Lauretta  and  her  father——- 

Thomas.  Seek  his  daughter !— Lord,  fir— you 
quite  frighten  me— you  forget  that  Lady  Scnftuve 
is  16  anxious  to  keep  you  to  herlrlf,  fir— — 
I  Henry.  So  (he  is— rtis  a  pleafure  to  think, of  it— 
fwcet  lulceptible  lbul !— don't  vou  remember  the 
day  before  we  left  town,  Tom,  how  (he  burft  into 
tears  when  I  patted  her  lap  dag  ?— "  I  fee,"— kid 

(he 
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{he—"  your  partiality,  and  cither  I  or  that  little 
ugly  French  monfter  leave  the  houfe,  Mr.  Sap- 
ling !"— artd  afterwards  at  dinner,  when  I  praised 
the  dreffing  of  feme  of  the  made  difhes— 4<  1  was 
righr,*'— faid  (he— -and  (he  ru(h'd  down  ftairs,  and 
diicharged  the  cook  inftantly.— Oh  !  tbefe  are  all 
proofs  of  her  afft&ion  and  my  happinefs— <b  mind 
—not  a  word  of  St.  Orme  and  Lauretta.  (Tho- 
mas **//•)— -And  now  to  vifit  nunky  at  Delauny 
Jioufe  here— {Turns  up  ftage  and  ft  arts). — Ha!-— 
"Who  is  that  yourg  lady  walking  and  reading  in 
the  park  ? — upon  my  word,  fomething  very  hand-* 
fome  and  very  extraordinary  !<—!  don't  think  I 
ever  faw  any  thing  of  this  kind  in  London— (he's 
certainly  very  different  from  Lady  Senfitive,  and 
yet— fomehow  not  at  all  uninterefting !  (he's 
coming  this  way— 'gad  !  if  I  thought  Tom  were 
out  of  fight,  and  her  ladyfhip  wouldn't  hear  of  it* 
1  (hould  like  juft  to  afcertain— —  (he's  here  I — So 
it's  no  fault  of  mine— every  body  fees  I  can't  help 
myfelf. 

Enter  Honor i a  through  the  Park  Gate  with  a 

Book. 

Honoria.  Welcome  to  England,  fir — after  an 
abfence  of  four  tedious  years,  welcome  to  your  na- 
tive home. 

Henry,  {bowing J)  Madam!— I— *I— 

Henoria.  What !  don't  you  recolleft  me  ?-** 
Nay  :  that's  unkind,  Mr.  Henry— forget  the  com- 
panion of  your  early  years  !— forget  Honoria  ! 

Henry.  Htmoria !  blefs  my  foul— how  you  are 
improved  !— that  is,  altered— that  is  'I  mean 
how  different  you  are  from  the  London  ladies. 

Honbria.  What ! — becaufc  you  find  me  reading  ? 
—Nay  :  you  wrong  them-** 

Henry.  I  don't— -they  never  open  a  book— never 

•—for 
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•—for  I  know  one,  a  moft  accomplifh'd  lady,  who 
reads  nothing  but  the  play-bills— and  then  again* 
you  look  fo  mild— fo  contented — fo  healthy.—— 
I  dare  fay  now,  you  have  no  fits. 

Honeria.  (fmiling.)  pits  !— Never. 

Henry.  What  a  bleffing !— But  if  you  had  a 
lover,  and  that  lover  patted  your  lap-dog,  I  hope 
you'd  turn  the  little  ugly  French  monfter  out  of 
the  houfe,  Honoria. 

Honoris.  Do  you?-— Now  I  fhould  like  the 
little  animal  the  better,  and  more  carefs  it,  fince  my 
lover  prais'd  it. 

Henry.  'Gad !  that  never  (truck  me— and  you 
are  fuch  a  charming— fafcinating— 

Sapling,  (without.)— "  What's  life  without  paf* 
Con  !— Iweet  paffion  of  love  ?"  (Jinging.) 

Henry.  'S death !  what  love-fick  blockhead's  this* 
to  interrupt  us  ? 

Honoria.  Why!  don't  you  know  your  own 
uncle  ? 

Henry.  That !— that  foppifti,  capering  little  fel- 
low my  uncle ! 

Honoria.  Yes: — the  fimple  country  'fquirc  is 
converted  into  a  modern  fine  gentleman,  .and,  in- 
xflead  of  farming  and  hunting,  he  devotes  his  whole 
time  to  fafhion  and  frivolity*— Such  is  the"  influ- 
ence of  his  town-bred  wife ! 

Enter   Sapling,  foppijbly  drejfed,  bumming  tune, 
Jlrutttng,  &c. 

Sapling.  Ah,  Henry  !— How  are  you,  Henry  1 
Henry.  Sir,  I  give  you  joy— not  only  of  marrying 
a  baronet's  coufin,— -but  of  your  improved  ftyle  of 
drefa  and  addrefs,  Sir ! 

Sapling.  Why,  yes  s  I've  got  on— thanks  to  my 
darling  wife  and  her  fafliionable  leffons— you  per- 
ceive I'm  almoft  finiih'd. 

Henry. 
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Henry.  Almoft  !«—it  ftrikes  noc  you  arc  quite 
finilh'd  ! 

Sapling.  No-^there's  ftill  foom  for  improve- 
ment— for  laft  night  at  Lady  Squeeze's  route,  I 
fliew'd  the  mod  barbarous  ignorance— my  wife 
told  me  if  I  play'd  at  cards,  I  muft  pay  for  them 
*— very  well ! — fo  far  I  did  right — i  pop'd  dowfr 
my  half  crown  for  card  money— but,  as  luck 
would  have  it,  a  man  came  round  with  cakes  and 
lemonade,  and*  thinks  I*  if  Lady  Squeeze  can't 
afford  to  pay  for  one  thing,  of  courfe  (he  can't  for 
another,  and  fo,  Ecod  I— I  pop'd  down  half  a 
crown  for  them  alfo. 

Henry.  And  I  (hould  have  done  the  fame — they 
can  get  nothing  by  cakes  and  lemonade — but 
1  thought  they  got  enough  by  cards  without 
charging  their  friends  for  them. — Well !— and  the 
farm-houfe,  Honoria  ?  Is  the  old  farm-houfe  as 
much  beautified  as  its  owner? 

Honoria.  Quite. — Isn't  it,  guardian  ? 

Sapling,  {with  a  fatisfaftory  JmileJ)  Yes:— the 
barn  is  turn'd  into  a  ball-room — the  pigeon- houfe 
over  it  into  a  billiard-room— the  calf-houfe  near  it, 
into  a  concert-room—and  the  houfe  for  cows  and 
horn'd  cattle,  into  a  date  bed-room  for  me  and 
Mrs*  Sapling.  Then  the  parlour  is  fo  enlarged— 
do  you  know,  it  will  now  fup  a  hundred  enemies  ? 

Henry.  Enemies  !— You  mean  friends. 

Sapling.  No — I  don't— I  mean  enemies — to  be 
fure  I  thought  as  you  did,  and  fo  I  told  Mrs*  Sap- 
ling,— Says  I,  "  Now's  the  time,  my  life,  to  be  re- 
veng'd  on  your  enemies — mortify  them,  by  not 
afking  them.'  — u  No/'  fays  fhe,  "  Til  mortify 
"  them  by  afking  them  ! — the  delight  of  vifiting  . 
"  people  is  to  vex  each  other,  and  my  fuperior 
c<  rooms  will  goad  them  to  the  foul  1— Oh,  yes  j— 
"  and  for  friends,  Mr.  Sapling— never  enlarge 

«•  your 
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"  your  parlour  on  their  account— a  clofet  will  at 
c<  any  time  hold  them!" But  with  all  this,  mar- 
riage has  one  inconvenience — {Takes  Henry  afide). 
— I've  been  obliged  to  give  up  hunting,  Henry. 

Henry.  Give  up  hunting,  fir  ! 

Sapling.  Yes :— Mrs.  Sapling's  late  hu(band  ftu* 
pidly  broke  his  neck  by  it ;  and  now,  if  I  were  to 
ride  and  rifle  mine— poor  foul!— you  can  eafily  en- 
ter into  her  feelings,  Henry.  {In  a  melancholy  tone.) 

Henry,  {aljo  in  a  melancholy  tone.)  I  can,  fir:— 
Your  eftate  is  an  annuity,  and  if  you  fall,  the  whole 
falls  with  you. 

Sapling*  No,  fir— that's  not  her  motive— 'tis 
pure  unbounded  love,  fir-p-and  therefore  Pve  con- 
cealed my  pafilon  for  horfes,  and  parted  with  them 
all — all  but  my  favourite  hunter  Arabella— I  keep 
her  privately  from  gratitude— —but  hulh  !— here's 
my  wife's  friend  Mr.  Privilege !— not  a  word  of  it 
to  him,  for  they  tell  one  another  every  thing. 

Henry.  Indeed— and  you  not  jealous  ? 

Sapling.  Jealous !— that's  very  well— -look  who 
you're  talking  to ;  and  know,  that  handfome  people, 
are  never  jealous—- befides  it's  out— it  isn't  in  fa* 
fliion! 

Enter  Privilege  through  the  Park  Gates. 

Privilege*  Oh,  my  dear  fir — you'll  be  fo  fafci* 
Hated— our  charming  Mrs.  Sapling  has  compofed 
fuch  a  grand  duet  for  to-night's  f£te— and  I'm  to 
fing  the  principal  part,  and  you  and  Mifs  Honoria 
are  to  come  and  hear  it  rehears'd.— 

Sapling*  And  you  alfo,  Henry-*-and,  to  oblige 
you  as  a  ftrangcr,  (he  (hall  play  all  her  other  mu~ 
fical  com  po  fit  ions— her  fir  ft  part  of  the  eflay  on 
man — half  Clarifla  Harlowe— and  the  whole  of 
two  German  oratorios. 

Privilege.  Aye :  and  all  my  love  verfca  to  Ho- 
b  noria  1 
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noria; — who,  by  the  bye,  Sapling,  I've  at  laft 
made  up  my  mind  to  marry* — I  have,  upon  my 
foul,  Ma'am — this  morning  1  got  my  own  confent, 
and  as  to  afking  yours,  or  any  body's  elfe,  that's 
quite  unneceffary — becaufe,  you  know,  Fm  a  pri- 
vileged man. 

Henry.  A  privileg'd  man*  fir ! 
Privilege.  Yes,  fir;  if  you  or  any  common  jog- 
trot perfon,  were  to  propofe  in  this  manner, — or 
make  love  to  married  ladies,  and  run  away  with 
them — or  borrow  money,  and  not  pay  it — you'd 
Hand  a  good  chance  of  being  fcouted,  kick'd,  and 
hang'd  for  it : — but  if  I  do  thefe  things,  every  body 
laughs  and  exclaims — "  don't  mind  him— he's  a 
privileg'd  man !"— -now,  fir,  do  you  compre- 
hend ? 

Henry.  I  do,  fir — every  body  laughs  at  you,  and 
nobody  minds  you— I  hope,  uncle,  that's  your  opi- 
nion •, — but  unluckily,  I  can't  (lay  to  hear  that,  or 
.  the  mufic  now— no— firft  let  me  vifit  poor  St. 
♦Orme. 

Honoria.  St.  Orme  ! — you  know  him  then? 
Henry.  Intimately. 

Honoria.  1  knew  his  wife,  and  therefore  feel  for 
him.— If  that  is  your  engagement,  we  muft  fpare 
you  ;  but  foon  return— you  lee,  I  need  your  friend- 
fhip  alfo. 

Privilege.  Very  likely  :  but  I  wouldn't  advife 
the  gentleman  to  think  of  marrying  you,  or  indeed 
any  body-^-becaufe  now-a-days  wives  are  fuch  ex- 
penfive  articles,  that  none  can  afford  them  but  pri- 
vileg'd men.  But  come,  Sapling,  we  forget  the 
duer,  and  your  wife  will  be  quite  jealous  at  my 
ftaying. 

Sapling.  Jealous  at  your  ■  I     Oh  !    it's 

all  right — I'm  not  fufpicious — no— fo  fond  a  part- 
ner and  fo  true  a  friend,  may  play  duets  as  often  as 

they 
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they  pleafe.    You  fee,  Mr.  Annuity  !  {to  Henry)— 

this  is  Honoria's  hufband  ! 

[Exeunt. — Honoria  between  Sapling  and 
Privilege,  and  looking  back  at  Henry 
■—Privilege  ^rutting  and  fmiling  con- 
temptuoUfiy  on  Henry. 

Henry,  {looking  after  Honoria.)  'Sdcath  !'  can  Ihe 
endure  one  moment  fuch  a  flutterer  ?  If  (be  does, 
I'll  chop  him  into  meffes.  Til — but  hold— hold— 
whereas  ber  ladyfhip  all  this  time  ?— the  tender, 

the  accomplifli'd Zounds !     I  wonder  whether 

there  ever  was  fuch  a  thing  as  a  man  loving  two 
Women  at  the  fame  time  ? — I'm  afraid  not*  And 
if  there  was,  could  any  man  ever  manage  two  wo- 
men at  the  fame  time  ? — there's  certainly  no  living 
jnftance— fo,  farewell  Honoria— farewell,  thou  dear 

bewitching .    Oh,  damme— what  fignifies 

talking  here— (he  can't  hear  me  at  this  diftance— 
fo  every  body  fees  going  after  her  is  no  fault  ot 
mine  again.  [Exit  through  the  Park  Gates. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT  1L 


SCENE.— In/ide  of  the  County  Gaol 
Enter  St*  Or  me. 

St.  Orme.  V  cannot  reft.  Now  as  the  awful  hour 
approaches,  my  fears  accumulate  beyond  endu- 
rance. Life  I  could  yield  up  manfully  *  but  to  part 
with  thofe,  that  once — and  (till  might  render  life  a 
Wefling — my  wife ! — my  child  f— (hall  I  ne'er  more 
behold  them  ? 

'  Henry  Sapling  (without). 

Where  is  he  ? — Where  is  Lieutenant  Stt  Orme  ? 
St.  Orme.  Ha !  Who's  here  ? 
Gaoler,  (without.)  This  way,  fir* 

Enter  Henry  and  Gaoler* 

St.  Orme.  'Tis  Henry,  'tis  my  friend  f 
Gaoler.  There  fir— there  is  the  prifoncr.     [Exit* 
Henry.  Charles  J  {takes  bis  hand  and  burfts  into 
tears.)— Damnation  ! — I  meant  to  behave  like  a 

man,  but  the  word  "  prifoner" come  back  you 

rafcal,  and  I'll  teach  you  to  make  a  Britilh  failor 
expofe  himfelf. 

St.  Orme.  Nay :  your  tears  become  you,  Henry  ^ 
and  if  now  they  fall,  what  will  they  do  when  in  a 
few  Ihort  days- 

Henry.  Don't — if  you  are  guilty,  don't  utter  it* 
I  won't  hear  it— won't  bear  it— never  will  be- 
lieve that  Charles  St.  Orme — that  my  friend,  would 
feek  the  life  of  any  man* 

St.  Orme.  Then  you're  deceiv'd — I  fought  Sir 
Frederick's  life,  and  by  this  arm  he  fclU 

13  Henry. 
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Henry.  Indeed! 

St.  Orme.  Hear — hear  my  vindication  ! — *Tis 
now  near  eighteen 'years  fince  my  Amelia  chofe 
me  for  her  hufband ;  and  for  this  high  offence,  (he 
was  deferted  by  her  father— the  ra(h,  yet  wrong'd 
Sir  Frederick*  We  left  the  country — fled  to  Ame- 
rica— and,  by  the  fale  of  my  commiffion,  pur  chafed 
an  humble  farm ;  which  till  a  year  ago  fupplied  our 
moderate  wants.— Then  illnefs  drove  me  from  my 
avocation  *  and  though  Lauretta  labour'd  for  our 
aid,  diftrefs  fo  rapidly  purfued  us,  that  my  fond 
wife— (till  clinging  to  the  wretch  her  family  def- 
pifed— fet  forth  for  England ;  and  not  ten  months 
paft,  arriv'd  alone,  a  beggar  at  that  gate,  that  but 
for  me  had  ne'er  been  (hut  againft  her. 

Henry.  Well :  go  on.— On  feeing  her,  did  her 
father  perfift  ? 

St.  Orme.  Oh,  yes :  with  unabating  rancour— he 
never  could  forgive  my  poverty  and  birth.  And 
now  obferve,  and  (hudder  as  you  hear  it ! — In  a 
few  weeks  he  wrote  me  to  America,  that  his 
wrong'ddaughter  had  detected  my  intrigues— knew 
I  had  fent  her  home,  to  carry  on  a  low  clandeftine 
love — and  maddening  at  my  falfehood  and  deceit, 
was  fever'd  to  delirium — was  infane !  I  anfwer'd 
haftily  I  knew  not  what,  and  flew  to  her  afliflance. 
I  arriv'd — I  alk'd  for  her  abode— when— death 
and  (hame ! — he  faid  the  care  of  her  was  his  alone, 
and  that  a  ptrjur'd  hufband  fhould  not  fee  her ! 

Henry.  Not  fee  her  I 

St.  Orme.  No ;  his  aim  was  feparation :  and  to 
fecure  it,  he  defam'd  me  firft — then  robb'd  me  of 
the  power  to  juftify  myfelf,  and  folace  her. — What 
could  I  do? — I  knew  the  law  would  give  me  ample 
juftice  ;  but  burning  with  impatience  and  revenge, 
was  I  to  wait  a  form  fo  tedious  ? — No — I  ru(h*d 
into  his  prefence— my  daughter  follow'd  to  detain 
me— I  pcrfiftcd  in  my  refolution,  and  demanded 
9  3  fatis- 
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fatisfa&ion — this  he  ddclin'd— I  prefented  him  a 
piftol — he  grafp'd  it  to  defend  his  life—which  I 
conceiving  an  acceptance  of  my  challange,  and  wild 
with  fury  and  with  wrongs,  fir'd  ! — he  fell ;  and  in 

a  few  (hort  months Oh  my  friend !  I  fee  you 

tremble  at  my  rafhnefs ;  he  was  Amelia's  father, 
and  I  deferve  a  death  more  terrible  than  his  ! 

Henry.  No  \  I  tremble  from  another  caufe— the 
proof :— who  can  give  proof  againft  you  ? 

St.  Orme.  None,  but  my  daughter;  and  fhe  is 
purpofely  concealed  :  if  fhe  remain  fo  till  the  trial's 
paft,  I'm  free  to  trace  and  refcue  her  I  love;  but 
if  (he's  found,  I  fall — and  (he,  poor  girl — her  mo- 
ther robb'd  of  reafon,  and  her  father  by  her  own 
evidence  !— Oh  !  I  can  bear  all  but  this. 

Henry.    And  fo  can  I:  therefore  good  b'w'ye, 

St.  Orme.  Why — where  are  you  going  ? 

Henry.  To  Sir  Edward— to  your  new  anta- 
gonift  •,  and  I'll  afk  him  civilly— very  civilly—not 
to  fearch  after  Lauretta  j — but  if  that  won't  do,  and 
he  perfifts  in  forcing  a  daughter  to  convift  her  own 
father—talk  of  piftols,  my  dear  fellow— -I'll  fire  off 
all  the  cannon  in  the  navy.  So  go ;  retire  to  your 
chamber,'  and  rely  on  me. — -But  flop— (top— as 
I  can't  get  on  quickly,  owing  to  this  infernal  bal- 
lad (pulling  cutapurje) — do  lighten  me,  will  you 
—do  take  part  of  a  friend's  load,  Charles. 

St.  Orme.  I  thank  you  :  but  a  ftranger  has 
for^ftalled  your  gen^rqfity  (produces  a  letter)i  — 
See— ^not  an  our  ago,'!  received  this  letter. 

Henry.  From  a  ftranger !  {reads}— "  One,  who 
cc  pities  the  unfortunate,— who  was  the  friend  of 
"  Mrs.  St.'  Orme,  and  fufpects  that  the  prefent 
"  baronet  profecutes  you  and  fecrctes  her,  folely 
"  to  keep  poffeflion  of  the  large  eftate— fends  you 
"  the  enclofed,  in  the  wifli  that  it  may  Jeflen  your 
"  afflfi&ions,  and  aflift  in  reftoring  you  to  her, 
'  •  whofe  beft  hope  is  in  your  affections."— Upon 

my 
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my  word)  a  charming  correfpondent ! — can't  you 
gucfs  ? 

5/.  Orme,  Oh,  yes :  her  meflenger  betrayed  her— 
her  name's  Honoria  Pembroke. 

Henry.  Honoria  1  my  Honoria !  ■  p  dpn't  fancy 
I'm  in  love  with  her,  Charles— becaufr,  you  fee, 
I'm  in  love  with  fomebody  elfe ; — but  I  tell  you 
what — I  wi(h  you'd  let  me  keep  this  letter— I  (hould 
like  to  look  at  it  now  and  then  ;— and  if  I  thought 
nobody  look'd  at  me,  I  (hould  like — {looking  round 
with  anxiety)  Ohf  blefs  her  !  (kijfcng  the  Utter  vio- 
lently)— and  if  (he  were  prefent,  and  the  whole  world 
prefent,  I'd  ferve  her  in  the  fame  manner.  But 
adieu  !— and  with  fuch  friends  fear  not  fuccefs. 

'&.  Ortne.  And  with  fuch  friends  I've  confolation 
if  I  fail ;  for  the  beft  paflport  to  a  happier  world  is 
approbation  from  fuch  hearts  as  yours.     Farewell  1 

[Exit. 

Henry.  (JiiU gazing  on  the  letter.}  Oh  !  who  elfe 
ean  write  fuch  lovely,  fuch  bewitching— what 
other  female  hand  can— —Damme,  there  I  gy 
again — I  forget  her  Iadyfhip  ;  and  though  (he  ne- 
ver honour'd  me  with  any  fpcrcimens  of  her  penman- 
Ihip, — further  than  merely  writing  "  Pay  the  bear- 
er"—yet  with  her  elegant,  accomplifh'd  mind*  - 
Oh  !  if  (he  writes  but  as  (he  talks— then  is  her  ftyle 
all  tendernefs — all — (as  be  is  going). 

Enter  Robert  Grange. 

Robert.  Sir,  your  very  humble  fervant.  They 
told  me  you  were  here,  and  lb  I  did  come  to  ax 
your  honour  a  bit  of  a  queftion. 

Henry.  What !  a  poor  prifoner  !— 

Robert.  No;— thank  you  kindly,  fir— at  prefent  I 
do  outdoor  work  with  farmer  Night(hade  at  Ivy- 
farm  ;  and  he  did  (end  me  this  morning  to  ax  for 
a  new  ferving  lad ;  and  fo  I  did  think  the  beft  place 
to  hear  of  fuch  a  thing  was  the  public-houfc— and 
,    *  *  who 
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who  fliould  I  meet  there,  but  Thomas !— -your  man 
Thomas  : — and  fo  over  a  mug  of  ale— —he  !  he  ! 
•—by  gom!  —  if  it's  .(he,  (he's  a  lucky  lafs  ! 

Henry*  Who? — who  is  lucky  fir ? 

Robert.  Why  Bell— coufin  Bell  to  be  fure.  We 
do  think  after  getting  her  name  chang'd  to  Mifs 
This,  and  Miftrefs  That,  and  Widow  T'other, 
that  at  laft  (he  be  come  a  real  downright  lady  ;  my 
lady— oh  ay— my  Lady  Senfible  •,  and  you  fee,  I 
fhould  like  to  know  the  truth  of  the  matter  :  be- 
caufe  if  Bell  a  got  this  pre  fa  r  men  t,  it  wasn't  koind 
and  pretty  of  her,  to  let  poor  1  (lay  at  plough-— or 
her  fitter  Sal  cry  matches  and  (ell  alincompain— or 
her  brother  Jack,  for  a  (Tight  pig  affair,  be  fenc 
out  of  this  very  place  to  Botany-bay. 

Henry.  Blockead  !— Lady  Senfitive  your— — 
why,  (he'd  faint  at  the  idea ! 

Robert.  Faint! 

Henry.  Ay:  'twould  fo  (hock  her  fenfibility— * 

Robert.     Senfibili what !     (he  do  fob   and 

if  ream  and  latfgh  and  tumble[?— by  gom  1  it's  (he  ! 
—Bell  always  had  a  deadly  turn  for  fits  and  feeling 
and  flourilhing,  owing  to--{making  Jigns  of  drink* 
f»f)— that's  the  fatt — 1  know  ir,  you  fee,  becaufe 
fince  (he  left  the  farm  I've  been  fo  me  what  in  the 
flourilhing  way  myfelf ;  but  whilft  (he  ftaid,  I  had 
no  chance  of  any  fenfibility  at  all. 

Henry.  Rafcal !  {collaring  kim.)— If  I  werVt 
this  moment,  call'd  away,  I'd— —  but  I  know  your 
matter  wcil  i  and  if  he  don't  puni(h  you  for  this 
audacious  libel  on  the  idol  of  my  affections— oa 
the  lovely — the  divine  Honoria  ! 

Robert.  Honoria  ! — nan  ! 

Henry.  On  Lady  Senfitive  I  mean— plague  on't ! 
— to  be  between  wind  and  water,  is  one  thing— 
between  t\yo  fires,  another — but  between  two  wo- 
men ! — oh  BeUebub  himfelf  could  not  be  cool  in 
theconteft!  ^  [Exit. 

Robert. 
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Robert.(Clapping  on  bis  bat  and  ftrutting.*)  It's 
Ihc  J — coufin  Bell's  my  lady  ! — and  I— dang  it— I 
wonder  what  I  be ;  I  fuppofe  a  fort  of  a  man  of 
honour  at  lead— mayhap,  a  kind  of  a  half  lord; 
fomething  like  the  mayor  of  our  town  here.  But 
flop  now,  Bob— don't  you  be  counting  your  eggs 
before  you  are  fure  the  tht  g*s  fartain.— And  where 
to  learn  this  ?— Oh— from  his  uncle— I'll  go  afk 
him  direftly  j  and  if  I  find  I'm  really  of  this  pretty 
koind  of  pedigree,  and  you  come  cuffing  and  col- 

laring,  Mifter  Sapling I'd  better  take  care 

though— what  with  practice  and  leffons,  I  dare  fay 
Bell  has  taught  him  to  try  my  fenfibility  that  way 
alfo  [Exit. 

SCENE.— An  Apartment  in  Defauny  Houfe.— 
In  tbe  Flat  tbree  Gothic  Windows  formed  of 
Tranfparencies— the  Centre  Window  exhibiting 
the  Painting  of  the  «  Veftal  buried  alive,"  very 
large  and  marking — tbe  two  other  Windows  of  q 
UJs  Jize>  with  any  fancied  Trdnfpareneies.— 
Being  Night*  tbe  Windows  are  not  illuminated.— 
On  one  Side  is  a  PtBure  not  finijhtd,  with  Appa^ 
ratus  for  Painting  -,  on  tbe  other  a  Table*  with 
Books,  Papers,  and  Candles  upon  it. — Sir  Edward 
Delauny  and  Paul  Postpone  difcovered  fitting 
near  it. 

Sir  Edw.  Yes,  Sir, — my  conduft  needs  not  vin- 
dication; I  can  avow  it  to  the  world.— On  my 
acceffion  to  the  title  and  eftate,  I  found  this  wretch 
impriloned  for  atrocious  murder— his  wife  confin'd 
for  lunacy  incurable ;  and  whilft  refpeft  for  him  I 
reprefent  bids  me  feck  vengeance  on  the.  vile 
*  (Tallin,  humanity  ftill  prompts  me  to  (ecrete  the 
WreLf  hed  loft  Amelia.— Am  1  not  juftified  in  both  ? 

Paul.  Why,  I  don't  like  off-hand  opinions,  Sir 

Edward  j 
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fdward  •,  my  plan  is  to  recur  to  law  books  :— but 
rather  fancy  you've  no  power  over  the  lunatic. 
Sir  Edw.  No!— Then  read  .Sir  Frederick's 
vill — made  on  the  morning  of  his  death.  {Reads.) 
*c  I  die  in  pe^ce  with  my  unhappy  daughter,  and 
V  in  the  cafe  of  her  recovery,  bequeath  her  my 
deflate  for  life; — but  to  preferve  it  from  her 
?c  hufband's  power,  I  nominate  my  nephew  her 
?c  truftee,  and  on  her  death,  devife  the  whole  to 
cc  him."— Now,  is  (he  not  at  my  difpofal  ?— and 
if  the  villain  (hould  efcape  from  juftice,  (hall  he 
e'er  know  the  place  of  her  confinement  ?— -  No— ? 
liever. 

foul.  Nev*r! 

Sir  Edw.  No till  they  can  prove  (he's  re- 

ftor'd  to  rejafon— and  that's  a  hopeleli  profpeft  : — r 
none  dare  arraign  me  ! — But  to  prevent  his  ever 
interfering,  let  us  fecure  convidtion  ;  and  this  wit- 
jnefs— on  whofe  fele  evidence  his  fate  depends— 
this  ftage-ftruck  daughter,  who  profcflionally 
knows  all  arts,  all  ftratagems — oh !  if  (he  'fcape 
our  fearch,  is  there  no  other  way  ? 
JPauL  None  !  no  witnefs— po  verdift. 
Sir  Edw.  Then  let  me  hafte  again  to  feck  her; 

^nd  if  found of  courfe  you  have  prepar'd  the 

neceflary  procefs. 

Paul.  What  pro— oh  !  aye  : — the  fubpeena. 
Noj — I've  been  fo  taken  up  with  other  parts  of  the 

cafe but  I'll  tell  you  what — I'll  fill  it  up  this 

moment  {going  tdwards  the  table) — this  moment — 
{mufic  without).  Heh!  where's  that  delightful  mufic? 
Sir  Edw.  In  the  next  room — and  they'll  diftuFb 
*nd  interrupt  you. — 1*11  (lop  them  as  I  pafs. 

PauL  Don't,  en  my  account.  I  like  mufic — _ 
often  fing  a  merry  fong  myfelf — and  as  there's 
nothing  elfc,  after  filling  up  this  little  affair — 'gad 
I'll  make  one  amongft  them  {fitting  down  and 
beginning  to  write). 

Sir  Edw. 
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Sir  Edw.  You  forget — the  pleadings  are  not 
half  prepared,  and  every  moment  of  your  time  is 
precious  (as  be  is  going*  enter  Honoria).  Hono- 
ria  !  what  brings  you  here  ? 

Honoria.  1  come  by  Mrs.  Sapling's  orders,  to 
paint  a  copy  of  that  representation  of  the  "  Veftal 
buried  alive." 

Sir  Edw.  Well,  well,  difpatch— .for  it  (hall  be; 
rcmov'd — the  fight  is  hateful  to  me. 

Honoria.  Why  hateful,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Edw.  Why?— Oh  nothing,  nothing— but 
yonder's  my  folicitor,  and  mind  that  you  difturb  him 
not.  And  now,  Sir, — be  but  as  a&ive  and  as  zea- 
lous as  the  caufe  defcrves,  and  our  fuccefs  is  certain* 
(Exit.  Honoria  previoufly  feats  berfelf,  and  begins 
fainting  unfeen  by  Paul, — be  during  the  time  is 
writing.) 

Paul.  I'll  be  aftive— I'll now  that  I  call  a 

complete  idle  country  gentleman,  who  will  lee 
nobody  have  any  pleafure  but  himfelf ;  however, 
only  let  me  fill  up  this  infernal  procefs,  and  fee  if 
I  aVt  in  the  thick  of  the  mufical  party ;  for  after 
fuch  a  fag  as  this,  devil's  in't  if  I  mayn't  enjoy 
myfelf,  and  mufic's  a  thing  I'm  dotingly  fond  of. 
So«— ci  Hereford  (hire  to  wit'*  {writing).  "Lovely, 
lovely  Chloe 1"  (Jtnging.) 

Honoria.  (Painting.)  Upon  my  word— extremely 
well— pray  fing  on,  Sir. 

Paul.  Sing  on  !  (Looks  up%  fees  ber>  and  /miles.) 
Blefs  my  foul— another  thing  I'm  (b  doacingly  fond 
of !— -and  look  here  now— I  hav'n't  even  time  to— 
oh  you  little  rogue !— I  only  with  it  were  the  long 
vacation — but  as  it  is— "  Herefordfliire  to  wit,"— 
V  Lovely,  lovely  Chloe I"  {writing  andfinging.) 

Honoria.  That's  right,  you've  an  excellent 
voice,  and  I'd  rather  you'd  do  any  thing  than  carry 
On  this  cruel  profecution,  (rifes  and  comes  down  the 
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ftage).  Perhaps  by  fome  negleft  of  his,  St.  Orttie 
might  (till  be  fav'd— I'll  try— Oh  !  Lord,  here#s 
my  guardian. 

Enter  Sailing  with  mamtfeript  muftc  in  bis  band. 

Sapling.  Oh,  my  dear  Honoria !— what  (hall  I 
do  ? — where  (hall  I  go  ? — whom  (hall  I  apply  to  ? 
—Poor  Mrs.  Sapling,— and  poor  Mr.  Privilege ! 

Honoria.  What's  the  matter,  Sir  ? — any  accident? 

Paul.  (Putting  the  fubpana  in  bis  pocket,  and  com* 
ing  on  the  other  fide  of  Sapling.)— Aye,  what's  the 
matter,  Sir  ? — any  accident  i 

Sapling.  Dreadful— he's  taken  hoarfe!  now— an 
hour  before  the  fylvan  fSte,  Mr.  Privilege  is  taken 
hoarfe,  and  there's  an  end  of  his  and  my  wife's  duet. 

Paul.  An  end  of  their  duet ! 

Sapling.  ,Yes:  I  offer'd  to  take  his  part  here 
(pointing  to  the  paper) ;  but  it  feems  my  voice  is 
too  natural.  They  fay  Pm  no  finger,  becaufe  I 
don't  quaver,  and  jerk,  and  twift  my  body,  and 
make  horribly  ugly  faces — and  it's  very  wrong  of 
them— I  know  it's  all  affe&ation— for  I'm  fure  in 
their  hearts,  they'd  rather  hear  fuch  a  queer  fellow 
as  I  am,  fing  (c  Old  Ramjudrah,"  than  all  the  fine 
fiourifhing  longs  in  the  univerfe. 

Paul.  So  they  wou'd — and  at  the  end,  applaud, 
asl  applaud  at  the  opera. 

Sapling.  What !  do  you  applaud  at  the  opera  ? 

Paul.  Always— for  joy  .that  it's  over.— —-But 
you  want  a  fubftiture,  do  you  ?  {Looking  at  the  mufic 
—chuckling  and  fmilhfg.) 

Honoria.  He  does:  and  can't  you  recommend 
one,  Mr.  Poftpone  ? 

Paul.  I !— Oh  fie,  Ma'am  !— I  hope  you  don't 
infinuatc— — 

Honoria.  Speak  to  him,  guardian— his  vbice  is 
*nly  equal'd  by  hrs  modelly. — Nay :  you   krrow 

it's 
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it's  true :— and  by  yourtwn  account  you've  toil'd 
enough  for  this  day. 

Paul.  I  have— I've  work'd  like  a  horfe ;  anil  if 
I  thought  the  ladies  wilh'd  it — {going  to  take  the 
mufic  from  Sapling)— but  no — Sir  Edward  will  be 
angry. 

Sapling.  Nonfenfe  f— as  matter  of  the  houfc 
'twill  be  doing  him  a  favour. 

Paul  Will  it  ? 

Honoria.  To  be  fure,  and  you  wonft  be  out  of 
the  way,  you  know. 

Paul.  No  more  1  (hall.    (Jill  chuckling.) 
-    Sapling.  And  if  "you  refufe,  a  great  finger  mufli 
be  fent  for  at  a  great  expense/ 

Paul.  So  there  mull— and  if  I  fing  a  hundred 
fongs,  I  can  but  charge  6s.  and  %d.  each  ;— come 
along— give  me  the  part — let  forticbody  play  it  over 
—and,  once  in  my  life,  I  will  relax  for  half  an  hour. 

Sapling.  There's  a  noble  lawyer  for  you  ;— Oh 
1  wi(h  1  had  known  you  fooncr— you  fliould  have 
drawn  my  marriage  fettlement. 

Paul.  Never  mind — where  there's  law  and 
parchment  before  marriage,  there's  generally  law 
and  parchment  after;  and  if  any  little  accident 
(hould  happen — (wbifycrs  bim)— between  our- 
felves,    now-a-days  married  people  are  the  beft 

clients. But  come ; — and  don't  be  afraid  of  my 

being   natural— no — my  voice  is  like  an  inftru* 
ment. 

Sapling.  Ah  !  that's  the  true  ftyle.  But,  begging 
your  pardon,  if  it  be  the  fafhion  for  fine  lingers  to 
iefemble  inftrumtnts,  I  wilh  there  were  inftru- 
ments  to  refemble  fine  fingers :— then  they  might 
be  had  at  a  lefs  price — would  be  free  from  colds 
and  hoarfenefles— and  inftcad  of  Venice  and  Naples, 
they  might  be  manufa&ur'd  at  Sheffield  and  Birm- 
ingham. [Exeunt. 
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SCENE.— A  Road.— In  tbe  back  Ground,  large 
Gates  opening  to  a  Park— the  Trees  at  a  diftance 
are  jeen  illuminated — an  Orcbeftra  al/o — all  mark- 
ing *  Sylvan  fete. — Stage  partly  darken' d. 

Enter  Sir  Edward  Delauny  and  Servant  through 
the  Gates* 

Sir  Edw.  Difcover'd,  fay  you  \ — go  on— repeat 
tbe  joyful  welcome  tidings* 

Servant.  Yes,  Sir,  we  faw  her  dealing  out  of 
yonder  wood:  and  fo  whilft  William  (laid  to  watch 
and  to  obferve  her,  I  came  to  afk  your  further 
orders.  , 

Sir  Edw.  And  you  are  fure  it  is  Lauretta  St^ 
Ormc. 

Servant.  Quite,  Sir;  we  recolleft  her  on  the  fa* 
tal  morning— -and  fee  1  Ihe  comes  this  way. 

Sir  Edw.  Wifh'd  for,  enchanting  fight ;— go- 
inform  myfolicicor — bid  him  come  inftamly,  and 
bring  the  procefs  that  fecures  her— 1*11  ftay  myfelf, 
and  guard  her.        [Exit  Servant  through  tbe  gates. 

Enter  Lauretta  St.  Or  me. 

Lauretta.  Oh,  thanks  to  that  flickering  wood, 
that  hitherto  has  thus  preferv'd  me ;  and  if  I  reach 
again  my  lone  retreat,  none  but  a  father's  voice— 
jia!— What  lights  are  thofe  ?  furely  I  havVt  loft 
oh  yes— fear,  and^the  darknefsof  the  night, 
have  quite  mi  fled  me— Heavens  ! — let  me  fly— 

Sir  Edw.  {Advancing  before  her.)  Stay — pafs  not, 
I  command  you. 

Lauretta.  Oh,  for  mercy  ! 

Sir  Edw.  Mercy!  from  whom  ? — from  him  who 
xeprcfents  Sir  Frederick  ;  (Lauretta  Jbews  violent 
agitation.)*— Aye :  behold  your  mortal,  deadly 
foe  ;  who  long  has  fought,  but  now  will  never  lofe 
you. 

Lauretta. 
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Lauretta.  (Trying  to  crofs  bim.)  You  cannot— 
you  will  let  me  pais ;— confider,  by  detaining  me, 
you  make  me  guilty  of  the  very  crime  of  which 
you  charge  my  father. — He  gave  me  life: — will 
you  compel  me  to  deftroy  his  ? 
Sir  Edw.  Peace  ! — I'm  refolv'd. 
Lauretta.  (Falling  at  bis  feet.)  Look  at  me— 'tis 
(aid  I  bear*  a  ftrong  refemblance  to  my  mother—, 
my  poor  ill-fated  mother  !— and  (hall  my  rafhnefs 
rob  her  of  a  tender  hufband's  care  ?— -  Look— do  1 
not  remind  you  ? 

Sir  Edw.  You  do— and  therefore  is  your  prc- 
fence  ft  ill  more  hateful. — Yes : — (he  fir  (I  deba/ed 
our  noble  houfe's  name,  by  marrying  with  this 
outcaft. 

Lauretta.  (Still  kneeling.)  She  !— do  you  cenfurc 
her! 

Sir  Edw.  I  do;— and  to  complete  the  degrada- 
tion, did  (he  not  abroad  cxpofe  her  daughter  on  a 
public  ftage  ? 
Lauretta.  How! 

Sir  Edw.  Train  her  difgracefully  in  that  low, 
mimic  fchool 

Lauretta.  (Ri/ing.)  No,  Sir — that  fault  was  mine 
—1  law  her  perilhing  for  want— my  father  helplefs 
and  infirm — and  though,  as  a  woman,  mod  profef* 
fions  are  denied  me,  the  ftage  was  ftill  before  me  ! 
—and  I  (hall  ever  blefs  thofe  kind  approving  hearts 
that  fanftion'd  my  attempts-,  nor  call  that  path 
difgraceful,  that  leads  a  daughter  to  fupport  her 
parents. 

Sir  Edw.  Have  a  care — dare  not  to  vindi- 
cate— 

Lauretta.  Sir!— the  ftage  requires  not  vindica- 
tion  Is  it  a  crime  to  labour  to  inftrudt  and 

entertain  ?— Is  there  in  Shake  fpear's  hallow'd  lines 
fuch  ignorance  and  vice,  that  'tis  degrading  to  re* 

peat 
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peat  them  ? — No,  Sir, — the  day  of  prejudice  is  paft 
—in  public  life,  let  there  be  private  virtue,  and 
the  poor  player  will  be  more  refpefted,  than  thofc 
who  cenfure  and  defpife  her  1 

Enter  Henry  Sapling. 

Henry*.  So  (he  is— and  every  body  fhould  refpeft 
aftors — becaufe  they  always  pay  fufch  handfome 
compliments  to  us  Bririfh  failors. 

Lauretta.  Heavens,  Mr.  Henry ! 

Sir  Edw.  Aye,  Sir — what  brings  you  here  ? 

Henry.  I  came  to  claim  your  promiie,  Sir  Edward 
—as  vifitor  at  your  houfe,  by  my  uncle's  intro- 
duction, you  bade  me  a(k  for  what  I  like— now  I 
don't  aflc  fuch  fcrious  favours  of  you,  as  (hooting 
or  fifhing  on  the  beft  part  of  the  manor — becaufe, 
I've  heard,  it  only  puts  you  country  gentlemen  to 
the  trouble  of  whifpering  your  game-keeper,  to  take 
one  to  your  neighbour's  grounds— no — in  the  way 
oTfpoir,  1  fimply  beg  leave  to  carry  off  this  bird  of 
pa'ffage!  {Taking  Lauretta's  band.) 

Sir  Edw.  'Sdeath,  Sir--— I  infift— (gang  to  pari 
stem). 

Henry.  And  I  infift,  Sir,— I  knew  her  in  a 
country  where  there  are  fome  favagcls ;  but  none 
bad  enough  to  wifti  her  to  convift  her  father— or 
if  there  were,  do  you  think  I'd  fuffer  it  ? — no — I'm 
afraid  of  only  one  human  being,  and  3s  (he's  at  an 
agreeable  diftancc,  I  wifti  you  good  night,  Sir 
Edward. 

Sir  Edw.  Hold,  Sir,— defift  \—(Noife  offtamping 
with  feet  without^  Sir  Edward  looks  round.),  Ha ! 
I  defy  you  now — for  here  comes  one  vetted  with 
legal  power  to  farure  her !— Dare  you  contend 
againft  the  law  ? 

Henry.  No— but  I  dare  run  from  it— and  I'm 
fure  you  ought  to  thank  me,  Sir  Edward :  for  now 

you 
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you  may  enjoy  your  ♦rveniog's  fete— but  if  I  hadn't 
relieved  you  from  this  little  burthen,  (pointing  to 
Lauretta,)  all  the  roufic  of  the  fphercs  cou'dn'd 
have  cheer'd  you— come,  Lauretta,  this  is  the  firft 
time  I  ever  fled  from  an  enemy  j  but  if  by  my  re- 
treating you  cfcape,  'twill  be  the  proudeft  vi&ory  % 
.  J  ever  gajn'd  J  [Exit  with  Lauretta* 

pnter   immediately    from    the    Park   Gate    Paul 
Postpone,  the  MS.  Muficin  bis  Hand. 

Sir  Edw.  Now,  fir — are  you  completely  ready  ? 

Paul.  Quite,  fir,-*-4*  To  *rms,  to  arms/'i ,     p 
{Humming  tune,  find  then  recollefting  biwfelf.)—0\i9 
I  beg  pardon,  I  thought  it  was  Mr.  — —  but  I 
perceive  now,  you  want  the  fubpqena-r-here  it  is-*  , 
all  prepared  you  fee. 

Sir  Edw.  I  dOfff<-afld  look,  yonder  goes  Lau« 
retta— follow  her— make  fprc  of  her*  and,  left  her 
champion  fljould  moled  you,  and  my  appearance 
may  be  thought  vindictive,  I'll  feek  and  fend  af-  . 
fiftaoce.  Away— lofe  not  a  moment— my  happi* 
nefs,  my  reputation— nay,  my  life  depends  on 
your  fuccefs.  [ife/7. . 

PauLm  I'll  do  it — I'll  fcrve  the  procefs  in  fpite 
of  her  and  all  her  champions. — (As  be  is  goings  4 
fiourijh  of  grand  martial  rnufic  is  beard.)*— Blefs  my 
foul !  it's  beginning  }  the  mufic  is  beginning !  and 
now  at  the  moment,  when  1  fhould  have  cut  fuch 
a  figure.-— Was  there  ever  fuch  an  infernal  la- 
borious profefiion  ?  (looks  out.)—  Yes;  there  they 
are  all  ieated— all  the  fweet  beautiful  ladies,  wait* 
ing  to  applaud  my  vocal  and  inftrumeptal  powers- 
dear  1  dear!  Wou'dn't  it  be  time  enough  to  ferve 
the  fubppena  early  to-morrow  morning?  I've 
often  put  it  off  till  the  lad  moment ;  and  no  man 
living  has  ever  loft— I  mean,  gain'd,  more  caufej 
than  I  have  done.— But  then,  Sir  Edward  And  his 
reputation !— Oh<— I  muft  go  after  her* 

C  pnt# 
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Enter  Sapling  through  the  Park  Gates,  baJWy. 

Sapling.  Oh,   Lord!  Fmfo  glad  I've  found  you. 
Come  along—  {taking  bis  arm.)  The  fweet  crea- 
tures are  all  on  the  tip- toe  of  expectation. 
'  Paul.  I  know  it.     So  am  I — but  look,  look  at 
that  tormenting  witnefs. 
'Sapling.  Witnefs !— Where  ?— I  fee  nobody. 
%  Paul.  Don't  you  ! — faith  ! — no  more  do  I. 

Sapling.  Np:  whoever,  they  arc,  they're  fafely 
out  of  fight  for  this  night.— So— nonfenfe  !  fluff! 
put  it  off  till  day-light ;  and  now  it's  the  aflizes, 
rdcolleft  you've  a  right  to  enjoy  yourfelf !— Isn't 
it  a  part  of  the  bufinefs  to  have  balls — concerts — 

Paul.  So  it  is  ;  and  if  barrifters  partake  of  them, 
why  not  attornies  ?— damme,  I  won't  be  the  (lave 
I  have  been ! — I'll  let  my  genius  take  its  bent  j 
and  if  it  ordains  me  mufical,  it's  a  better  trade  than 
mine— more  profit— lefs  trouble— 

Sapling.  Aye  :  and  as  a  reward  for  your  labours, 
applaufe  and  repetition ;  but  in  law  !— now  I  only 
afk,  Who  ever  claps  a  declaration  ? 

Paul.  No  :  or  who  ever  encores,  a  bill  in  Chan- 
cery ?— come  along.— "  To  arms!  to  arms!  we 
heroes  cry. — Huzza  !  to  vidtory  !"  [Exeunt Jinging 
to  grand  martial  mufic%  which  continues  after  the 
dropping  of  the  curtain. 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE.-*-^  apartment  in  Delauny  Houfc* 
Enter  Mrs.  Sapling  and  Honoria. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Pofitivcly,  Honoria,  I  will  not 
liflcn  to  you.  You  really  muft  marry  Mr.  Privi- 
lege— and  (ban — very  foon  ! — for  my  own  wedding 
is  gone  by,  and  I  begin  to  want  fomething  new 
dreadfully. 

Honoria.  Nay,  Madam  :  when  Pve  told  you  that 
from  early  life,  my  heart  has  been  another's  ■ 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Simple  thing !— (he  don't  know 
that  hearts'  have  been  out,  ever  fince  pin-money  and 
feparate  eftabliflimcnts  came  in.  And  furely  you 
don't  compare  the  elegant  Mr.  Privilege  with  this 
barbarous  failor  gentleman? — In  the  firft  place, 
the  man  has  no  voice. 

Honoria.  No,  Ma'am ;  no  more  has  Mr.  Sap- 
ling. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  No  voice ! — my    hufband  ! . 

Oh,  I  underftand— - yqu  mean  that  I  play  the  firft 
jnftrument? — Vaftly  well !— and  fo  you  frail  find, 
Ma'am— though  a  widow— -though  not  quite  fo  * 
young  and  ftriking  as  Mifs  Honoria — there  is 
nowadays  this  confolation— old  women  never  go 
by — and  whilft  my  voice  lafts,  neither  his  nor 
yours  (hall  be  heard,  I  promife  you. 

Honoria.  No,  Madam  :  and  till  my  guardian 
c  2  Khali 
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fhall  afiert  his  rights,  I  have  no  hope  of  happincfi 
orjifcnry.  -  [Exit* 

^Mrs.  Sapling.  Nwe-  if  'twere  only  for  his  in- 
folent  infinuations.— Brute!—  monfter !  —  to 
fpeak  fuch  home  truths— to  fay  I  dreaded  feeing 
my  hufband  on  horfcback,  becaufe  his  fortune  was 
in  annuity,  when  every  body  knows  my  love  for 
poor  little  Sappy  is fo  violent — fo.»    » 

Entir  Paul  Postpone  and  Sapling. 

Paul.  I  fay  the  fault's  yours-<-and  fol'll  tell  my 
client  again  and  again. 

Sapling.  Then  I  fay  you  are  a  bafe  flanderous 
perfon. 

Mrs.  Sapling,  Mercy !— What's  the  matter, 
gentlemen  ? 

Paul.  The  matter,  Ma'am  ! — Why  the  affizes 
have  began  j  and  owing  to  this  feducing  deceiver, 
our  only  witnefs  has  efcap'd.— You  know  it,  fir, 
You  bade  me  put  it  off  tilt  day-light  \  and  now,  for 
the  firft  time,  I  (hall  be  fet  down  as  an  idle,  diffi- 
pated 

Sapling.  And  fo  you  ought — for  the  tjiufic 
didn't  content  you— no— you  in uft  dance  alfo— and 
play  billiards  alfo — and  bet  againft  time  alfo. 

Paul.  Don't  you  talk  of  betting  againft  timet 
Didn't  you  offer  to  trot  on  your  own  feet  againft 
poft  horfes,  and  draw  phaifes  with  your  own  hands 
againft  dray  horfes  ?— In  fad,  didn't  you  fo  com- 
pletely prove  yoarfelf  a  four-ltrgg'd  animal,  that  at 
iopper,  when  you  afk'd  for  ham  and  fowl,  the  com* 
pany  begg'd  you'd  (land  on  no  ceremony,  but  call 
for  nay  and  corn  as  if  you  were  alone? 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir,  we  have  traced  young  Mr,  Sap* 
1  z  ling 


DELAYS   AND   BLUNDERS.  3/ 

ling  and  the  lady — they  took  the  road  towards  Ivy 
Farm — and  Mifa  Lauretta  is  difguifed  in  boy's 
clothes.     . 

Paul  Difguis'd  in  boy's  cloth?*  ! 

Servant.  Xcs,  fir— in  a  green  coat— white  waift- 
toat — round  hat  — 

Paul  {JVriting  it  down  in  a  memorandum  book}. 
Enough;  that*  with  her  effeminate  appearance,  is 
full  description.-— Shew  The  way,  and,  free  from  dif* 
fipated  company)  1*11  fecure  her,-— {Looking  at 
Sapling.)-—  Madam*  yours,— If  at  any  time  you 
want  legal  redrefs — and  with  fuch  a  fafliionable  huf- 
band,  the  thing's  not  at  all  unlikely— there's  my 
card:  neat  houle— ind  charming  accommodation 
for  you  and  the  female  p irt  of  the  family  i— but  for 
the  male— extremely  lorry,  but  there's  no  liable 
on  the  premifes.  [Exit. 

Sapling.  Si  able!  Make  me  out  a  four  leg'd  animal! 
— Excufe  me,  my  dear— -but  nobody  (hall  take 
fuch  liberties  with  me  but  yourfelf.  Betides,  to 
fuppofc  l\i  even  name  a  horfe,  when— — 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Oh,  the  odious  creatures !— for 
Heaven's  fake,  don't  let  them  make  me  a  difcon- 
folate  widow  a  fecond  time,  Mr.  Sapling. 

Sapling.  They  (haVt.— You  (ha- n't  be  a  widow, 
my  darlinga~and  what's  more,  Honor ia  (hall  be  a,'. 
wife— (he  (hall  marry  Privilege  direfily  j  and  as 
for  Mr.  Henry— leave   him  to  me*— I've   laid   a 
train  that  will  blow  him  out  of  water. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  A  train  ! 

Sapling.  Mum  !  He  keeps  a  lady*— Robert 
Orange,  a  Yorklhireman,  informs  me  he  keeps  a 
coufin  of  his  in  London ;  fo  what  do  you  think  I've 
done? — feni  Robert  off exprefs*  bid  him  tell  his 
couGn  of  Henry's  love  affair  with  Honoria— and 
then  you  know,  down  comes  her  ladyfhip— (he 
gives  it  him  one  way— Honoria  another — Robert 
another— 

c  3  Mrs.  Sapling. 
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.Mrs*  Sapling  (Laughing).    So  they  do*— Poor  ' 
wretch  !r—  What  will  become  of  him  ? 

Sapling.  Aye  :  he  may  ftand   againft  the  can-  t 
non's  roar; — but  two  jealous  women,  backfd  by  a 
Yqrkfliireman— -damme,    the  rock    of  Gibraltar 
could  not  refift  their  artillery.  , 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Oh  delightful! — Mr.  Privilege 
is  now  in  the  park  ;  and  I'll  immediately  inform 
him. — But  though  this  is  very  well  for  fuch  wo- 
men as  Honoria  and  her  felf-created  ladyflbip^  it 
won't  do  in  falhionable  life— you'll  never  find  me 
jealous,  Mr.  Sapling* 

Sapling.  No — nor  me,  my  dear.  When  I  hint 
tfrat  you  fometimes  fpeak  and  look  too  kindly  on 
your  admirers— it  isn't  jealoufy  1— iio-r-it's  pity 
— general  pity  for  mankind. —  I  w>ilh  you  to  be 
rnercifu),  and  fpare  thefe  murdering  fmiles — ■ — ■ — 
■  Mrs*  Snpttng.  Do  you  ?— Well  !  Perhaps  I 
will  Ipe  -merciful — adieu  1  You  really  improve  every 
J^our,  Mr*  Sapling.  [Exit  fmilipg. 

Sapling^l.dol—Vm  finilh'd  !— it's  very  odd, 
though— if  I  werVt  convinced  that  jealoufy  was 
out  of  faljhion,  I  fhould  be  femetimes  like  Othello 
— quite  black  in  the  face  with  it ! — for  here's  Mr. 
Privilege — how, can  I  tell  but  (he  may  goon  pity- 
ipg  him,  till  every  body  pities  me.  Very  well  I 
—I  know  how  tp  be  tven  with  her— I  can  go  hunt- 
ipgjand  breatxriy  neck  at  any  time. 

Enter  Gkoom. 

:  0^w,..Sir !— Sir  I — Your  favourite  hunter— 
J§  Sapitng.  Hu(h ir— lower — or  your  miftrefs   may. 

hear  yoy. 
^  Grqoyi.  Sir,  your  poor  mare  Arabella,  is  fo  low 

fpirited   for  want  of  hunting,  that  1  do  think  the 

next  time  I'  take  her  to  the;  river,  fhc'll  coolJy  lay. 

down  and  drown  herfclf. 

Sapling., 
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Sapling.  Poor  Arabella!— flic's  a  charming 
goer ;  and  if  your  miftrefs  would  give  me  an  op- 
portunity, William — but  no— (he's  (o  loving— fo 
dutiful— fb  conftant— 

Groom.  Ah  !— it's  av  thoufand.  pities,  jfir — b6t 
perhaps  miftrefs  mayn't  be  always  fo,  fir, 

Sapling.  No  ! — Why  not,  fir  ?— Have  you  heard 
any  thing  ? 

Groom.  Not  at  prefenr,  fir— but  1  hope  for  the 
beft. 

Sapling.  You  do  5  do  you  ? — Leave  the  room. 
_No— flop — follow  me  to  the  library,  and  I'll  give 
you  a  prefcripron  for  the  mare: — and  as  to  your 

wifhing  your  mafterto  he  a ;  no,  fir,,  I    am 

fufficiently  falhionable  without  that  embellifh- 
ment.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE. — A  lone  Farm-Houfe,  with  much  marked 
Defolation  around  it. 

Enter  Hfnry  Sapling  and  Lauretta  St.  Orm*. 
Lauretta  is  difgutjed  in  Boy's  Cloaibs. 

Henry.  Come,  come,    cheer  up.— Look— yon- 
'der's  Ivy  Farm— the  lone  fcquefter'd  houe  we  arc 
in  fearch  of; — and  thus  difguia'd,  and  introduced  as 
fervant  to  the  farmer ■ 

Lauretta.  Aye:  but  the  time — the  time!— 
think  in'  a  few  fhort  hours,  my  father  will  be  lum- 
mon'd  to  the  awful  fcenr,  and  if  he  blefles  not  the 
daughter  who  preferves  him,  he'll  curfe  the  parri- 
cide whole  rafhnefs  has  deftroy'd  him. — Oh  !  %I 
can't  bear  the  recollcflion.  Hide  me  from  hea- 
ven, the  wprld,  and  from  myfelf. 

Henry.  No — I'll  only  h'de  you  from  your  cne* 
mit-s — Hufh — ftand  afide — fomebody  approaches 
{Tbey  retire  behind  the  wing  ) 

£  4  Enter 
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JLnWr  from  the  Hcufc  Sternly  and  Farmer  Night- 
shade. 

Stern/y.  Enough— I'll  tell  Sir  Edward;— Good 
day! 

Nigbtjhade*  Gobd  day  ! 

SteMy.  Remember  now-^bc  more  than  ever 
iv^ry; 

Nigbtjbade.  Fear  not— this  fecUres  me  (Jbewing 

purfti    and  exit  Sternly)  t    but  plague  on't ;  I 

can't  manage  without  a  lervant  j  end  this  York- 

'  {hire  rafcal  that  I  fent  for  one — what  the  devil  is 

become  of  him  ? 

Henry  (Looking  out  from  bibind  the  wing).  It's 
he!— I  know  him  now  (comes  forward  with  Lai*- 
ltETTA~)r— •  So,  Matter  Nightftmie,  you  want  * 
lervant,'  don't  you  ? 

Nigbtjbade.  1  do,  Squire  Sapling — want  one 
mainly— and  fent  my  ploughcuan 

Henry.  I  know  it,— n-and  Pve  brought  one*—  retf 
(pointing  to  Lauretta) — I'm  fure  you'll  take 
my  recommendation. 

Nigbtjbade.  That  I  will*  fir— and  thank  you  fqt 
this  timely  fervice  \±~* «—  befides,  1  like  the  lad's 
countenance^—he  looks  difcrtet  and  trutty  : — come 
along,  boy.— Only  this,  fir, — I  hope  he  don't 
mind  foJitudc — we  fee  nobody  at  Ivy  Farm. 

Henry.  All  the  better— isn'c  it,  boy  ?*— —there 
•—now  you're  fife,  till  I  inform  your  father,  and 
return  (afide  /*  Lauretta). — Adieu  ! — —You've 
get  a  treafurt,  Ntghtfhade; 

Higbtfbade.  I  think  I  have,  fir'  -and  as 

to  my  lazy  Yorkfliireman— if  he  don't  come  home 
direftly,  he  (ha'n'c  come  home  ar  all* 
'    Henry.  And  ferve  him  right  (NjghtShade  and 
'Lauretta  *#**»/)*— Low-lifed*  fcurrilous  block- 
head !«-I  dare  fay  he  is  now  all  the  time  at  the 

public- 
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publtc-houfe,  boafting  that  he's  coufin  to  a  lady.— 
Well— with  all  my  heart — I  onty  know  it  is  impof- 
fible  he  can  be  a  coufin  to  ray  lady.— —^  Yes:  — 
there's  a  native  elegance^-a  fort  of  noble  inde- 
fcribable — and  I'd  a  dream  that  fo  jeviv'd  and 
rivetted  my  love — {going>)+-Heh !  who  is  walking 
yonder  with  that  coxcomical— By  heaven  1  Ho- 
horia,  and  the  bufband  tlfey  defign  her!*— and  fee 
—he  kneels  to  her— he  kififes  her  hand— and  (he 
permits  it  1 — So,  fo— (he  likes  him— (he  prefers 
him  ! — Oh  I  after  all,  give  me  the  woman  who 
turns  off  cooks  and  lap-dogs  ;  not  her  who  felefls 
privileg'd  men— and  that  decides  it.  — —  I'm  for 
her  ladyfhip  and  London. 

Enter  Thomas  baftily* 

nomas*  Sir,  Lady  Senfitive  has  fent  me  poft- 
hade  with  this  letter. 

Henry.  I'm  glad  on*t.— I  long  to  hear  from  her 
— I  figh  to  fee  her  dear  delicious  hand  !— Oh,  that 
*-that  for  the  falie  Honoria's  letter  {taking  it 
from  bis  pocket,  and  throwing  it  down).— Now 
let  me  dwell  on  a  fuperior  compofition— (r^fcfr), 
u  You  know  too  well  my  tender  nature ;  and  if 
"  you  do  not  fct  off  for  London  dire&ly,  you  will 
u  never  fee  me  more."— —Sweet  innocent !  how 
I  have  neglected  her !— {reading  on,)  <c  Never,  you 
"falt-water  favage  !— Thanks  to  your  uncle,  Bob 
w  ts  arriv'd— my  York(hire  coufin  Bob,  fir ! — and 
<rif  you  don't  quit  this  Mifs  Honoria  Thingam- 
"  bob,  I'll  come  down** (hoot  you— (lab  her— 
"and  poifon  myfelf! — My  head  goes  round  and 
"round— I  wrire  this  between  my  fits— and  have 
"already  emptied  the  laudanum,  hartfhorn,  and 
•*  all  the  other  bottles  in  the  houfe.—  Yours,  &c. 
•*  A.  Senfitive."-*—  Pheugh!  {trembles  and  lets 
the  Utter  fall.)  —  1  (hall  have  a  fit  myfelf— Thomas ! 

you 
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you  ddrv'c  believe  chat  is  her  lady  (hip's  hand,  do 
you,  Thomas? 

Thomas.  Sir,  I  faw  her  write  it. 

Henry.  Did  you,  Thomas  ?— Perhaps  then  I 
didn't  r<rad  lit  rightly— 1-1*11  jnft  look  again— {Takes  * 
up  Hokokia'*  Utter  bymiftake,  and  reads*.—"  One 
«*  who  pities  nhe  unfortunate— who  was  the  friend 
•c.of  Mfs.:  St.  Orcae/**-*-— Confu&on,  lhame— 
(iurjls  Mo  tears).— ~Qh  tot>\  I  fool ! — And  you* 
fir, — you,*  who  muft  have  known  this  grofs  decep- 
tion—— . 

.  1  to  mas.  Nay,  fir*— -what  could  I  do  ?— nothing 
would  opea  yourcyts-4*nothing! — for  don't  you 
remember,  in  oner  of  her  Paintings,  when  yoitfenc 
for  the  great  phyfician? 

Henry.  1  do — and  'itead  of  phyfic,  he  prefcrib'd 
bank  notes  ^ — and  an  putting  a  twenty  potjnd;,one 
into*  her  hand,  (he  leer*d  at  it,  jump'd  upland 
went  (hoppingdireftly  I—Oh,  I  perceive  it  now — 
.brought  u_p  pt  fea  and  in  (he  country,  I  know  but 
little,  of  the  world,  and  never  (hall — feeing  no  joy 
in  gui.lt  myfclf,  I  can't  conceive  how  others  fhouldi 
,-purlueir. 

Thomas.  Aye :  but  how  will  you  flop  her,  fir  i 

(he'li.cbine  down    and    kill   us    all,    and Oh 

Lord-,— here  (he  is— TVm  .  frighten'd  out  of  m/ 
jfenfes.     ,  t 

Henry.  FrightenM  [—-at  what,  blockhead  i 
{trembling  and  turning  away. )— Look  out*— (iocs  (he 
iccm  very  Violent?  ■      ,  \  . 

Thomas.  No,  fir — Now  I  look  again,  it  feems 
0. different  perfon. 

Henry  {looking).  Yes :  it  is  a  different;  perfon 
— Honoria  ftyifig  frdm  fier  lover !  treating  him 
with  fcorn  and  indignation  !— and  look  here  now-— 
I'm  more  afraid  of  her  than  of  the  others — I  can*! 
encounter  her  kind  virtuous  (miles,  becauic  1  feel 

IdonV 
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I  don't  defervc  them— I'm  all  perplexity  ani  fear 
—pick  up  the  letter — come  along  this  moment ; 
and  if  you'd  n  rv/er  be  the  wretch  that  I  am,  take  a 
wife,  Thomas — Oh,  there's  rapture  in  the  word— 
a  wife  to  mi-  is  a  (hip  well  rnan'd,  a  prosperous 
p'<lor,  a  fuccefsful  voyage,  victory,  prize  money, 
and  firft  lord  of  the  admiralty. 

[Exit  with  Thomas. 

Enter  Honoria  hafiilj. 

Honoria.  Gone  !  avoid  me  ! — leave  vie  to  the 
mercy  of  this  infulttng  coxcomb  !-*-Surely  it  was 
Henry  :  but  perhaps  he  faw  me  not ;  or  if  he  did, 
knew  not  the  ferious  danger  I'm  expofed  to.— 
Alone,  unprotcfteii,  and  menae'd  by  an  artful 
'wretch,  whole  heart's  unmanly  as  his  form  ;  who, 
with  a  K>ok  effeminate,  conceals  a  favage  and  fero- 
cious mind.  Ho*  {hall  I  fhun  him  ?— how  reach 
home  in  fafety  ? 

Enter  Paul  Postpone  and  Servant. 

Paul.  Very  well*  that's  Ivy  Farm-,  and  Lau- 
retta is  difguis'd  in  a  green  coat,  white  waiftcoar, 
round  hat— enough.  Tell  Sir  Edward  that  the 
witnefs  is  fecure,  and,  in  law  or  in  mufic,  that 
Paul  is  firft  fiddle- 

'  Honoria.  Oh,  Mr.  Poftpone,  I'm  fo  glad  to  fee 
you.  Now  I'm  fafe— I'm  lure  you'll  give  "pro- 
te&ion  to  a  timid,  helpiefs  woman. 

Paul.  That  I  will— but  as  I  told  you  before, 
St  muft  be  in  the  long  vacation*— I  hav'n't  a  mo- 
ment now— unlefs,  indeed— Lord  !  (he's*  quite 
overcoming — and,  if  I  thought  witnefs  wouldn't 
efcape  again— but  no,  no-^away,  Cupid  1  Remem- 
ber it's  the  affizes.— [Croffes  Honoria  to  go  into 
.  Farm-Houft.) 

Honoria. 
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Honcria.  Then  I  muft  protect  myfclf— tfor  yon* 
Act's  my  tormentor,  ftill  feeking  to  infult  mc— fir, 
]  (ha))  not  reproach  you,  but  when  expos'd  to  in* 
faience  and  peril 

Paul  (not  regarding  ber,  but  looking  out).  Oho ! 
-*— are  you  there,  my  little——  cc  toll  dc  foil  lolk" 
—(&*&*£  and  capering  ) 

lienor  ia.  How  ! — treat  me  with  ridicule  and 
fcorn  ? — Oh  Henry  !  is  it  not  hard  that  none  have 
feeling  to  defend  and  fave  me  ?  [Exit* 

Paul  (Jlill  looking  out  and  recurring  to  bis  pocket 
bock).  Green  coat !  white  wailtcoat  !  round  bat  1 
— "  toll  de  roll  loll." 

*  Enter  Privilege  bajlily. 

(N.  B.  previoufly  to  this  Scene,  be  muft  appear  in 
Grteen  Coat,  &c.fo  as  to  refemble  Lauiutta'j 
Drefs  as  nearly  as  pojftble.) 

Privilege.  There  fhe  goes.  Oh  Lord!  how  I 
am  fatigu'd  !—  But  Pll  after  her ! 
.  Pbul  {coming  before  him,  failings  and  putting 
bis  bat  before  bis  fact  wttb  one  bandy  and  with  the 
other  offering  the  fubpeena).  Take  it,  will  you?— 
I'm  naturally  io  modeft  and  <  ■.     Really  the 

very  thought  makes  me  blufh  fo,  that  upon. my 
foul  I'm  afham'd  to  look  at  you.  Take  it*  will 
you  ? 

Privilege.  Afliam'd  to  look  at  me  ?  Why  *rbo 
the  devil  are  you  I  and  what's  this  ? 

Paul.  The  fubpeena,  you  cunning  little  rogue  1 
and  the  next  time  you  difguife  yourfclf,  do  it  bet- 
ter— for  to  pay  you  the  compliment  that's  due  te 
you,  fo  far  from  any  thing  coarfc  or  mafculine, 
<curie  me  if  ever  I  law  a  more  feminine  delicate 
creature  io  my  life  >  never  (—-and  1  lhan't  wane 

gallantry 
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gallantry— no,  as  you  are  fatigu'J,  you  (hall  have 
a  horfc  f  and  hark'ye,  a  nice  Tofc  fide  raddle  ! 

Privilege  (croffing  him).    Stand, by,  fir;  this  is 
fome  contrivance  of  Honoria's,  but  it  Qian'c  amuie 
roe  from  my  purpofe ;  no,  111  inftancly  purfue  her : 
and  for  you,  fir  ;  dare  not  to  follow  me  j  dare  not . 
Co  affront  a  privileg'd  man.  [Exit. 

Paul.  Man !  that's  a  good  joke  *,  as  if  nature 
ever  meant  fuch  a  thing  as  chat,  for  one  of  my  noble  > 
gender  ?— And  ^s  to  her  ftrutting  and  bluftering; 
does  (he  think  I  don't  know  oncfex  from  another?' 
Pooh;  go  where  (he  will,  I'll  go  after  her;  and 
bring  her  before  the  Court,  if  it's  only  for  a  libel 
on  the  nation  *,  for  if  it  con  fitted  of  no  better  men 
than  (he  is,  we  fhould  be  all  Bond-ftreet  beaus, 
men-ipiilincrs,  butterflies,  and  jackadandies.  [Exit. 

SCENE— Infide  of  the  Farm*HokJe%  Stairs  leading  to 
a  large  dark-coloured  Door,  a  great  Iron  Chain 
acrofi  it%  Chairs*  Table  with  a  Jug  upon  it, 

£nter  Nightshade  i/u/Lavretta  St.  Orme, 

Nigbtjhade.  Aye  aye,  if  you  like  retirement, 
this  is  the  houfe  for  you.  In  the  firft  place,  yoq 
are  never  to  ftir  out %  and  when  I  do,  you  are  to 
expert  to  be  lock'd  in. 

Lauretta.  Lock'd  in,  fir ! 

Nigbtjhade.  Ay :  and  you  are  not  to  write  leu 
ters  or  receive  any  ;  and  on  no  account  to  admit 
fifitors. 

Lauretta.  No,  fir ! 

Night/bade,  No — you  are  to  fee  nobody,  but 
pyyfelf,  a  nurfr,  and  another  perfon :  I00I9  at  that 
door,  that  with  the  chain  acrofs  it. 

Lauretta,  I  fee,  fir ;  you  terrify  me  beyond  de- 
feriptioo  :  let  me  go. 

Nigbtjhade. 
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Highijbade.    Nohfenfe  ! 'tisn't    to    imprifon 

you  ;  no,  'tis  fetur'd  in  that  manner  for  fecret  pur- 
pofcs;  and,  when  afliftance  is  rt-quir'd,  you  mult 
be  ready  to  afford  it.  And  now,  Pve  told  you  your 
employment,  do  as  your  prcdeceffor  us*d  to  do- 
come  (fitting  down  and  taking  tbejug)9  enliven  mc 
with  a  fong. 

Lauretta  {looking  at  the  door  with  great  agitation). 
Sir,  I 1 

Night/hade.  Nay,  I  am  matter  here,  and  will 
not  be  refus'd — fing,  I  infift  ^  it  will  amufe  us  alt, 

I^auretta/a^j — Nightshade  falls  aftcep. 

SONG. 

Once  happy  in  a  peaceful  home, 

Of  Fortune's  gifts  I  afk'd  no  other; 
A  prifon's  now  my  father's  docm; 

And  fay,  oh  fay,  where  art  thou,  mother  ! 

If  thou  h£(t  prefs'd  a  lucklefs  bier 

Of  vitfimsl  Death  !  Oh  take  another; 

Or,  if  immur'd  in  cavern  drear, 
Boldly  I'll  fly  to  fave  my  mother. 

(After  the  fong^  voice  within.)  Lauretta ! 

Lauretta.  Ha  !  that  voice  ! 

(Voice within.)  Help!  help,  Lauretta !    , 

Lauretta.  My  mother,  it  is  my  mother's  voice! 
(running  towards  door  and  beginning  to  unbar  it). 

Night/bade  (waking,  jlarting  up,  and  feeing  her). 
Hold— Who  bid  you  unbar  the  door  ? 

Lauretta.  Inftindt,  which  impels  the  offspring 
to  affift  its  parent !  (Lauretta  throws  back  the 
chain,  door  opens  and  dif covers  a  dreary  apartment, 
lamp  hanging  in  it ;  Mrs.  St.  Orme  falls  in  Lau- 
retta's arms.) 

Nightjhade  (advancing  to  feize  Mrs.  St.  Orme). 
Stir  no^  (he's  my  priloner. 

Enter 
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Enter  Henry  Sapling. 

•  Henry  (feizing  Nightshade).  And  you're 
mine. — If  taking  prifoners  be  the  plan,  a  Britifh 
failor  'gain ft  the  world,  my  boy. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.,  Lauretta!  though  thus  dif- 
gui&'d,  I  trace  each  well- know  a  feature ;— and  that 
bounteous  power  that  long  Once  bleft'd  me  with 
returning,  health,  rcftor'd  my  harafs'd  and  difor-. 
der'd  mind,  now  makes  me  feel  the  bleffing  ten 
times  o'er  ;  for  I  behold  and  know  my  child  again. 
Oh  !  I'm  mod  grateful4.— but  that  ftranger— is  he 
not  a  foe?. 

Henry;  Heaven  forbid,  Madam* 

Lauretta.  No,  he's  the  beft  of  friends,  and  will 
conduit  you  to  my  father. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  Your  father ! — Never  !  never  1 
.  Lauretta.  Never  !  . 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  No,  his  falfehood  firft  derangM 
me;  and  that  he  fince  has  doom'd  m*  to  captivity, 
I  have  unanfwerable  proof— His  letter ;  oh,  his 
letter  written  to  the  late  Sir  Frederick,  and  (hewn 
me  by  Sir  Edward's  agent.— 

Lauretta.  His  letter ! 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  Aye,  hiss — I  knew  the  once 
lov'd  hand  zoo  well,  and  the  indelible  and  cruel 
words  can  never  be  effac'd.  "  I  charge  you  to' 
confine  her  j  if  (he  efcape*  my  mifery  is  tverlaft- 
ipg."— — -Oh  !  this  from  him !  from  him,  die  father 
of  Lauretta  ! 

Henry  Sapling.  Madam,  my  life  orv't,  he  is 
wrong'd. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  No,  fir;  this,  with  his  falfehood, 
is  fufficicnt  proof;  and  I  retort  the  accufation  of 
derangement — the  road  to  happinefs  is  virtue;  thofe 
who  forfake  it  are  the  truly  mad,  and  if  this  treat- 
ment of  a  doating  wife  be  not  infanity,  'tis  worfe, 
'tis  vice,  and  X  would  rather  pity  than  defpife  him. 

Henry. 
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Henry.  I  fay  again,  he's  wrong'd ;  but  this  is. 
not  a  place  for  explanation  ;  lee  me  conduct  you  to 
tome  fafer  fpot, — And  for  you,  Mr.  Solitude-^-— 
you  fee  that  fpare  room  ?  fay  too  words  afid  Til 
Ihut  you  there,  with  no  food  but  your  re  fled  ions  j 
no  company  but  your  confciaice;  they  were  this 
fufferjng  lady's  bed  fupport*—bu€  if  you  were  % 
navy,  they'd  (ink  you,  hypocrite! 

Enter  Thomas,  in  great  bajie  and  agitation. 

Tbcmar.     Sir!  fir!   {wbifpering  H£Nry). 

Henry.  Come!  arriv'd  ! 

Vbomas.  Yes,  (\r-~-{wbifptring  again). 

Henry.  At  the  door !  in  the  low  chariot  with 
her  Yorkftnre  coufin !  and  to  catch  me  with  two 

Juch  lovcly-T= —Oh,  this  will  never  do,  I'll  fnealc 

and  hide  my fclf  {Jetting  go  Mrs.  Sr.  Orme's  band'), 

Lauretta.  How  1  Do  you  hefitate  ?  Will  you 
at  Icrft  forfake^us  P-rLook  !  look  on  my  mother. 

Henry.  I  do — and  it's  comiag-?rl?m  (brewing 
myfelf  up,  I'm  comparing  my  own  paltry  danger 
with  fucn  diftrefs  as  hers,  and*  — your  hand, 
ma'am,  I'm  ready  for  action  !■*— — But,  at  the  fame 
time,  there  can  be  no  harm  in  your  flicking  clofc, 
Thomas. 

Nigbtjbadc.  Hold,  fir— none  ftir  without  my 
leave. 

Henry.  Your  leave  l-*-that*s  a  good  joke— when 
I've  made  up  my  mind  to  engage  a  leventy-four, 
do  you  think  I'm  afraid  of  a  common  cock-boat  ? 
~-go~-go  before  I  infift,  (it ;  and  tell  the  enemy, 
if  they  dare  fight  againft  two  vefiels  fhipwreck'd 
and  dlftfcfs'd,  they  muft  be  cowards  j  and,  fpiteof 
coufins,  cuffs,  cordials  and  failings,  I'll  convey 
both  to  harbour  1—1,  Henry,  the  friend  of  them, 
of  marriage,  of  Hohoria  I  [Exeunt. 

JJfD  Or  THE   THIRD   Ap?f    ' 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE.— ^Ai    apartment    in    Delauny    Houfe* 
Door  in  the  Flat  leading  to  a  Bed-Chamber. 

Enter  Privilege. 

Privilege.  So:  I've  got  clear  of  him— I've  at 
la  ft  efcap'd  him  and  his  fide-faddles,  and  fub- 
pcenas,  and  I  begin  co  fufped  his  bufinefs  now.— 
It's  a  writ — he  has  got  a  writ  againft  me  from  fomc 
curd  taylor  or  others  and  if  I'm  arretted  at  this 
moment,  I  lofe  Honoria  and  her  thirty  thoufand 
pounds  j  but  (he's  fafe  now  ;  I'm  fure  co  catch  her 
before  he  catches  me. — No— damme  I  here's  the 
horrid  brute  again  ! — Where  (hall  I  go  ?  (Jries  op- 
pofite  Jtagc  door.)  This  door's  lock'd  I— and  yon- 
dcr's  Mrs.  Sapling's  bed-chamber-— (he's  not  in  ic 
though  ;  or  if  (he  were,  my  character  would  there 
bring  me  off-,  but  with  lawyers  and  bailiffs— 
fomehow  I  never  could  convince  them  I'm  a  pri- 
vileged man.  [Exit  into  chamber ■ 

Enter  Paul  Postpone  time  enough  to  fee  him. 

Paul  I  fee  you,  my  darling!  I  fee  you;  and 
fliould  have  coma  up  with  you  fooner;  only  I 
ftop'd  to  look  at  a  cricket  match. — He  !  he !  it's 
pretty  fport ;  {/hewing  money)  and  I  fliould  have 
won  more  on  the  runs,  than  thefe  two  guineas, 
only  the  dull  dogs  left  off*  play  to  go  to  bufinefs.— 
But  now  for  it — (goes  to  the  chamber  door  and  tries 
to  open  //.)— Foolilh  little  thing  !  as  if  that  would 
fave  her. — Holloa  !  there's  the  fubpeena  under  the 
door— that's  a  good  fervicc— and  thus  the"  iron 

d  hatid 
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hand  of  law — (trying  to  font  the  door)*  But  flop  ; 
now  in  Sir  Edward's  houfe,  and  guarded  by  his 
fervants,  (he  may  be  fafer  here  than  under  my 
prore&ion — (he  will  !  fo  I'll  ftep  over  to  the  town* 
hall,  fee  how  caufe  ftands ;  and  then  return,  and 
whifk  her  like  a  whirlwind  to  the  trial :  and  after 
this,  let  no  man  charge  me  with  the  law's  delay. 
Never  was  fuch  diligence  and  zeal. 

Enter  Sapling  and  Honoria. 

Sapling.  Come  along;  I  know  you  meant  to 
elope.  I  know  the  letter  was  from  Henry,  and 
when  Mrs.  Sapling  has  nam'd  a  hufband  for  you, 
how  dare  you  love  another  man  ? 

Honoria.  Nay,  fir — becaufe  (he  controls  your 
feelings,  is  (he  to  command  mine  ? 

Sapling.  She  is  j  and  Til  call  her  from  her  bed* 
chamber— and  if  you  don*t  inftantly  marry  Mr% 
Privilege — (turning  up  tbeftage.) 

Paul  (meeting  him  face  to  face).  Oh  fie  f  fie  ! 
force  her  to  marry  one  man,  when  you  know  (he 
«loves  another— not  that  I  allude  to  myfelf—  no— • 
whether  I  am  or  am  not  the  happy  objeft  of  her 
choice,  this  (he  may  depend  on  ;  I'll  rekafe  her  in 
the  long  vacation :— and  for  you  Mr.  Sapling  5  don't 
truft  yourfelf  near  that  chamber;  nor  on  any  ac- 
count peep  through  the  keyhole;  for  fafhionable 
as  you  are,  you'll  blulh— But  I  can't  day  to  explain 
particulars ;  mud  ftep  over  to  the  town-hall — fo, 
mum — Don't  you  go  near  that  chamber*     [Exit. 

Sapling.  Not  go  near  my  wife's  chamber  ! — not 

peep  through Oh  Lord  !  furely pooh,  non- 

fenfe  ;  (he only  treats  poor  Privilege  as  a  plaything: 
and  whilft  other  ladies  make  pets  of  cats,  puppies, 
and  monkies  on  four  legs,  (he  cbufes  one  on  two 
legs,  that's  all. 

Honoria.  And  you'd  have  me  marry  a  monkey, 
fir* 

'  Sapling. 
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Sapling.  Why  not  ?  Put  a  monkey  on  a  (hort 
roar,  long  pantaloons,  thick  neckcloth,  cropt  wig, 
large  opera  hat,  and  there's  as  good  a  hufband  as 
rhe  beft  of  them  ;— and  you  (hall  have  him— and 
fpite  of  that  fellow's  fcurrilous  infinuations,  I'll 
venture  to  call  Mrs.  Sapling— yes— I'll— {half 
tfraid)  hold  as  ufual,  let  me  announce  my  approach 
by  an  elegant  rap— (t/*ps  at  the  door.) 

Privilege  (within).    Is  it  you,  Mrs.  Sapling? 

Sapling.  What? 

Privilege  (within).  U  it  you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Sap- 
ling ?  or  is  it  that  horrid  brute  ? 

Sapling.  It's  he !— he  calls  me  horrid  brute! 
There's  the  privileg'd  man— and  here's  the  finifh'd 
man  ! — Within  there  !  William  !  William  1 

Honoria  (not  having  beard  Privilege).  What** 
tfhe  matter,  fir  ?     What  are  you  doing  ? 

Sapling  (not  regarding  her).  When  I  lov'd  and 
doubted,  I  was  miferabie ;  now  I  know  I'm  a  horrid 
brute,  I'm  completely  comfortable.  (Enter  Groom.) 
Come  William,  come  and  faddle  Arrabella— to 
horfe !  to  hunting  !  to  the  field,  my  boy ! 

Gtoom.  What !  Have  you  got  leave,  fir  ? 

Sapling.  No  :  I've  taken  leave. — She  has  her  fa- 
▼ourites— •I'll  have  mine  i— come,  and  faddle  Ara- 
bella \  and  if  being  jealous  is  being  ill-bred,  fo 
much  the  better  \  I  hate  faftiion  *  1  like  feeling ; 
flie  has  cut  me  to  the  heart,  William — now  I'll 
break  Iter's,  and  we'll  be  both  buried  in  the  fame 
grave  \  [Exit  with  Groom. 

Honoria.  What  can  this  fudden  alteration  mean  ? 
No  matter,  it  gives  me  momentary  fafety ;  and  I 
may  once  more  read  my  Henry's  letter.  (Rends.*) 
**  I  have  fo  offended  Sir  Edward,  that  I  dare  not 
"  venture  to  his  houfe ;  but  as  I  hope  you  take 
"  an  intereft  in  my  fate,  I  write  to  tell  you,  1  am 
d  2  «c  at 
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"  at  the  Star,  a  fmall  inn  on  the  fkirts  of  the 
"  town,  where  I  am  detain'd  on  (ecret  and  impor- 
<c  tant  bufinefs.— For  Heaven  fake,  if  your  ene- 
"  mies  continue  their  persecutions,  remember  you 
"  may  command  the  fricndlhip,  heart,  and  life  of 
,€<  your.adorer,  henry." 

Oh  !  the  wifh'd  for  hour  is  come — at  laft  Lknow 
1  am  belov'd  by  Henry— and  could  I  'fcape  this 
hated  roof—  {Here  Privilege  opens  the  chamber  door 
and  peeps  out)  then  might  the  hufband  of  my  heart 
be  mine  j  not  him  whom  cruel  force  decrees 
me. 

Privilege  {advancing  before  her).  Very  likely ; 
but  you  (han't  e fcape  ma'am— no— (Jtrutting  about  y 
menacing^  &c.)  here  I  am,  red  hot  with  wrongs 
and  difappointments— and  dread  my  mighty  and  re* 
fiftlefs  anger.  Yes :  though  in  form  diminutive  ; 
in  foul,  Goliah  was  a  dwarf  to  me  !  Anfwer  me;  Is 
he  not  a  failor,  and  would  you  prefer  pitch  and  tar, 
to  the  eflence  of  tafte  and  politenefs  ? 

Honoria.  Sir,  I  prefer  feeling  to  foppery  5  man- 
lineis  to  effeminacy;  and  a  poor  failor,  with  nothing 
but  his  fame  to  recommend  him,  to  one  who  thus 
difplays  the  valour  that  he  boafts  of — not  in  the 
fervice  of  his  country  •,  no,  in  infulting  unprpte&ed 
women. 

Privilege.  And  you'd  be  rafii  enough  to  leave 
the  houfe ! 

Honoria.  I  would ;  the  rafhnefs  is  in  (laying 
here— -here,  where  each  moment  teems  with  dan- 
ger.— Let  me  pafs — let  me  feek  him  who  is  alone 
my  friend,  and  whom  I'll  follow  through  the  world. 

Privilege  {feizing  and  detaining  her).  Hold  ! 
recolkdt  where  you  arc— in  mine  and  Mrs.  Sap- 
ling's power;  and  till  our  marriage,  this  room  (hall 
be  your  prifon  !— Ay  :  I'll  fight  him  and  hi*  whole 
Jhip's  company,— fooner  than— 

Enter 
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Enter  Paul  Postpone  bajtitj. 

P&ul.  Come  along— trial's  on— court  waiting— 
witnefs  call'd  for — nay  ;  no  delaying — this  way,  you 
little  rogue  !  this  way.  {Takes  bim  in  bis  arms,  and 
carries  bim  off.) 

Honoria  Alone  !  in  fafcty  !— now  then  for  love 
and  Henry !  [Exit. 

SCENE—  The Outfide  of the  Town-Hall. 

Enter  Sir  Edward  and  Servant* 

Sir  Edw.   She  is  lecur'd  you  fay ! 

Servant.  Yes,  fir ;  and  Mr.  Poftpone  bade  me 
inform  you,  he  was  fo  fore  of  fuccefs,  that,  no 
doubt,  by  this  time,  the  prtfoner  is  convi&ed. 

Sir  Edw.  Then  1  am  lafe.  It  never  can  be  prov*  # 
ed,  he  died  a  natural  death— (<*/?<&.)  Go,  watch 
the  trial,  and  when  his  doom  is  certain,  be  fwift  as 
lightning  to  inform  me.  (Servant  exit.)— Oh  yes : 
Lauretta's  evidence  is  final,  for  he  who  proffcrM 
medical  advice,  and  knew  the  wound  ne'er  caufed 
Sir  Frederick's  death,  is  purpofely  abroad.— I  live 
again — my  character  is  unimpeach'd— St.  Orme 
will  never  meddle  or  torment  me,  and  his  A  me* 
lia  and  her  proud  eftate  are  (till  at  my  difpofah 

Enter  Paul  Postpone, 

Paul.  So  Sir  Edward— Have  you  heard  ?— 

Sir  Edw.  I  have,  I've  heard  that  you  iecur'd 
Lauretta,  and  that  fecures  my  triumph* 

Paul.  No;  it  don't:  for  owing  to  mv extreme 
zeal  and  a&ivity,  inftcad  of  a  lady  in  boy's  clotbef, 
it  turns  out,  I  fubpeena'd  a  little  man|l  and  fo,  for 
want  of  evidence,  the  prifoner  is  acquitted. 

Sir  Edw.  Acquitted ! 

d  2  P*d* 
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Paul.  Sapling!  Oh  ho— thought  fo — thought  this 
would  come  of  the  old  fellow's  fafhionablc  habits- 
know  him  well ;  and  fee,  if  I  miftake  now-*-fee,  if 
this  cafe  don't  confirm  my  reputation  ;  and  difficult 
as  it  is,  Fll  get  you  an  underftanding  (going).  But 
ftop— let  it  be  moderate — don't  expe<5t  a  great  one. 

Robert.  No:  our  terms  are  quite  moderate; 
Bell  only  requires  that  he'd  fettle  on  her  all  his 
own  fortune,  and  all  this  Mifs  Honoria  Thingam- 
bob's  ;  and  as  to  myfclf,  I  fhall  be  fatisfied  if  he'll 
juft  promote  me  to  the  rank  of  major  or  colonel- 
cither  in  the  army  or  navy,  I  don't  care  which,  fir. 

Paul.  Don't  you  ? — it's  done  then«-r-An  hour 
hence  meet  me  at  the  Scar  inn  ;  and  bring  your 
coufin  with  you  ;  and  we'll  hive  a  bit  of  dinner  ; 
always  mix  pleafure  with   bufinefs,  one  helps  the 

other  ;  and  only  be  ready  with  your  evidence 9 

no  difguifes  though — no  getting  into  petticoats — 
no — come  forward  as  witnefs— and  I'm  a  wonder-* 
ful  lawyer.— Arabella,  a  rich  lady  $  and  you,  3 
major  or  a  colonel,  in  the  army  or  the  navy  !  [£#//. 

Robert*  Dang  it — as  I  faid,  not  a  bit  of  the  gen- 
tleman about  him  ;  but  fomehow,  I'm  forry  be 
do  want  me  as  witnefs  •,  I  can't  bear  the  thought  of 
thefe  examinations  and  crofs  examinations,  ever 
fmce  they  brow  beat  me  fo  at  laft  'fizes  :— s*  So," 
fays  Counfellor  Bounce,  cc  your  name  is  Robert 
Grange,  is  it?  Well !  and  pray  what  is  your  opi- 
nion of  this  cafe,  Matter  Robert  ?" — "  Why,  I 
take  it"  fays  I,  "  you  are  paid  for  your  opinion* 
Matter  Counfcl,  and. therefore  I'll  thank  you  for  a 
fee,  before  I  give  mine."— cc  Silence!"  fays  he, 
"  and  upon  your  oath,  are  you  not  fuch  a  notorious 
poacher,  that  you  are  commonly  call'd  fnaring, 
thieving  Bob  ?"— "  Yts,  I  am,"  fays,  I  "  by  fuch 
low  chaps  as  you  are ;  but  never  by  gentlemen  j 
and  if  you'll  ftep  out,  and  have  a  fnug,  friendly 

round 
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round  or  two,  why  I'll  wager  this  half  guinea"— — - 
and  then  I  felt  for  my  purfe  and  couldn't  find  it; 
and  fo  1  fell  a  blubbering,  and  charg'd  them  all 
with  picking  my  pocket,  and  then  they  laugh'd, 
and  turn'd  me  out  of  court !— -but  Til  to  Bell ;  and 
if  this  matter  lawyer  Ho  provide  for  us,  why  I'll  be 
fo  grateful  to  the  whole  tribe,  that  I'll  give  them 
my  opinion  gratis,  whenever  they  afk  for  it.  [£#//. 


2ND   OF   THE   FOURTH    AC^, 
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ACT       V. 


SCENE.— The  Outfide  of  the  Star  Inn.— In  the 
Back  Ground  an  open  Country. —Trees  at  the 
Wings. 

Enter  Sapling  and  Groom. 

Sapling.  Don't  you  be  afraid,  William.  I'll 
keep  my  ground ;  1*11  vex  her  in  my  turn.  Til 
join  the  hunt,  dine  with  the  club,  fing,  game,  and 
deftroy  my  own  health  in  toafting  other  people's  ; 
and  if  I  drink  myfelf  dead,  I  know  (he  won't 
furvive  me  :  and  if  I  get  dead  drunk,  why,  then  I'm 
a  philofopher— above  her,  and  the  miferies  of  this 
life. 

Groom.  Ay,  fir,  this  is  all  very  well  now  %  but 
fuppofe  miftrds  were  pieieut. 

Sapling.  Then  Pd  avow  it  to  her  face.  Go, 
prepare  my  favourite,  whilft  I  drefs  in  the  inn. 
Oh  yes,  the  chace  infpires  me  !  and  dogs  and 
horfes  (hall  afford  that  folid  joy,  that  love  and 
wives  and  monkies  would  deny  me.  Pm  up  !— 
the  lion's  rous'd  !— an  earthquake  wou'dn't  (hake 
me !  [Exit  into  the  inn. 

Enter  Honoria,  uith  her  Hat  and  Cloak  on. 

Hpnoria.  Heavens !  how  my  heart  beats ! 
Yonder  is  the  inn  ;  and  yet  1  fear  that  Henry  will 
condemn  me.  Perhaps  he  knows  not  my  imme- 
diate danger ;  but,  furely,  when  he  hears  it,  he'll 

(noije  without) Ha!  all  hope  is  pallj  1  am 

purfued*  discovered. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  Sapling. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Vaftly  well !— as  I  was  informed* 
Caught  you  in  the  fact  of  eloping,  on  the  very  eve 
of  feeing  out  for  Scotland  !  Rut  come,  madam; 
and  if  you  perfift  in  the  excurfion,  let  Mr,  Privilege 
con  dud:  you* 

Honoria.  Never !  Coward  as  I  am,  J  will  not 
give  my  hand  but  where  my  heart's  difpos'd  of :  and 
Henry,  generous  Henry,  is  it's  owner ! 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Vf  hat  \  Mr.  Sapling  hasn't  told 
you  then  ?  You  havVt  heard  of  this  rival? 

Honoris.  Rival! 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Oh  yes ;  there's  a  miftrefs  in  the 
cafe.  The  generous,  artlefs  Henry  keeps  a  crea- 
ture—— 

Honoria.  I'll  not  believe  it;  the  heart  that's  capa- 
ble of  virtuous  love  muft  icorn  all  bafer  paflion } 
and  here  (producing  a  letter)  he  tells  me  he's  devo- 
ted to  Honoria.     Look ! 

Mrs.  Sapling  (looking  over  the  letter).  I  do';  and 
it  feems, "  he's  in  that  inn,  and  detained  there  on  fe- 
Cf  crct  bufinefs."  Oh,  why  fecret  ?  My  life  on'rt 
becaufe  the  lady  is  now  with  him.  I  know  Mr. 
Sapling  fent  for  her,  and  therefore— -Landlord  ! 
landlord  I 

Enter  Landlord. 

Landlord.  Madam! 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Tell  me,  fir,  isn't  there  a  naval 
officer,  a  Mr.  Henry  Sapling,  in  yourhoufe? 

Landlord.  There  is,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  And  is  he  alone  ?  That  is,  isn't 
there  a  lady  with  him  ? 

LandUrdt  Yes,  ma'am,  there  is  a  lady  with  him. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  There  !  now  are  you  fatisfied  i 

fionoria  {much  agitated).  One  momcAC  Per- 
haps 
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haps  it  is  Lauretta?     Pray,  fir,  is  the  lady  very 
young  ?     About  fifteen,  fir  ? 

Landlord.  No,  ma'am :  fhc  fcems  to  be  nearly 
thirty  ;  but  very  handfeme. 

Honoria.  And  you  are  fure,  quite  lure,  that  it  is 
Henry  Sapling  ? 

Landlord.  Quite,  ma'am. 

Honoria.  Come,  madam,  Til  go  home,  and  do 
whatever  you  require  of  me,  and  cheerfully ;  for 
I'm  happy,  quite  happy  (burfting  into  tears)  \  and" 
1*11  never  think  of  the  falle,  falie  Henry  more. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Won't  you  ?  Poor  girl !  (weep* 
ing  violently.)  Oh  barbarous,  inconftant  man  ! 
{going.) 

Enter  Paul  Postpone,  meeting  them* 

Paul.  Inconftant  man  !  and  in  tears !  youv'e 
heard  then  ? 

Mrs.  Sapling.  We  have,  fir:  his  falfehood  is 
dete&ed. 

Paul.  I  thought  fo.  When  I  gave  you  my 
card,  I  fear'd  you'd  find  him  out ;  but  there's  this 
confutation— ybur  damages  will  be  greater  than 
Arabella's. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  My  damages ! 

Paul.  Aye;  you  are  an  amiable,  deferted  wife; 
but  Arabella    ■    ■ 

Mrs.  Sapling.  I  a  deferted  wife!  Peace,  fir!  and 
know  'tis  Henry  Sapling — 'tis  his  nephew  that      ■  ■■ 

Paul.  His  nephew  !  Pooh  !  that's  very  well  to 
blind  you  •,  but  that  fort  of  cover  won't  dp  for  me; 
No;  and  fince  my  reputation  refts  upon  this  cafe, 
and  I'm  tir'd  of  being  libell'd  for  other  people's 
blunders,  I'll  have  him  out,  and  prove 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Do,  fir  :  convince  yourfelf,  and 
this  diftruftful  girl,  that  Henry  is  this  Arabella's 
fwain,  and  that  my  doating  hufband,  who  never 

wanders 


DELAYS   AND  BLUNDERS.  ffl 

wanders  from  my  apron  firings,  and  who  is  now  at 
home  waiting  with  anxious — — 

Enter  Sapling  from  the  Inn,  Strutting*  and  in  a 
bunting  Drefs. 

Mercy  on  me  !  here,  in  the  inn  !  Speak,  fir— how 
came  you— •(  Sapling  poffes  by  ber9  and  goes  towards 
the  wing.)  Why,  what  arc  you  doing  ? 

Sapling,  (pretending  not  to  fee  or  tear  ber).  Wil- 
liam !  is  my  favourite  ready  ? 

Mrs.  Sapling.  What  favourite  ?  Heavens!  furcly 
you  don't  mean  this  creature,  {his  Arabella  ? 

Sapling.  I  do  mean  Arabella ;  and  I  avow  it— 
boaft  of  it.  1  have  fecretly  concealed  her  a  long 
time  i  but  now  (he  (hall  have  more  of  my  com- 
pany. I'll  go  out  with  her  every  morning,  vifit 
her  every  evening,  keep  her  an  additional  fcrvanr, 
have  drawings,  paintings,  ftatues  made  of  her— 
in  (hort,  curfe  me  if  I  don't  think  I'lllive  with  her. 

Mrs.  Sapling.     Aftor.ifhing  !  live  with  her! 

Sapling.  Why  not?— She  will  be  careful  of  mjr 
neck,  though  (he  has  no  annuity  upon  it!  And 
you,  Honoria,  you  (hall  alfo  (hare  my  favour ;  and 
we'll  return  to  the  farm,  and  never  more  quit  it 
for  faithlefs,  fickle,  cru — (balf  crying).  There  I 
I've  (hewn  my  Ipirit.    And  now,  come  along,  girl. 

Honoria.  Thank  Fortune  I  Henry's  affcdion  is 
confirmed. 

Paul.  Thank  Fortune !  my  reputation  is  con- 
firmed. And  that  Sir  Edward  may  know  of  my 
fuccefs, — come,  madam,  I'll  attend  you  to  De- 
launy  Houfe  ! — And,  for  this  little  gay  deceiver, 
depend  on't,  we'll  bring  him  on  his  knees. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Aye:  he  (hall  fue  in  vain  for  par- 
don ;  and,  for  the  reft — oh  !  I  wi(h,  with  all  my 
heart,  my  fir  ft  hufband  were  alive. 

Sapling.  So  do  I,  with  all  my  foulj  then  you'd 
have  fin  idled  him  inftead  of  me.  [Exeunt  feyerally. 
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SCENE—,*  Wood. 

Enter  Henry,  Mrs.  St.  Ormu^  and  Lauretta. 

N.  B.  Lauretta  is  in  her  ow  nCloatbs. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme  (to  Henry).  May  Heaven  unite 
you  to  Honoria — hearts  fuch  as  yours  can  beft  re- 
ward each  other — but,  to  my  purpofe ;  that  you, 
my  child,  no  more  may  fuffer  by  the  frowns  of  for- 
tune, firft  let  me  claim  my  loft  hereditary  rights, 
and  then  to  feek  abroad  that  happinefs  denied  me 
here. 

Lauretta.  Abroad ! — You  cannot  -,  you  will  fee 
my  father. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  No,  he  has  deceived  me  once, 
and  may  again  confine  me.  Like  you,  I  triumph 
in  his  lace  fuccefs,  and  wifli  my  charges  were  as 
groundlefs  as  Sir  Edward's — but  no,  his  letter  is 
decifive !  and  therefore  come  to  Delauny  Houfe, 
and  there  we  part,  my  child. 

Lauretta.  Part,  mother! — Speak,  intercede  for 
me,  fir. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  Yes ;  part,  Lauretta  !  I  to  fome 
foreign  clime,  and  you  where  duty  and  afFc&ion 
diftate— he  has  no  crimes  to  you,  and  though  I 
thus  could  cling  for  ever  round  you,  I  will  not  rob 
him  of  a  treafure  he  deferves.  No,  he  has  accuP 
tom'd  me  to  forrow,  and  I  can  proudly  with  him 
happy,  happy  with  his  daughter. 

Lauretta.  Why,  why  won't  you  fpeak,  fir  ? 

Henry.  I  do,  ma'am— don't  you  fee  I'm  fpeak- 
ing  all  the  time  ?  not  with  my  tongue,  that 
flicks  to  my  mouth ;  but  my  eyes,  my  hands,  my 
heart,  are  all  fpeaking  j  and  when  a  failor's  on  fhore 
1  don't  think  it  kind  of  his  friends  to  be  always 
foaking  him  in  this  manner  with  fait  water.— 
(Weeping.}— Bcfidfcs,  there's  danger  at  Delauny 
Houfe, 

Mrs. 


DELAYS   AND   BLUNDERS.  63 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  What  danger,  fir  ?  the  eftate  is 
mine ;  I  go  to  claim  it  for  my  child  ;  and  in  fuch 
a  caule,  tear  can't  affail  me.— Come,  and  when 
you've  found  your  friend,  fpeak  not  of  me  ;  or,  if 
you  do,  1  will  be  filent  and  avoid  him.— Oh  yes ; 
to  him  I'm  dill  a  coward  ;  but  to  Sir  Edward  and 
his  haughty  friends  I'm  6rm  as  pride,  maternal 
love,  and  confeious  worth  can  make  me. 

[Exit  with  Lauretta. 

Henry.  Indeed  !— I  wifh  fbe'd  fpare  me  a  little  of 
her  firmnefs ;  for  between  her,  and  St.  Orme,  and 
Honoria,  and  another  lady,  I'm  fairly  flurried  out  of 
my  fenfes.— Gad  •,  1  don't  know  which  1  think  moft 
of. — Yes  I  do,  though  ;  her  lady  (hip's  is  the  lading 
im  predion  1  I  (hall  never  forget  her  !  and  as  a  proof 
(he  won't  forget  me,  look,  here's  her  curd  York- 
shire champion.— Zounds  I  once  in  thefe  fcrapes 
a  man  never  gets  out  of  them. 

Enter  Robert  Grange. 

Robert.  Sir,  your  very  humble  fcrvant— —  I— - 
I— —Oh  Lord  !  what  will  become  of  me  ?  {burfts 
into  tears.) 

Henry.  Peace,  fir,  none  of  your  fliarn  fenfibi- 
lity 

Robert.  Nay ;  it's  all  downright  earned  now  • 
for  you  mun  know,  I  went  to  a  lawyer  about  your 
cafting  off  Bell  \  and  when  I  got  beck  to  the  tavern, 
I  found  (he  had  cad  me  off !— Yes,  you  fee  (he 
had  a  knack  of  never  fainting  properly,  unlefs 
there  was  fomebody  to  look  on ;  and  fo  (he  got 
blabbering  at  the  window,  and  one  Captain  O'Safli 
faw  her,  and  nodded,  and— dear!  dear!  I  can't 
contain  myfelf. 

Henry.  No  more  can  I !— Go  on,  melodious 
JDeffrnger — proceed,  feraphic  orator  1 

Robert*  One  Captain  O'Safh,    1  fay,    nodded 

and 
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and  tript  up  (lairs  j  and  foon  zfter,  Bell  ordered  the 
low  chariot,  and  away  they  both  went  to  a  French 
foreign  place  calPd  Tipperary — yes,  Tipperary— 
and  further,  I'm  forry  1  can't  tell  you. 

Henry.  And  fo  am  I ;  for  I  could  dwell  for 
ever  on  that  filver  fweet  ton'd  voice — and  for  this 
friendly  captain — —Oh  !  bleffings  on  him  !  I'll  go 
fee  Honoria  direftly. 

Robert.  Od  dang  it!  what,  won't  thee  try  to 
bring  her  back  again  ? 

Henry.  No,  curfe  me  if  I  do— and  that  you  may 
not  attempt  fo  rafh  an  ad,  here's  money  to  drink 
them  a  pleafant  journey. — {Exit  Robert*) — And 
now  for  that  delicious  darling  hope,  a  wife,  fire* 
fide,  children,  pure  domeftic  love.  Oh,  generous, 
noble  captain  ! 

May  all  his  future  days  be  gay  and  airy 
In  the  fweet  towers  of  love  and  Tipperary. 

Thomas.  Sir,  I  ax  pardon ;  bur,  to  avoid  detec- 
tion, and  get  time  for  efcaping,  I  underftand  Far- 
mer Nightfhade  has  giveo  out  that  Mrs.  St.  Orme 
is  dead. 

Henry.  Dead ! 

Thomas.  Yes,  fir,  and  Sir  Edward  believes  the 
report. 

Henry.  Indeed!  let  the  plot  ihickqp,  then.  Tell 
St.  Orme,  he'll  find  Lauretta  at  Delauny  Houfe— 
(Exit  Thomas.  >— And  may  he  there  again  par- 
take connubial  joys. 

Enter  Sapling. 

Sapling.  Connubial  joys !  That's  right,  Henry. 
Come  and  enjoy  them.— Come  and  marry  Hono- 
ria diredtly. 

Henry.  What !  confent !  let  me  have  a  wife  at 
laft! 

Sapling.  Aye,  being  in  for't  myfelf,  the  more 
the  /nerrier,  I  fay. 

ffenrj. 
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.  Henry.  So  fay  I.  Oh!  if  every  body  knew  the 
bleflings  of  matrimony  as  much  as  I  do,  Englaod 
would  treble  its  inhabitants  •,  and  its  moft  valuable 
property  would  be  old  bachelors  and  old  maids ; 
for  they'd  be  taken  alive,  and  (hewn  as  curiofities* 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE— The  Library,  with  Painting  Apparatus 
and  iranfparent  windows,  as  in  7d.  Scene  of  the  id. 

_  Alt— only i  being  day -light*  the  Windows  are  now  il- 
luminated.— Lauretta  is  difcover>d  painting  Let- 
ters on  the  Veftal  buried  alive — at  the  Top  Jho  has 

*  already  written  the  words  €t  Edward  Delauny,9*' 
and  at  the  bottom  nearly  Jim/h'd  thofe  of  "  Amelia 
St,  Orme." — Mrs.  St.  Orme  is  difcover*d  with 
her. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  Dcfift— dcGft,  Lauretta !— this 
libel  on  Sir  Edward  will  never  vindicate  your  fa- 
ther* 

Lauretta.  Nay,  deareft  Madam,  I  have  nearly 
finilh'd ;  another  letter  will  complete  the  work. 
There !  {comes  down.) — Thus  let  the  myftery  be 
folv'd,  be  this  the  touchftone  of  Sir  Edward's  con- 
duit ! — And  if  it  prove  as  I  fufped,  that  he's  the 
real  culprit,  think  of  the  bright  reward— you, 
mother !— you  ftill  (hall  blefs  Lauretta  and  her  fa* 
ther. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  Oh  !  if  I  thought  there  were  a" 
hope  !  but  no,  'tis  paft  ;  and  therefore  to  avow  my 
claim 

Si.  Orme.  (Without.)  Where  is  Oie  ?— Where  is 
my  daughter  ? 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  Heavens !  So  near  me  1  my 
fiiatter'd  brain  can't  ftruggle  with  the  cooflift  I— 
{Going  towards  the  ft  age  door.) 

Lauretta.  Stay,  I  implore  you,  (lay. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  I  cannot  1  dare  not  I  no,  within 
m  this 
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this  room  I  may  remain  conceal'd ;  and,  fince  I  gained 
admiflion  here  unnotic'd,  unobferv'd,  none  can  betray 
me  but  yourielf. 

Lauretta.  Fear  not,  for  I  blcfs  the  lucky  chance 
that  thus  enables  you  to  hear  and  judge  how  you 
have  wrong'd  my  father* 

[Mrs.  St.  Orme  exit  at  Jiage  door. 

Enter  St.  Orme  and  Sit  Edward  Delauwy. 

St.  Orme.  (To  Sir  Edward %  as  be  enters.)  Think 
not  1  came  to  menace  or  intrude  j  no,  Sir,  I  came 
on  Henry's  fuggeftion,  to  feek  my  dear  lov'd  daugh- 
ter )  and  what  ftrange  motive  brought  her  to  this 
place,  (he  (hall  explain  hereafter.  We  owe  no  favour 
to  Delauny  Houfe,  and  never  will !  (Croffes  to  Lau* 
jutta,  take*  her  band t  embraces  ber,  &fo) 

Sir  Edward.  (Afidt.)  And  I  myfelf  fhould  fcru- 
cintze  her  motifre,  but  that  Amelia's  death  makes 
me  defy  all  fear-— Oh  yes*,  the  dreaded  tale  died  with 
her }  and  therefore  (To  St.  Orme),  take  a  lad  fare- 
well of  this  proud  houfe,  that  ftillfo  galls  and  irri- 
fates— — -  (Cr offing ,  be  fees  the  transparency,  and. 
jfisrts.y~Ha\  whofe  deed  is  this? — t€ Edward 
Delauny  !"  (Reading  and  trembling.) 

Lauretta.  Aye,  and  <r  Amelia  St.  Orine." — 
What  alarms  you?— Why  fhould  a  pidure  agitate 
you  thus  ?— I  tremble  not ;  no,  nor  my  father  !— • 
See,  though  the  ftory  (hocks  his  tender  nature,  he 
turns  not  from  it  with  rcmorfe ;— No,  the  faithful 
hufband  and  the  ardent  lover  break  forth  in  mingl'd 
>  tears  of  pity  and  affedion  f — (  falls  on  her  knoes^y^ 
Oh  heaven !— I  faid— I  knew  that  he  was  inno- 
cent! . 

St.  Orme.  Explain,  Lauretta.— What  means 
that— — 

Lauretta.  Means !—  That  that  lovely  fuppltant  is 
my  mother  >  and  that  the  hand  that  robs  her  thus  of 

5  liberty 
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liberty  and  life,  is  her  exalted  ktnfman's,  who  treats 
fhe  ftage  with  fcorn  and  indignation,  when  but  a 
mimic  Tcene  like  this  can  goad  the  guilty,  and  re* 
ward  the  good.— Father,  you  muft,  you  (hall  be 
happy.  (Embracing him,) 

Sir  Edward*  Audacious  girl %  who  dare  accufe 
me  of  fuch  crimes  ? 

Lauretta,  I,  in  the  face  of  heaven  and  of  man 
—I  will  aver,  that  to  retain  this  iplendid  edifice  and 
proud  domaio,  you  thus  immured  the  beft  of  mo- 
thers and  of  wives— if  nor,  behold  the  pi&ure 
(irmly,  like  my  father.— See !  he  dare  not— Oh, 
guilty !— on  my  foul  he's  guilty  ! 

Sir  Edward.  'Tis  falfe — and  were  your  mother 
here,  fhe  would  accufe  another. 

St.  Orme.  What  other,  Sir? 

Sir  Edward.  You  know  too  well.  Nay,  dare  not 
to  deny  it— here's  damning  proof  againft  you.— 
(Producing  letter,  and  reading.)— ><  I  charge  you  to 
confine  her — if  fhe  efcape"— — 

.  St.  Orme.  Oh  villain  l-~curft  contriving  villain  1 
—if  that  which  tendernefs  and  pity  prompted,  has 
been  perverted  to  fuch  favage  purpofe,  may  every 
hufband't  every  father's  curfe— -Buc  no,  guilt 
fuch  as  this  is  fo  unparallePd,  that  we  fhould  pray 
for  mercy,  not  for  vengeance. 

Sir  Edward.  Away,  and  know  fhe  died  the  vie* 
tim  of  her  malady, 

St.Orme.  Diedl 

Sir  Edward.  Aye ;  and  by  her  deceafe,  I  fwiy  for 
ever  here  i— and  mark  me,  Sir,  if  rafhly  you  revive 
the  charge,  this  letter  (hall  acquit  me  to  the  world. 
r-No  other  witnefs  can  be  found— - 

Enter  Mrs.  St.  Orme. 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  There  can — and  I'm  that  wit- 
nefs,—My  life !  my  hufband  I  after  fuch  proofs, 
b  a  fhall 
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ftiflll  I  dday  t6  clafp  you  to  ray  heart  ?— No ;  the 
ftory  of  your  falfehood  was  contriv'd  like  this,  from 
treacherous,  fordid,  motives;  and  henceforth,  my 
fofpicion  is  referved  for  tbofe  who  would  deftroy 
domeftic  peace— -my  love  and  confidence  for  him 
and  her  who  know  no  wifh  beyond  it.— [Getting 
between  St.  Orme  and  Lauretta.) 

St.  Orme.  Share— fliare  my  joys,  Lauretta ;  alone 
I  Can't  fupport  them. — And  you,  Sir  Edward — 

Mrs.  St.  Orme.  Upbraid  him  not ;  his  triumph 
was  to  punifh,  ours  is  to  pardon.— Yes,  Sir— (7<? 
Sir  Edward)  the  virtuous  bed  relent  their  wrongs, 
by  deigning  to  forgive  them. 

Sir  Edw.  I  fee  1  am  betray 'd,\  and  need  not 
your  reproaches*;  my  own,  and  that  reproachful 
look  are  quite  fufficient;  and  thus  difgrae'd,  I 
fhall  renounce  all  future  claim ;  for  fortune,  rank* 
and  life  are  equally  indifferent.~farewel) !  (going) 
and  to  relieve  you  from  thofe  bitter-pangs  that  goad 
and  torture  here,  know,  t'was  the  hand  of  Heaven, 
not  yours,  that  doom'd  Sir  Frederic  to  his  grave. 

Enter  Mrs.  SAPLiNq,   meeting  him. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  What !  going,  coufin !  now,  when 
I  expert  the  bride  an*i  bridegroom!  (Sir  Edward. 
**!/•>— and  leave  your  company  ! — You're  vaftly 
welcome  though  (curt/eying  to  St.  Orme,  Mrs. 
St.  Orme,  and  Lauretta)  \  and  I  exped  my 
penitent  hufband,  and  with  him  Honoria  married 
to  Mr.  Privilege ;  thefe  are  the  terms  of  my  for- 
givenefs,  and  fo  Mr.  Poftpone  is  gone  to  inform 
bim.  {mufic  without.)  Here  they  come,  I*  ordered 
one  of  my  grand  marches,  to  announce  their  arrival, 

Flourijb  of  Mufic,  .and  enter  Sapling,  Henry, 
Honoria  and  Paul  Postpone.  ■ 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Oh  joy  !  my  dejir  Mr?  Privilege  1 
a  thoufarid  joys ! 

Henry, 
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Henry.  You're  coo  good— and  in  return,  allow 
fdt  to  introduce  to  you  Mrs.  Henry  Sapling, 

Mrs.  Sapling.  What ! 

Henry.  Mrs.  Henry  Sapling,  and  to  fave  yoa 
the  trouble  of  telling  her  of  my  pad  follies,  We 
told  her  myfelf,  and  (he  generoufly  forgave  me  ; 
and  for  any  further  information  on  this  fubjeft,  I 
refer  you  to  Captain  O'Salh  at  Tipperary ;  and 
for  any  information  relative  to  the  bridegroom  you 
expeded,  I  refer  you  to  the  taylor  who  has  juft 
arretted  him  ;  fo  there  end  his  privileges— and  here 
begin  mine   (kifltng  Honoria). 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Why,  Mr.  Poftpone,  havVt  you 
explained  ? 

Sapling.  He  has  -,  he  told  me  how  Privilege  got 
into  the  bed-chamber,  and  I  told  him  that  my 
Arabella  was  related  to  Hambleronian,  Rocking- 
ham, Ticklepilcher,  and  Potatoes;  but,  as  ufual, 
he  came  too  late.  He  ftopt  to  follow  the  fox 
chace.  So,  by  his  delay,  I've  loft  a  dear  good 
wife,  and  Henry's  gain'd  one. 

Paul.  Don't  blame  me;  I  told  you  all  along 
there  was  no  doing  bufinefs  by  -driving  and  hurry* 
ing.-*»And  twenty  attornies  wou'dn't  be  fufficient 
for  fuch  a  fafhionable  family  as  you  are.  Bur,  I 
give  you  joy,  ma'am  (to  Honoria) ;  and  if  I've 
time,  and  your  hufband's  leave,  I'll  vifit  you  every 
Jong  vacation.— And  I  give  you  joy,  Mr.  St.  Orme* 
and  (hould  they  traduce  me  for  .not  convicting  an 
innocent  perfon,  (hould  they  fay  I'm  not » (harp 
and  aftive  lawyer,  lb  much  thebcter — 1  know  I'm 
an  honeft  one,  and  I'll  delay  to  alter  that  character 
as  long  as  I  live. 

Henry.  Come,  fince  we  are  all  united— fince,  as 
I  hoped,  Henry  and  Lauretta  have  regain'd  their 
prize — (hall  nunky  have  no  wife  ?— Come,  madam, 
come— — 

Sapling . 
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Sapling.  Mrs.  Sapling !  my  life  !  my  -that's 
a  good  fign— file  nee  is  a  proof  of  tove. 

Mrs.  Sapling.  Indeed  then  1  fancy  few  married 
ladies  are  in  love — but  I'm  too  well  bred  to  wran- 
gle ;  io$  there—— 

Sapling*  And  there.   {Shaking  bands.) 
Henry*  And  now  henceforward  copy  me,  uncle  ; 
—think  not  of  any  Arabellas*  or  if  you  do— be  it 
to  pity  thofe  who,  but  for  men's  feducing  arcs,  had 
known,  like  us,  the  blifs  of  virtuous  love. 

Honoria. 
Then  crown  our  plcafures  with  your  genial  praile, 
Blame  not  our  Blunders*  pardon  our  Delays* 
All  aid  my  fuit.  [to  Henry.) 

Henry. 
Let  me  your  favour  court ; 
A  married  failor  begs  you  won't  fpoil  fport. 

Sapling. 
So  does  a  fox-hunter  (recolltQing  and  looking  of 
Mrs.  Sapling)  a  finifh'd  man. 
Mrs.  Sapling.     - 
Aye,  ladies,  look— refufe  him  if  you  can, 

Mrs.  St.  Qrme. 
And  we  entreat  you— * 
Paul. 
Yes,  and  Paul  Poftpone. 
Your  fmiles  are  fees  for  all  his  labours  done. 
Each  cheering  nod  demonftrates  he  has  great  fenfe, 
And  every  clap's  a  glorious  fix  and  eight  pence}  , 
Then,  take  the  hint,  and  fpite  of  critic  laws, 
We'll  10  an  EngliJh  Jury  truft  our  caufe. 


-1 


EPI* 


EPILOGUE, 
WRITTEN  BY  MILES  PETER  ANDREWS,  Esq. 

SPOKEN    BT    MRS.    MATTOCKS. 

Once  more  I  come  my  fervices  to  tendtr, 
Will  you  once  more  receive  an  old  offender  ? 
Who,  arm'd  with  Epilogue's  farcaftic  ftrain, 
Hath  often  here  indolg'd  her  fponive  vein  ; 
Hath  Fathion's  fan&ion'd  (tore  prefum'd  to  rifle, 
And  with  your  fav'rite  follies  dared  to  trifle. 

Our  Play  concluded,  (hall  I  humbly  fue, 
As  Epilogue  of  old  was  wont  to  do  ? 
Or,  heedfeft  of  the  Poet  and  bis  trade, 
Frolic  at  random,  and  cry,  Who's  afraid  ?     * 

Balloons  are  now  the  hobbies  that  engage ; 
Certain  criterion  of  % /earing  age; 
The  flighty  heroine,  and  the  dafhtng  fair, 
Whole  chare&era  are  rather  worfe  for  wear, 
May  (corn  dull  Jqocamtth  prudes,  (tiff  laced  and  curl'd, 
Mount  a  Balloon,  and  rife  above  the  world. 
•  How  fine  th'  idea  !.    By  the  winds  alone, 
Not  by  old  dowagers  to  be  blown  upon. 

But  while  on  air  fo  pleafantly  we  rife. 
Things  better  hid,  perhaps,  may  meet  oar  eye$* 
Gil rs  Grub  the  grocer,  failing  o'er  his  (hop. 
His  eye  may  thro'  his  parlour  fltylight  pop  s 
"  Good  Monnlhur  Flyaway  !  do  let  me  out  | 
u  Dickens  I  what's  duck  and  journeyman  about  ? 
*'  The  compter's  left— fponfe  does  fo  love  to  chat— 
"  She'll  now  do  nothing  elfe."— •«  No  fear  of  dat. 
"  Allons— de  French  philofophie  you  learn— 
*f  Leave  journeyman— he  manage  your  concern." 

Off  goes  balloon— all  caret  are  out  of  figh 
Down  in  a  mar(h  drops  Gi  l  es  in  haplefs  plf 
And  finds  himfelf  a  happy  man  e'er  night. 

If  France  in  novelties  muft  (till  have  fway , 
What  dainty  damt  at  home  will  bear  to  flay  ? 


onccrn. 
ight:    1 
pligbt,  > 


Sir 


EPILOGUE. 

Sir  JohH,  a  fimple  knight,  nor  more  nor  Jefs,< 
Dttbb'd  for  hii  townihip's,  not  his  own  addrefs, 
Thinks  all  but  Paris  now  is  low  and  filly ; 
So  wife,  Con,  felf— are  cram'd  into  the  dilly.— 

~  Chockfull  they  go— the  door,  yon  fcarce  can  lock  it; 
Shawls,  drams,  pies,  pattens  —  ftufPd  into  each1  pocket. 
Sick  of  rough  roads,  they're  trundl'd  down  to  Dover ; 
More  fick  of  rougher  feas,  they're  wafted  over. 
1  On  (hore,  my  lady  cries,  "  Now,  dear,  d'ye  fee, 
•c  Don't  you  parley— but  leave  th£  French  to  me ; 
«'  Here,  Mounfur  Waiter  !  porter  me  fome  beer. 
«c  Plait  ilt  madam  ?     I  fay—  Ontong— d'ye  hear  r 
«'  Porter  de  dime.     U  Paris  far  r     Bun  loin. 
'«  That's  right,  my  lady—  Porter  and  firlotn," 
••  Teermy  Sir  John.  Zounds,  mother  change  that  drain, 
"  Speak  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  and  you  Ml  fpeak  plain. 
"  Fi  done  I  with  Englifh  we  (hall  not  advance  : 
"  Plain  Englifh  truths  are  not  the  tafte  in  France. 
"  No,  faith— thofe  fquibs  that  we  fo  witty  call, 
«*  Egad  the  French  cfteem  no  jokes  at  all; 
"  Nor  can  one  get,  fo  much  they  bate  what's  funny, 
"  An  Englifti  newfpaper — for  love  or  money." 

At  home  again— one  word  before  we  part ; 
Our  Author  claims  it  from  each  feeling  heart : 
But  chief  from  you,  ye  fair,  whofe  chcriih'd  name 
Love  crowns  with  honour;  or  confighs  to  (hame  ; 

,  You  will  our  Poet  greet  with  warm  applaufe, 
Who  pleads  fo  firmly  in  your  beauty's  caufe ; 
And  to  vain  man  the  contraft  (hives  to  prove  » 
'Twixt  lawlefs  pafiion  and  connubial  love. 


THE    END. 


Strahan  and  Preftoo, 
Printert-Stmu 
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A    TRAGEDY, 

IK  THREE  ACTS  : 


A*   riirOKMID  AT   TBI 


THEATRES-ROTAL,  COVENT-GARDEN, 
BATH,  BRISTOL,  and  tiUBLIN.     ' 


By  F.  REYNOLDS,  Efq. 

AUTHOR    OF   THE    DRAMATIST  — NOTORIETY— HOW    TO 
GROW   RICH— THE    RAGE— SPECULATION— &C.  &C. 


Imprabt  gmer  \  qmd  ma  mr  tafia  f>e3ors  agU  t 


A    NEW   EDITJOW. 
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PRlKTtD   BY   A.   ITIAHAN,   PRUfTKIl-STftEBT {  • 
FOR  T.  N.  LONGMAN  AND  O.  RBI8*  PATIRNOSTIR-ROW» 


PROLOGUE, 

(Written  by  Mr.  Meylbr,  rfSatb,) 
Sfoktm  hy  Ma.  Holmak. 


The  tragic  mufe,  attach'd  to  regal  (how* 

Too  long  has  (hunn'd  the  fcenes  of  private  woe;  \ 

In  fplendid  di&ion  (he  enrols  the  great, 

And  fcorns  the  farrows  of  an  humbler  ftate, 

Where  hopelefs  love  'a  to  defperation  driv'n, 

Or  anguifh  lifts  its  plaintive  voice  to  heaven* 

Not  (o  our  mafe— who,  with  a  partial  care/ 
Makes  Werter 's  tale  a  garb  dramatic  wear. 
Who  has  not  read  of  Werter  r  Haplefs  youth  !    .     , 
.  The  (lave  of  paflion,  honour,  love,  and  truth. 
Who  has  not  (igh'd,  when,  o'er  the  canvafs  warm, 
The  artift  brings  poor  Charlotte's  beauteous  form  ?  ' 
Who  but  with  her  has  hung  o'er  Werter 's  bier, 
And  (bed  with  her  the  fy apathetic  tear?    ' 

Our  bard— a  youth  jufl  loofen'd  from  the  fchools. 
From  grave  preceptors,  and  from  pedant  rules— 
With  dread  anxiety  and  terror  fues 
Your  beft  indulgence  to  his  infant  mufe. 

Confcious  how  many  obftacles  were  near, 
Ere  Welter's  tale  could  meet  the  public  ear; 
With  cautious  hand— fair  Virtue's  humble  friend-* 
He  drives  to  draw  fome  chafte,  fome  moral  end  ; 
To  (hew  pale  Suicide  in  horror  bleed. 
And  warn  impiety  to  (huo  the  deed* 


Doubtful 


*R0LQ6UH._ 

Doubtful  to  venture  on  this  ocean  vaft, 
And  brave  the  fury  of  a  critic  blaft, 
He  taught  his  little  bark  atfirft  to  glide 
Down  the  fmooth  furface  of  A  vonia's'tide  ;      ' 
There,  by  repeated,  kindlieft  fignals  given, 
She  found — at  Bath-— an  hofpitable  haven. 
Her  pilots  there — implore  that,  for  their  fake, 
To  this  dread  port  a  voyage  (he  may  make— — ■ 
And  they,  who  oft  haveftampt  the  player's  worth, 
May  bring,  perhaps^  feme  fterling  author  forth. 
They  gave  the  bright  theatric  ftar  a  name, 
And  led  a  Siddons  to  the  road  of  fame. 
To-night's  fair  heroine,  in  her  earlier  age, 
There— (hone  the  rifing  wonder  of  the  fta^e. 

There  Henderfon !— but  memory  heaves  a  figh, 
And  points  to  where,  fcarce  cold,  hit  relics  lie— 
Oh  ! — may  the  favour  that  adorn M  his  name, 
With  all  the  laurels  of  theatric  fame, 
Extend  its  influence  to  our  youthful  bard, 
And  fpare  his  errors— by  a  kind  award  I 
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PERSONS  OP  THE  DRAMA* 

x    COFENT-GARDEN. 

Albert  (betrothed  to  Charlotte),        -  Mr.  Haul  by. 

Sebaftian  ( Friend  to  Werter) ,  -  Mr.  Wi  l  li  a  m  so  k. 

Leuthrop  (  Werter'*  confidential  Servant) ,  Mr.  Clermont. 

Werter  (in love  with  Charlotte),  Mr.  Holuan. 

Charlotte, Mifs  Wallis. 

Laura  (her  Confidante),  -       -       Mifs  Logan. 


Servants,  Friends,  &c. 

Scene— Walheim,  throughout 
.  ?mr- A  Night  and  Day. 


W    E    EU  T    E    R ; 

A   TRAGEDY 


A  C  T     I. 

SCENE  L— charlotte 9s  Apartment. 
Enter  charlotte  and  laura. 

charlotte  {reading  a  letter*). 

Albert  returns  to-night— he  little  thinks 
What  ravages  a  few  fhort  hours  have  made 
In  this  diftra&ed  bread  :  Laura,  he  comes 
To  take  poficflion  of  my  promised  hand, 
And  claim  that  love  his  virtue  well  defcrves  ! 
How  will  his  hopes  be  dafh'd,  then,  when  he  finds 
That  all  the  labours  of  three  tedious  years  j 
One  night/  one  fatal  night,  has  quite  cras'd. 

LAURA. 


to  WERTER;  JaL 

LAURA* 

Baniffi  thefe  thoughts-— they  ferve  but  to  enhance 
The  fad  remembrance  of  an  hopelefs  love* 

CHARLOTTE. 

Talk  not  of  love,  it  has  dcftroy'dl  my  peace:' 
Oh  !  had  not  Werter's  lovely  form  appear'd, 
I  (till  hai  liv'd  unconfeious  of  thefe  pangs ! 
And  Albert's  friendfhip  Werter's  love  fupply'd  $ 
But  he  has  (hewn  the  God  in  all  his  charms, 
With  each  allurement  to  feduce  the  foul, 
And  then  has  left  me  to  deplore  and  die ! 

LAURA. 

Think  not  of  Werter— 'Twas  thy  folemn  vow 
To  wed  with  Albert. 

CHARLOTTE. 

And  PH  maintain  that  vow  \ 
Think'ft  thou  that  honour  will  defcend  to  knerf 
At  love's  fantaftick  throne  ?  No,  Laura  t  no  y 
Albert  defervedly  has  gain'd  my  heart ; 
Some  fighs  may  heave,  fome  rears  in  pity  fall, 
When  memory  mufes  on  another's  fate ; 
But  truth  and  conftancy  (hall  never  ceafe 
To  pay  that  debt  the  generous  Albert  claims. 


Enter 
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Enter  werter. 

WERTER; 

My  better  angel ! — Oh  !  at  fight  of  thee, 
The  gloomy  winter  in  my  bofom  thaws, 
And  funlhine  fmiles  again. 

CHARLOTTE. 

O,  Werter! 

WERTER. 

What  means  my  Charlotte  ? 

CHARLOTTE* 

Alas !  my  Werter, 
There,  in  that  letter,  read  thy  hopelcfs  fate. 

werter,  {having  read  the  Utter.) 
Albert  returh  to  night !—  Then  am  I  curft  indeed. 

CHARLOTTE. 

Wou'd  I  could  footh  the  anguifh  of  thy  foul ; 
But  well  thou  know'ft  honour  denies  thee  that 
Which  beft  might  give  relief— yet,  if  the  balm 
Of  healing  pity  will  afluage  thy  pain, 
Still  thbu  art  fomewhat  bleft  1  for  even  now— 
My  heart  is  bleeding  for  the  wounds  of  thine. 

10  WERTER. 


U  WERTERj  ML 

WERTER*. 

Generous  Charlotte  ! — but  oh  '/what  needed  this  ? 
If  fympathy  could  heal  my  rankPd  wounds, 
I  knew  that  thou  would'ft  pour  the  balfam  on  ; 
*Twas  madnefs  only  that  has  made  me  thus, 
And  only  that  can  fave  me ! 

CHARLOTTE. 

.  No,  Werter; 
'Tis  Charlotte  only  that  has  made  thee  thus— - 
She  is  the  origin  of  all  thy  woes ! 

WERTER. 

Perifh  the  thought! — I  am  myfdf  the  caufe, 
Thou  art  the  lovely  foother  of  my  cares; 
My  guardian  angel !  fent  by  pitying  Heav'n 
To  compenfate  my  every  other  ill ;—    - 
And  yet  there  is  another  that  fliould  claim 
My  warmeft  gratitude. 

CHARLOTTE. 

O  (hun  me !  fly  me ! 
I  am  a  fyren  fatal  to  beholj, 
And  ruin  thofe  I  ever  fhould  protedt. 

WERTER. 

Tell  me  delufion  lurks  beneath  thy  fmiles ; 
Tell  me  deftruftion  dwells  within  thine  eye  j 
Tell  me  contagion  hangs  upon  thy  tongue  > 

And 
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And  I  will (till  lore  on,  and  dill  be  happy; 
But  when  thou  tell'ft  me  to  avoid  that  form, 
Death  has  no  terrors !   hell  no  pangs  like  mine : 
Ah,  whence  thofe  cruel  tears  ! 

CHARLOTTE, 

Thou  b^ft  of  men, 
For  thee  they  fall — anguifli  muft  have  its  vent, 
Or  the  heart's  blood  would  gulh. 

WERTER. 

Iflhaveliv'd 
To  give  one  moment's  mifery  to  thee, 
That  moment  I  have  liv'd  too  long— By  Heavea  ! 
The  frantic  thought  of  adding  woe  to  her. 
Drives  each  ungenerous  felfifh  forrow  hence, 
And  (hews  me  what  a  fhallow  foul  I  have : 
Oh  !  ceafe  to  weep  j  in  a  far  worthier  caufe 
Thy  for  rows  might  be  (hed. 

CHARLOTTE. 

Never,  Werter. 
When  virtue,  fuch  as  thine,  is  tortured  thus  5 
When  love,  the  pureft,  is  fo  ill  beftow'd, 
And  nobleft  talents  are  in  love  fo  loft, 
The  fympathizing  heart  may  furely  melt ; 
*  And  melting  thus,  may  pour  its  wifhcs  forth  : 
Fly  then  far  hence — feek  fome  more  generous  fair  ;- 
And  (hou'd  (he  a(k  the  (lory  of  thy  life, 
Tell  her,  that  Charlotte  did  abufe  thy  love : 

Tell 
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Tell  her,  the  only  rccompence  (he  fhew'd 
For  all  thy  fufferings  was— to  leave  thee  thus— 
My  heart  no  longer  can  fupport  its  pangs  1 

{Exit. 

WERTIR   (folus). 

If  you  have  mercy,  Heaven,  O  (hew  it  now ! 

For  never  wretch  did  need  your  mercy  more. 

But  hold — How  (hall  my  troubled  mind  refolve 

If  I  i-emain  ?—  'Tis  but  to  mafr  her  peace— 

'Tis  but  to  check  the  generous  Albert's  blifs : 

If  I  depart,  the  pain  is  all  my  own  ! 

Where  is  that  virtue  then  ?  That  boafted  honour, 

That  ever  was  my  pride  ?  O  fhame  !  'tis  fled, 

And  Werter's  but  the  lhadow  of  hlmfelf ! 

Yet  will  I  (hew.  fome  firmnefs  (till  remains, 

And  (hake  thefe  demons  from  the  dens  they  haunt ! 

Yes,  I  will  leave  her — e'en  now  Til  feek  my  friend, 

Take  one  fliort  farewel  and  depart  to-night ! 

So  may  I  live  to  blefs  that  happy  hour, 

When  honour  nobly  triumphed  over  love ! 

[Exit. 


SCENE 


A&L  A   TRAGEDY. 


SCENE  \\S—Garden>  iy  Moonlight. 

Enter  ALBERT. 

Enough  is  known  $  and  I  with  pity  fee 
A  yojuth  the  noblcft,  ftruggling  to  fubdue 
A  generous  paflion j  whilft  I  in  peace  poffcfe 
The  valued  treafure  be  fo  much  admires-** 
As  the  difturber  of  another's  peace,     ' 
Honour  compels  me  to  attempt  relief. 


Enter  charlotte* 


ALBERT. 


At  length  the  wifh'd  for  moment  is  arrivMl 
Ac  length  I  clafp  thee  in  a  fond  embrace ! 

CHARLOTTE. 

Oh,  'tis  an  age  fioce  laft  we  met  1 

ALBERT. 

The  pangs  of  abfence  have  indeed  been  great: 
Yes,  moft  fevere— »But  I'll  no  more  complain  % 
Propitious  heaven  has  granted  all  I  afk'd ; 
Has  yielded  thee,  the  fummit  of  my  hopes! 
And  we  (hall  part  no  more. 


CHAR- 
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CHARLOTTE. 

May  heaven  fo  grant  I 

ALBERT. 

Why  thofe  doubtful  words  ?— and  why  that  penfivc 

look? 
Oh !  had  I  thought  of  meeting  thee  in  grief  I 
The  pangs  of  abfence  never  had  been  borne— 
'Twas  the  fond  profpcft  of  our  future  blifs, 
That  only  cheer'd  my  pains  ! 

/  '       CHARLOTTE. 

Alas !  my  Lord, 
When  the  great  fecrct  in  my  breaft  is  known, 
You  will  not  wonder  at  my  prefent  grief— 
Perhaps  you'll  think  I  merit  all  I  feel ; 
And  Wound  me  with  reproach  I 

ALBERT. 

Banifh  thy  fears— 
I  know  that  fecret— I  approve  its  caufe : 
It  adds  new  honour  to  the  bed  of  hearts ; 
And  makes  me  worfliip,  where  before  I  lov'd— 
Oh,  if  that  only  interrupts  thy  peace, 
Thank  heaven !  for  Albert  can  difpel  thy  grief  I 

CHARLOTTE. 

Heavens!  is  it  poffiblc  ? — Yes,  'tis  Albert  * 
The  fame  unalcer'd  Albert  I  efteem  1 

ALBERT* 
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ALBERT. 

And  could'ft  thou  think  that  Albert  was  fo  bale. 
As  not  to  fympathife  in  Charlotte's  woes  ?— 
J  fcorn  fofpicioB,  and  its  jealous  train  i 
'Tis  only  nourilh'd  where  pollution  lives, 
for  ever,  in  the  pure  unfpotted  bread, 
The  poifojiing  canker  ftarvep* — But;  O  my  Char- 
lotte! 
JL-ong  have  I  known  thy  honour,  love,  and  truth  j 
Have  fcen  thcfe  jewels  ftand  fuch  trying  tefts, 
That  when  I  doubt  them— may  I  ceafe  to  live J 

CHARLOTTE. 

Who  could  be  falfe,  when  truth  is  thus  efteem'd  ? 
Albert,  there  deeded  not  my  truth  alone, 
To  make  thy  peace  fecure— for  had  I  wifli'd 
To  prove  uqfaithful-r-I  had  wifli'd  in  vain. 
Werter  had  fcorn'd  me  for  a  thought  fo  tneaa* 
For,  oh  I  his  honour  only  ftoops  to  thine 

ALBERT. 

Then  as  his  honour  has  preferv'd  my  peace, 
Mine  (hall  inftruft  me  to  reftore  him  his— 
Yes  *  I  will  (hew  this  all-excelling  youth, 
That  Albert  never  was  out-done  by  him, 
I'll  feek  his  friendfhip,  and  his  forrows  lharej 
And,  if  my  Charlotte  (hall  approve  the  thought, 
f  fltreat  him  to  remain  and  (hare  our  blifs. 

•  Enter 


Enter  wbrteiu 

Ha !  Albert  toit--*tis  him  I  would  have  ft  tinned;—* 

albiht. 
€tflh£fo  1*7  arrtns,  thoii  honeft,  nobte  yotfth. 

*  XVehteiu 

My  heart  o'erflawf— I  Jcnow  not  how  to  thank 
This  generous  kindnefs ! 

Come,  Wtatr*  tet  us  cotttempflate  the 
Beautibs  ttftt  Jfurmuftd  u*. 
How  fwect  the  foteudeof  tilts  retreats 
*Tis  ibtemn  fileoce  aH— and  yon  pale  moota, 
That  dully  glimmer  ©a  the  paffing  ftrcarti, 
Completes  the  awful  fecne. 

CHARLOTTE. 

Yes,  'tis  moft  awful; 
*    And  ever  when  I  walk  by  Dian's  light* 
A  mufing  melancholy  wraps  my  foul, 
And  memory  ponders  on  departed  friend*: 
On  friends !  I  never  fhall  again  behold  ! 
O  Werter,  (hall  we  converfe  after  death  ? 

6  Shall 


&  In  A  TRAGEDY,  ip 

Shall  we  in  unknown  cHmes  again  cxift, 
And  once  again  be  known  ? 

werter  (in  agitation.) 

Charlotte,  Charlotte ! 
Hire  and  here  af^er  we  (hall  meet  again. 

CHARLOTTE. 

And  do  the  buried  know  the  living's  thoughts  ? 
Are  they  partakers  of  our  various  fcenes  ? 
Oh,  if  my  long-iloft  parent  could  be  told, 
That  I  my  proffer'd  promife  Had  fulfilfii— 
To  beproki&fefs  6f  her  phrldr'en*s  youth : 
Could  (he  be  witnefs  of  the  fecial  love, 
The  mutual  harmony  that  now  fubfifts. 
How  wotild'fhe^orfliip  thac  gVeat  power  above, 
Whom  ih  her  dying  prayers  ihe  fo  implored 
For  our  protection  I 

!  'ALBERT. 

Thefe  thoughts,  my  Charlotte, 
May  pleafe  remembrance,  yet — 

CHARLOTTE. 

O  Albert! 

You  well  refafcmber  her  exalted  foul, 

And  oft  have  wonder'd  at  its  various  charms  1 

Oft  call'd  her  generous,  cheerful,  mild,  and  fair) 

And  heaven  can  wicnefs  (he  deferv'd  thy  praife.— 

i  a  AI> 
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Ah  me!— how  often  have  I  vainly  pray'd 
To  be  the  image  of  fuch  great  perfe&ion. 

V 

werter,  {throwing  bimfelf at  her  feet.) 

Thou  art  that  image,  'tis  by  heaven  prQclaim'4  \ 
The  gods  own  bkfling,  all  thy  mother's  charms. 
With  double  fplendour  grace  an  angel  now  ! 

charlotte,  (Joying  bold  of  bis  ba^d). 

You  fhould  have  known  her,  Werter : 
Yes,  (he  was  worthy  to  be  known  to  thee ! 
A  heart  fo  good,  defcrv'd  a  friend  fo  great  :—j 
Yet«in  the  midft  of  happinef?  and  life, 
She  was  to  perifli,  §\$  wa$  to  be  loft, 
Alas  !  how  hard  to  part  with  thofe  we  love  I. 
Werner— 'tis  (harper  thap  {he  ftings  9f  death, 

werter. 

Charlotte,  'tis  more  than  nature  can  fupport ! 
'Tis  agony  extreme !  'tis  horrible  to  think  on  !— 
Gracious  powers  above ! 
%  Why  am  I  tortur'd  with  thefe  queftions  now  ? 

ALBERT. 

Be  patient,  Werter ;  let  not  reafon  yield 
To  tfcefe  tumultuous  transports  of  the  foul  1 


TTE&TER1 


Aa  t  A  TRAGEDY-  ** 

WlRTBR. 

tools  may  be  patient— my  controlling  woes 
Shall  ne'er  be  filent*  they  muft  roar  aloud, 
Elfe  my  expanding  heart  would  burft — Albert, 
Thou  haft  not  drunk  of  forrow's  bitter  cup, 
Thou  haft  not  borne  the  miferies  of  love, 
fror  felt  one  agony  that  Werter  feels ! 
Oh  !  if  thoii  had'ft— thou  would'ft  invoke  the  gods, 
Thy  ceafelefs  groans  would  be  as  loud  as  mine, 
Thy  m&dnefs— raging  madnefs  !— wild  as  mine! 

ALBERT* 

Werter,  farewel-*-'tis  time  we  fhould  be  gone. 

WERTER. 

And  can'ft  thou  leave  me  on  the  brink  of  fate  ? 
Can  Charlotte  leave  me  like  a  wretch  caft  off? 
Stay  but  a  moment— -oh,  one  parting  look  ! 
Am  I  fo  loft  fhe  will  not  grant  me  that  ? 
I  am  content — now  leave  me  to  my  fate  \ 
Farewel  to  both  1— and  may  you  never  bear 
What  I  have  borne  !— but  we  (ball  meet  again— 
'Tis  not  for  ever  that  we  now  divide. 

Charlotte. 

No,  For  to-morrow  we  will  meet;  again. 

\ 

WERTER. 

To-morrow,  Charlotte— oh  1  oh!  oh! 

B  3  ALBERT. 


ALBERT. 

Wertcr,  farewel ! 
Some  pitying  angel  guide  thy  ftep*, 
And  iboth  thy  foul  to  peace ! 

[Exeunt  Albert  and  Charlotte. 

.  WERTER,    (folUj.)  . 

She's  fled !  the  image  of  ray>  foul  is  fled  I 

My  other  felf,  my  only  refuge  gone ! 

Thdn  what  remains  for  Wertcr  but— defpair  ? 

Now,  grief  !  now,  forrow  !  I  :m  all  thine  own. 

Ye  (hades  of  night !  expand  your  fable  wings, 

Cover  in  darknefs  a  deferted  wretch  ! 

Hide  him  from  heaven,  the  world,  and  from  himfelf ! 

Here  let  him  fall  forfaken  and  forgot, 

And  figh  in  foHtode  bis  life  away  ! 

[Throws  him/elf  on  the  ground* 


Enter  Sebastian  and  leuthrop./ 

,  SEBASTIAN 

1  fear  the  generous  Albert  has  prevailed, 

For  I  have  waited  at  the  gate  in  vain  ! 

This  way  I  know  they  met^ Alas  !  how's  this  $ 

O  Wertcr,  fpeak ! 

WERTtfR, 

Away !  VU  periffi  here. 

SEBASTIAN* 
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Look    up,    my    friend ! thy    lor*th  fldtaftian 

calls;  •  .jr.;  \ 

werter,  (ftartingup.) 

Who  talks  of  peace  ? 
*Tis    not    to    be   found !— The   cherub    fits    on 

high, 
And  fmiling  mocks  mankind — purfue  it  not, 
For  it  will  lead  thee  to  a  dangerous  fca, 
And  there  wilf  vanirti !'  rattier  thou,  like  me, 
Plunge   deep    in    forrow;    millions    of   fathom* 

deeps 
And  gorge  upon  defpair !  'twill  fatisfy 
The  hungry  foul,  and  leave  it  nothing  wanting ! 

SEBASTIAN. 

Oh  heaven !  the  thought  of  leaving  all  his  foul  holds 

dear 
Has,  for  a  while,  deprived  him  of  his  fenfes : 
We  muft  delude  him  hence. 

WERTER. 

Look,  look,  and  read  ; 
'Tis  fate's  dire  volume  !  and  on  the  bloody  page, 

Self-murder's  doom'd    damnation! and   fee! 

Around 

b  4  Avenging 


w 
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Avenging  demons  wait  to  lalh  their  prey— 
Hark,  how  they  yell  1  and  now  they  pull— they 
tear— — * 

O  torture,  torture  I  < 

{Falls  on  Leutbrop*  and  is /upper ted  of.) . 

[Exeunt. 


2ND  OF  ACT  THE  FIRST* 


Mlh  A    tRACTEDV.  t| 


AC  T    II. 

SCENE  I.— Albert's  Apartment. 
Enter  charlotte  and  laura. 

CHARLOTTE. 

IF  dreams  arc  ominous,  fome  dreadful  woe 
Is  not  far  diftant,  Laura,  from  thy  friend— 
For  even  now  oppreft  with  heavieft  care, 
I  fought  for  comfort  in  a  fliort  repofe  $ 
And  my  wild  brain  was  haraficd  with  a  dream 
So  terrible !  that  it  will  banifh  fleep 
For  ages  from  my  foul.  A 

LAURA. 

Oh,  heed  it  not  1 
It  can  portend  no  harm. 

CHARLOTTE* 

Hear  then,  and  judge— 
Methought  1  alone  and  in  the  dead  of  night, 
Whilft  light'ning  fill'd  each  paufe  the  thunder 
made, 

And 


And  the  pale  moon  in  blacked  clouds  was  loft, 
1  wildly  wander'd  to  that  dreary  vale— 
Thar  vale !  where  Werter  firft  confefs'd  his  love, 
And  oft  in  fecret  figWd  ! — &t|t  to  my  tale— 
The  lightning's  fire,  and  moon*s  few  fcatter'd  rays, 
Juft  fhew'd  the  awful  horror  of  the  fcene ; 
Loud  roafing  Waves  rbfti'd  o'er  rhe  fertile  fields, 
And  the  whole  valley  feem'd  a  to  fling  fea. 
Sad  echo  doubVd  e***y  hollow  foundy 
And  nature  with  complete  difordergroan'd! 

How  could  your  fancy  farm  fo  wild  a  Jfcenei 
Indeed/twaa.  t&rtiblc  I 

OHAR&OTTft, 

But  mark  the  end, 
The  forkeJlightnmg  flaffted  a  fudden  glares 
And  far,  far  off,  a  towering  cliff  appear'd ! 
Urg'd,  at  the  moment,  by  a  fecret  with 
To  gain  its  fummit — in  the  flood  I  plung'd  ! 
And  driven  by  the  torrent,  reach'd  its  foot- 
Loud  howl'd  the  wind,  die  temped  ftill  increas'd— 
Trembling—fad  omen  !  I  began  to  dunk*— 
And  midway  faw — oh,  horrible  to  tell  !— 
An  human  being,  on  the  high  eft  verge, 
With  arms  outftretch'd,  propending  o'er  the  deep— 
I  fcream'd  aloud*— ftruek  with  the  (uddfeir  noifc  * 
Heftarted^-maddfning  I  flew  to  his.  relief, 
And  faw  with  eyes,  as  frantic  as  his  owa— 

The 
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The  loft,  deferted  Wcrtcr— O  Laura.! 
I  wak'd  in  terrors,  and  countlefs  centuries 
Carr  never  wear  the  image  from  my  mind1. 

Enter  albert. 

ALBERT. 

And  (till  will  Charlotte  fly  her  Albert's  arms  t 
Stillnwill  (he  leave  him  to  lament  aloqe  ! 
Oh  !  if  my  foul  could  find  a  fecret  charm, 
That  gently  poufd  attract  thy  heart  to  mine, 
Or  gain  me  but  a  (hare  of  that  ctear  creature  i 
High  Heaveft  jtftlf  would  be  a  poor  conceit 
Of  Albert's  happinefe ! 

CHARLOTTE. 

Nay,  talk  not  thus—* 
It  flings  me  to  the  foul,  to  hear  thee  chide. 
Love's  deepeft  wounds,  afBi&ion's  fharpeft  pangs-f 
Would  be  indulgence  to  reproof  from  thec  ! 

ALB2RT. 

Thou  little  knowTl 
How  thou  art  rooted  here  1— in  early  youth, 
Thy  lovely  form  ftrft  planted  in  my  foul  * 
There  long  it  liv'd,  and  charm'd  my  wandering 

fenfes  i 
But  nurs'd  by  time  it  grew  into  cftecm— 
And  friendship  budding  bloifom'd  foon  to  love : 
The  fruit,  alas !  has  not  fulfill'd  my  hopes ; 

But, 
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fcut,  oh!  the  plant  is  firmly  rooted  here, 
And  here  (hall  flourilh  till  the  ftock  decays ! 
How  can'ft  thou  wonder  then  that  thy  fad  eye 
Attracts  unwilling  frowns  from  mine  1 

CHARiOTtE. 

Oh,  Albert! 
E'er  this  thou  (hould'ft  have  known,  'tis  Charlotte'* 

fate, 
To  torture  mod,  where  mod  (lie  means  to  pleafc 

ALBERT* 

Be  what  thou  wilt : 

Be  pleas'd,  be  filent,  be  content  or  fad, 

I  will  (till  love  thee,  and  be  bled  to  (hare 

Thy  pleafures  or  affli&ions — but  come,  my  life ! 

1  came  to  tell  thee  that  fome  fudden  news 

Compels  me  hence  until  to-morrow  noon— * 

9Tis  hard  to  part  fo  long  ! 

CHARLOTTI* 

Alas !  my  Lord, 
What  news  fo  fuddenly  can  force  thee  hence  ? 

ALBERT. 

I  art)  compeU'd  to  haften  to  the  court- 
No  common  mandate  forces  me  away  : 
But  I  have  done— in  this  one  fond  embrace, 
\att  my  farewel  be  known  !  ere  noon  to-morrdW 
I  (hall  again  my  only  joy  behold  !  Exit* 1 

CHAR- 
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pHAfLLOTTE,    (foIt(S.) 

JFarewel !  and  may  tfie  unrelenting  heavens, 
That  (how'r  down  curfes  on  this  wretched  head* 
Lavilh  their  bleflings  on  the  generous  Albert. 
Oh !  how  my  foul  ftill  ftruggles  to  forget 
What  moft  it  ipeditates,  what  pioft  it  loves ! 
But  ah  !  how  vain  ! — O  Werter,  Werter  I 
Yes,  I  may  blame,  but  never  can  forget  thee  j 
A  fccret  fympaihy  attach'd  me  firft  $ 
Time  fince  has  ftarnp'd  thine  image  on  my  heart, 
And  the  imprcfljon  is  engrav'd  for  ever  1 
Should  we  e'er  meet  again  7— deluding  thought ! 
It  thrills  like  lightning    through  my  trembling 

frame, 
And  penetrates  my  foul— ha !— Werter ! 

Enter  werter. 

WERTER, 

That  very  wfctch ! 

charlotte  {turning  away.) 
Some  kind  protefting  angel  guard  me  now ! 
Qh,  watch  me  at  this  awful  moment  1 

werter* 

Heavens ! 
}s  it  ppffible  ?— can  (he  abandon  me  ? 

e,f"  She 
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She— who  would  fmile  if  Werter  was  but  pleas'd ! 
ghp— who  wdufd  utteep  if  Werter  did  but  figh  1 

CHARL'OT'rtU 

We  muft  notl)e  alone— 
The  fcgne  is  altered  fince  jye  parted  laft— 
Laura,  I  fay-— vyet  hold — a  moment  hold- 
Am  I  fo  loft  that  I  diftryft.myfelf ? 
So  mean,  fp  cpwardly  !  muft  I  be  watch 'd 
Left  I  prpvt  lalTe  ? — 'Hence,  idle  vifiohs,  hence ! 
I  am  alone  prote&refs  of  nrjyfelf, 
Ancl  dare  dety  Wfl  lovers  feducing  arts^ 
^o  fhake  one  atqm  of  jrty  virtue  ! 

Oh<! 
It  was  ndt  alftey^-rfafe !— *he  ttofce^hfts  beWi 
When  Charlotte  would  have  flown  to  foothe  her 

Werter. 
But  now  'tis  well !— he'll  trouble  her  no  more- 
He.  came  opprefs'd  with  fprrow  and  defpair— 
Yes,  almoft  broken  with  a  weight  of  woes, 
TolttkforTuccdtir  in  his  only  hope. 
Like  onethat'*  (hipwedtVl  in  a  dreadful  ftorro, 
Struggling  he  fought  the  la  t  remaining  plank 
To  fave  his  finking  foul'!— but  that  avoids  him-~ 
Even  there  his  hopes  are  loft — then*let  the  ftorn> 
Come  on !  it  c^ontt  Injure  now  ! 

[Throws  him/elf  on  the  couch. 

t  CHAR* 
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charlotte^  (looking  Sometimes  at  him,  and  flying 
to  bim.y 

O  Werter! 
Why  will  you  plunge  in  mifcry  again  ? 
Why  will  you  leave  the  flicker  of  your  friend^ 
For  this  diftra&ed  fcene  ?  < 

WERTEfc. 

Charlotte,  I  came 
To  you  alone  1  One  gentle  hour  of  love, 
Snatch'd  at  a  time  fo  circumftane'd  as  this, 
Is  better  than  an  age  of  other  fife  I 

CHARLOTTE. 

Werter,  no  more— this  is  no  time  for  lov$— * 
Oh  let  the  torturer  for  ever  flcep 
In  filent  peace !  for  (hould  he  wafce  again, 
*Tis  but  to  lead  us  to  the  brink  of  horror  1 
Once  more  I  charge  thee  to  fubdue  a  paftion 
So  vainly,  madly  form'd  !  a  paffion  join'd 
To  fure  deftru&ion  !— why  is  it  only  me  ? 
Me,  that's  another's  !— *ala*  1  I  much,  much  feat 
The  confeious  thought— I  can  be  never  thine, 
Only  increafes  the  enraged  defire  ! 

WERTER, 

Did  Albert  furnifli  thee  with  this  reflection  ? 
Tis  a  profound  one. 

CHAR^ 
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CHARLOTTE. 

Nay  think  tpe  not  fevere ! 
£y  Heaven,  e'en  now,  my  ftruggling  heart  recoils 
^Vhile   thus  it  chides !   and  could  the  trembler 

ipeak, 
*T would  tell  thee  that  it  pants  to  foqthe  and  (hare: 
fuch  pang  that  tortuqeg  tjiiry:— bup  a?  the  caufq 
Qf  all  ihy  forrows  j  it  fhqukj  Teem  not  hard* 
That  pity  prompts  me  to  invent  a  cure  ! 

And  know'ft  thou  of  a  cure  ?  - 

•  CHARLOTTE. 

:  Return  to  Manheim— ? 

Time  may  do  touch — abfence,    perhaps,    muel^ 

more; 
Another  objeft  too  may  change  the  fcene— 
One  who  deferves  thy  lpve,  who'll  hear  thy  tale, 
And  by  dividing,  diffipate  thy  woes ; 
And  when  paft  forrows  (hajl  be  quite  forgot. 
Bring  her  to  Walheim,  and  with  us  enjoy 
Thepureft  pleafures  perfeft  friendfhip  yields. 

WERTER. 

All  will  be  well  ere  long— all  will  be  well. 


CHA£- 
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CHARLOTTE. 

Do  not  oppofc  my  wilh — for  you  well  know 
Albert  has  been  moft  kind — his  generous  love 
Merits  return— and  I  could  rather  die 
Than  willingly  torment  him  with  a  care ! 
Therefore,  alas !  I  tremble  as  I  fpeak ! 
We  meet  with  prudence,  or  we  meet  no  more  I 

(Hers  they  both  rift* 

werter* 
*Tis  well — 'tis  very  well !  ,  r  <; 

CHARLOTTE  ^        , 

Honour  incites 
The  fix'd  refolve !— -Heavens  relieve  me  now ! 
I  fcarce  have  power  to  fpeak— ha,  thou  art  pale  1 

WERTllt, 

Or  meet  no  more  1 

CHARLOTTE, 

What  paffion  {fakes  thee  I 

WERTER. 

Or  meet  no  morel  - 


CHARLOTTE. 

What  wild  myfterioua  words  1 

c  Some 
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Some  fmothcr'd  paflion  ftruggles  in  thy  bread  ; 
Speak— 

WERTER. 

I  dare  not. 

CHARLOTTE. 

Oh  fpeak,  in  mercy  fpeak.     {Bell  lolls. 
Tis  Walheim  abbey  bell 
That  tolls  for  fome  poor  wandering  pilgrim's  death ! 

Werter. 

Death — ha !  did'ft  thou  fay  death !— Lo !  where  he 

-     (talks! 
Hence,  thou  pale  warrior,  hence, 

{Takes  Charlotte  by  the  band. 
You  (hall  nor,  cannot  part  us ! 
Alas  \  where  am  I  ?— Ahi  rtiy  brain  is  tiirn'd ! 
Pity  me,  Charlotte,  pity  me!  I  am 
The  verieft  wretch  alive  1 

CHARLOTTE. 

Alas!  my  Werter! 

WERTER. 

Oh!  forgive  me;  the  raging  tumult's  o'er, 

And  I'm  again  myfelf—  'twas  but  a  fancy 

Of  my  too-troubl'd  mind— thir\k  on't  no  more  s 

Some  better  fubjedt  may  employ  our  thoughts. 

Oft  have  we  chae'd  the  heavy  hour  away 

la  reading  Offian— may  we  not  read  again?— 

I I  CHAR* 
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CHARLOTTE. 

Here  is  your  own  tranflation  of  his  fongs. 

(Here  they  feat  tbemfehes. 

WERTER. 

O  Charlotte,  what  ravages  hard  time  has  made 
Since  laft  I  read  them !— Of  that  no  more- 
Alas  !  the  leaf  *s  turn'd  down 
Where  hopclefs  Armin  mourns  his  murder'd  child ! 

werter  {reads). 
"  Alone  on  the  fea  beat  rock  my  daughter  was 
"  heard  to  complain— frequent  and  loud  were 
cc  her  cries,  nor  could  hef  father  relieve  her. 
€c  All  night  I  flood  on  the  fhore— I  faw  her  by 
"  tbe  faint  beam  of  the  moon,  and  before  morning 
"  appear'd,  her  voice  was  weak—It  died  away,  like 
<f  the  evening  breeze  amongft  rhe  grafs  of  the  rocks 
"  — fpent  with  grief  (he  expired,  and  left  thee, 
u  Armin — alone!" 

(Here  Werter  throws  down  tbe  book9feizes  Chat- 
lotte's  band,  and  weeps  o'er  it— foe  leans  on  her 
other  arm,  holding  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes— 
they  are  both  in  tbe  utthoft  agitation.-*- In  this 
unhappy  Jlory  they  feel  their  own  misfortunes.— 
At  length  Charlotte  fays,  cc  Go  on." 

WERTER,  (reads,) 
"  Why  doft  thou  awake    me,    O    gale  !—* It 
"  feems  to  fay  I  am  cover'd  with  the  drops  of 

c^i  u  heaven 
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fC  heaven— The  time  of  my  fading— is  near, 
u  and  the  blaft— that  (hall  fcatter  my  leaves— 
cc  to-morrow— (hall  the  traveller  come— He  that 
"  faw  me  in  my  beauty — (hall  come — His  eye* 

«  (hall  fearch  the  field— But— they  will  not 

"  find  me !" 

(Tbe/e  words  fall  like  aftroke  of  thunder  on  the  heart 
-  of  the  unfortunate  Werter  !  in  defpair  he  throws 
bimfelfat  her feet \feizes  her  hand,  and  puts  it  to 
bis  forehead.  An  apprebenfion  of bis fatal projeff, 
for  the  firfi  time,  ft  ruck  Charlotte— Jhe  is  dif- 
trafted.) 

charlotte  (Jl ar ting  from  the  couch.) 
Heavens  !  Suicide — am  I  to  be  fo  curft  ? 
Is  there  no  mercy  to  be  found  in  heaven  ? 
O  Werter  !  O  Werter ! 

{Falling  on  him.) 

WERTER. 

I  will  not  lofe  thee— 
Thus  let  me  ever  clafp  thee  to  my  heart. 
«    Here  they  lofe  fight  of  every  thing,  and  the  whole 
world  dif appears  before  tbem.—He  clafpsberin 
bis  arms,  andjlrains  her  to  bis  bofom. 

CHARLOT  TE. 

Werter!    [with  a  faint  voice)  Werter  1    (gently 

pujhing  him  away)  Werter !    {with  a  firm  voice  of 

virtue)  This  is  the  laft  time— we  never — never— 

meet  again  !— 

[Exit. 

WERTER, 
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WERTER,   (folus.) 

Now  art  thou  fatisfied,  indignant  fate  ! 
Is  not  thy  vengeance  glutted  now  ?— Then  look, 
And  fate  thy  foul  with  triumph  and  revenge, 
For  I  am  curs'd  beyond  the  reach  of  hope ! 
Heavens  !  how  the  tempeft  rages  in  my  brain  ! 
•Tis  all  on  fire  !— O  Charlotte,  Charlotte, 
Once  more  come  forth  and  foften  me  to  calmnefs  ! 

(Throws  him/elf  on  a  couch.) 

Enter  albert. 

ALBERT. 

The  night  and  ceafelefi  fury  of  the  dorm 
Compeird  me  to  return— ftrange  fancies  too 
Perplex'd  my  mind  and  agitate  me  much. 
I  know  not  what  to  think— How!  Werter*  here! 
This  is  mod  ftrange ! — burf  Albert,  have  a  care, 
Sufpeft  not  without  caufe,  for  when  thou  doft, 
Then  thou  art  damn'd  indeed!— of  all  calamities, 
Sufpicion  I  have  yet  avoided  mod—— . 
And  ever  will ! — Welcome  again  t6  Walheim. 

werter  {not  looking  up  ) 
Away— away— and  leave  me  to  my  forrows. 

albert* 
Still  on  affliftion,  Werter— I  hop'd  e'er  this 
Thy  friends  had  chas'd  each  difmal  care  away, 

c  3  And 
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And  quite  reftored  thee  to  thy  former  peace. 
Oh  !  'tis  a  weaknefs  to  be  ever  thus ! 
Look  up  my  friend— 'tis  Albert  fpeiks— — 

WERTER. 

Albert! 
The  laft  on  earth  I  would  intrude  on  thus ; 
O  Albert,  do  I  merit  this  from  thee  ? 
Am  I  not  moft  unworthy  of  thy  friendfhip? 

ALBERT. 

Unworthy  ! — Now  by  yon  heaven  I  fwear, 
There's  not  an  adtion,  (unallied  to  fin,) 
However  dangerous,  however  painful, 
But  I  would  willingly  attempt  for  Werter! 

werter  {taking  Albert  by  the  band.) 

Tbejj,  Albert,  hear  ! — and  O  ye  powers  above  J 

That  ever  blaft  the  wiflies  of  my  foul, 

Fof  once  be  merciful,  and  grant  my  pray  V  ! 

Let  anguifh,  forrow,  and  defpair  combine, 

To  form  in  unifon  one  perfedt  wretch  1 

And  let  that  wretch  be  Werter! — but,  gracious 

heaven, 
Let  all  the  curfes  that  are  lavifh'd  here 
Be  doubled  in  thy  mercies— bleffings  there. 
Let  pureft  pleafure,  let  perpetual  peace, 
Eternal  happinefs,  and  conftant  love, 
Attend  him  ever)  to  the  hour  of  fate  I 
$ut  long  avert  that  hour  I— he  deferves  it  all-* 

I  can 
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I  can  no  more— my  fpirits  weaken  faft— ■ ■ 
I  prithee  bear  me  hence.—— 

ALBERT. 

Bear  on  my  arm. 
A  little  quiet  will  reftore  thy  ftrcngth 
Thou  (hall  reft  here  to-night. 

WERTER. 

I  thank  thee  much—— 
But  I  have  bufinefs  that  compels  me  hence : 
Yes  ;  I  have  that  which  cannot  be  delay'd. 

ALBERT. 

Nay  figh  not,  Werter— -you  will  befoon  at  peace. 

WERTER. 

Yes,  Albert !  very  foon !— I  would  be  gone— 

ALBERT. 

Nay,  fay  no  more— bear  up,  my  friend—-bear  up— 
Time  will  reftore  you  to  your  wonted  peace. 

[Exeunt. 


END   0F   ACT  THE   SECOND. 


C4  ACT 
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act  in. 


SCENE  \.—Werter*s  Apartment. 

Enter  werter  and  leuthrop* 

werter  (giving  Leutbrop  letters )• 

Thcfc  to  my  mother — for  Sebaftian  thefe— 
Get  them  convey'd,  and  meet  me  here  again, 
And  mark  me— that  I  prevail'd  upon  my  friend 
Not  to  depart  from  Manheim  till  to-night, 
Muft  be  divulg'd  to  none. 

LEUTHROP. 

I  fhall  obey,  Sir, 

WERTER. 

How  goes  the  night  ? 

LEUTHROP. 

'Tis  near  the  fecond  watch. 

WERTER. 

Then,  time,  I  muft  no  longer  trifle  with  thee— 
gqmething  muft  be  done— and  chat  moft  quickly— 

Oh  I 
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Oh  !  'tis  an  awful 

Moment !  and  I  muft  ufe  it  like  a  man- 
Away,  and  leave  me. 

LEUTHR0P. 

His  difbrder'd  ipeech, 
And  the  wild  fury  in  his  looks,  foretel 
Some  new  misfortune— I  will  not  leave  him. 

[Goes  up  the  Jiage. 

vbrter  (faufing). 

Death  is  the  common  medicine  for  woe— 
The  peaceful  haven,  which  the  fhatter'd  bark 
In  tempeft  ever  feeks.— 
Then  why  delay  ?— Why  yet  thefc  doubtful  fears  ? 
Oh  1  tis  (he  mind  that  fhudders  at  the  thought 
Of  dark  uncertainty  1 

leuthrop  (coming forward.) 

O  Sir,  forgive  the  ardour  of  your  (lave, 
-  Who  rudely  thus  intrudes — but  much  I  fear 
Some  new  affliction  wounds  my  matter's  peace, 
Which  I  perhaps  can  lefTen  or  avert. 

Away !  Away ! 

LEUTHROP. 

O,  do  but  try  me,  Sir ! 
I  would  walk  barefoot  o'er  the  boundlefs  world, 

And 
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And  every  ftep  thfit  wrung  my  aged  feet, 
Should  he  a  (hoot  of  comfort  to  my  foul, 
Could  I  but  mitigate  my  matter's  woes! 

WERTER. 

If  thou  would  'ft  (hew  obedience  to  my  will, 
This  inftanp  leave  me,  nor  increafe  my  pain. 

Exit  Ltutbrtp* 

(Paufing  again.9) 

Yet  in  this  world  can  1  e'er  hope  for  peace  ? 
Peace  !— when  my  Charlotte  is  another's  wife. 
E'en  now  perhaps  (he  languishes  away. 
And  melts  tranfported  in  her  Albert's  arms— - 
Ha  1  that  dread  thought  works  inward  on  my  foul 
Like  darting  poifon— and  my  mad'ning  brain 
Is  fwell'd  with  defperacion.— Oh,  'tis  an  hour 
Of  horrors !  and  it  calls  for  horrid  deeds*-—* 
One  of  the  three  muft  die — that  heaven  decrees- 
Shall  it  be  Albert  ?  (hall  thefe  yet  fpotlefe  hands 
Shed  virtue's  blood  ?  and  (hall  the  honeft  fall, 
To  let  the  guilty  take  their  happier  feats  i 
O  damn'd  thought! — I  (hudder  at  myfelf, 
For  bare  imagination  of  the  deed  ! 
Shall  Charlotte  then  ?  (hall  that  fweet  angel  form 
Be  torn— be  mangled — and  in  Werter's  caufc  ? 
O  cruel,  cruel  fate ! — 1*11  paufe  no  more- 
One  thought  alone  pofTefies  all  my  foul, 
And  that  (hall   be  ^cy'd— Wcrter  himfclf  (hall 
die  J 

This 
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This  long  has  ftruggl'd  in  my  withered  brain, 
And  now  it  burfts,  and  my  whole  foul  's  at  peace ! 
Now,  Albert,  live  !  and  blefs  that  perfedt  fair, 
For  whom  I  liv'd,  for  whom — I  foon  (hall  die— 
And,  Charlotte,  when  the  grave  holds  all  that's  left, 
Of  that  unhappy  agitated  being, 
Who  knew  no  pleafure  but  in  fight  of  thee ! 
Oh,  when  you  wander  thro9  your  long-lov'd  vale, 
Then  think  of  Werter ! 
Think  how  oft  his  fighs 

Have  Bird  the  founding  woods  !  how  oft  his  tears 
Have  dew'd  the  weeping  grafs !  and  if  you  wifli 
To  feed  on  forrows  never  tafted  yet ! 
Look—towards  the  church-yard  that  contains  his 

bones, 
And  fee !  with  pity  how  the  evening  breeze 
Waves  the  high  grafs  that  grows  upon  his  grave ! 
Alas ! — thefe  thoughts  recal  fuch  tender  fcenes  ! 
They  quite  unman  me. 

Re-enter  leuthrop. 

LEUTHROP. 

In  tears— O  heavens ! 
Teach  me  fome  way  to  foothe  my  mailer's  woes- « 
My  gentle  matter — 

WERT*** 

Whence  this  intrufion  ? 

LBV- 
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LEUTHROP. 

I  have  obeyM  your  orders,  Sir. 

WERTER. 

'Tis  well— 

This  night   (hall  clafe  the    fcene — the  midnight 

watch 
Shall  be  the  hour — e'er  that — (he  may  be  feen — 
Attend     me    to     my    chamber — and    now,  high 

heaven ! 
Aid  me  with  calmnefs  till  I  meet  my  fate ! 

[Exeunt* 

An  Apartment  in  Alberts  Houfe. 
Enter  charlotte* 

CHARLOTTE. 

O  what  a  fate  is  mine  !  a  generous  lover, 
E'er  now  refolving  on  a  fudden  death, 
And  I  his  murderer !  a  faithful  hufband, 
Who  long  has  lov'd,  long  watch'd  my  cruel  heart, 
Offended  and  incens'd  !— ah  !  there's  the  rock 
On  which  my  (hatter'd  veffel  will  be  crufli'd  j 
Reproof  from  Albert  will  afflift  me  more 
Than  all  my  forrows  pail. 

Enter 
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Ekter  ALBERT, 
ALBERT, 

The  more  I  think  the  more  I  am  perplex'd— • 
E'en  now  I  met  Scbaftian  at  the  portal, 
And  Werper  left  her  not  an  hour  ago: 
Can  ihe  be  falfe  ! — can  heav  Vs  own  image  ? 
Can  Charlotte  ?  but,  ah  !  I  reafon  as  I  wi(h— 
Wou'd  flie  were  trye !  and  memory  cou'd  forget 
The  various  follies  that  my  fondnefs  lavifhed — 
Oh  I  I  dcferve  the  torments  I  endure. 

CHARLOTTE. 

Ha  ! — fo  difturb'd— then  are  my  fears  confirmed : 
I  hope,  my  Lord,  no  fudden  accident 
Delay'd  your  journey. 

ALBERT. 

I  crave  your  pardon,  Charlotte : 
It  is  impofiible !  that  angel  form 
Would  blufli  at  frailty— 
O  my  dear  partner ! 


CHARLOTTE. 


In  tears,  my  Lord : 
What  can  this  mean  1 


ALBERT. 
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ALBERT. 

Have  I  no  caufe  to  weep? 

CHARLOTTE. 

I  know  of  none. 

ALBERT. 

Of  none !  my  Charlotte. 

CHARLOTTE. 

No  %  on  my  foul — if  innocence-—- 

ALBERT. 

Innocence  I 

CHARLOTTE. 

Gh !  on  my  knees  let  me  intreat  thee,  Albert, 
Unfold  this  myftery  !— Ifet  rtot  my  mind 
Be  tortur'd  with  furpenfe*- fpeak !  quickly  (fteftk> 
Or  fudden  madnefs  will  diftridt  my  brain. 

ALBERT. 

Nay,  do  not  kneel — I  pri'thee  leave  me  now— 
My  mind  is  much  diftuiVd— — 

CHARLOTTE. 

No !  kill  me  quite* 
Let  me  not  linger  in  my  pain— oh,  Albert ! 

Thus 
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Thus,  thus  I'll  cling,  thus  grovel  at  thy  feet 
Till  thou  haft  freed  my  doubts !  If  I'm  the  caufc 
Thy  fears  are  falfe— oh,  by  mine,  honour,  falfe ! 

ALBERT. 

Honour ! 

CHARLOTTE. 

Ha !  you  mock  me  ftill. 

ALBERT. 

Yet, leave  me: 
A  new'unufual  fury  rages  here, 
And  foon  'twill  blaze  abroad— away— — ■ 

CHARLOTTE. 

•Tis  well. 
Albert  miftrufts  his  Charlotte— yes,  high  Heaven ! 
He  doubts  her  honour,  he  fufpe&s  her  love : 
Oh  hear !  and  anfwer  if  (he  merits  this ! 

•  albert  (laying  hold  of  her). 
Wcrter! 

charlotte  {much  confufed). 
Hal  what  of  him? 

albert. 

O  guilt  1  guilt! 

CHAR- 
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CHARLOTTE. 

Guilt. 

ALBERT. 

Yes,  guilt! 
Haft  thou  not  art  enough  to  bide  thy  fhame  ? 
But  thus.muft  boaft  it  1  thus  to  the  very  face 
Of  him  thou  haft  abus'd. 

CHARLOTTE. 

/ 

If  it  be  guilt  to  fuffer  keen  reprdach, 
Regret,  affii&ion,  terror,  and  defpair, 
With  every  torture  that  tart  rack  the  foul ! 
Rather  than  wander  from  my  truth  to  thee, 
In  a&ion,  word,  or  thought — if  this  be  guilt ! 
I  own,  my  Lord,  thejuftice  of  your  charge, 
And  well  defer ve  the  phrafe. 

ALBERT. 

This  fyren's  fong 
No  more  (hall  captivate  my  pliant  foul j 
I've  been  too  Jong  amus'd,  too  long  deceiv'd  j 
My  love  has  been  long  abus'd,  my  liberal  conduit 
Scorned  and  derided— but  thou  (halt  know 
I'm  not  that  dupe,  that  eafy,  placid  fool 
Thy  falfhood  wiih'd  !  ho,  Til  exert  my  powers, 
Enforce  my  rights,  and  be  a  tyrant  too : 
Yes;    mark  mc,   Madam,   1  charge  thee  on  thy 
truth/ 

*  Nay, 
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Nay,  on  thy  peril,  never  to  be  feen 

Or  found  in  converfe  with  thy  minion  more. 

CHARLOTTE. 

Minion !  mud  I  bear  this  ? 

ALBERT. 

Ay,  and  much  more^ 

CHARLOTTE. 

No,  Albert,  a  littla  while  ago 

You  found  me  fond,  afieflionate,  and  weak, 

Made  up  of  folly,  levity,  and  fears  5 

But  your  own  ralhnefs  has  reftor'd  my  fenfe, 

And  I  defpife  your  threats — minion,!,  O  lhame  I 

Ufe  fuch  another  word,  and  here  I  vow, 

If  e'er  I  deign  to  liften  to  you  more, 

'Tis  but  with  fcorn— unalterable  (corn. 

ALBERT, 

This  poor  pretended  fpirit  is  in  vain  * 
Thy  ftubbdrn  heart  (ball  bleed. 

CHARLOTTE. 

You  little  know 
The  heart  of  Charlotte,  if  you  think  'twill  bleed 
At  folly's  idle  race— no,  my  Lord, 
When  you  return  to  your  accuftom'd  peice, 
And  converfe  like  yourfclf,  I  am  your  own** 

Proud 
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Proud  to  indulge,  and  happy  to  obey  you ; 
But  when  you  lofe  t^V  ca)mnp$  you  profefs. 
And  thus  infult  me,  I  am  only  taught 
That  Albert  is  no  better  than  a  tyrant, 
Whofc  vain  preemption  merits  my  difdain. ' 

AhMKT. 

Away,  away— I'll  trifle  time  no  more ; 

Now  hear  my  laft  refolve: — by  Heaven  I   love 

fa*         .  .    . 

More  than  romantic  fancy  can  exprefs, 

And  would  not  leave  jthfle  for  eternal  peace. 

But  if  you  (till  perfift 

To  let  another  triumph  in  your  heart, 

Thou  art  no  longer  mine — we  part  for  eyer !, 

CHARLOTTE. 

Ungenerous  gopan  1 
Is  it  for  this  my  foul  rcfign'd  its  love, 
And  kept  its  vow  to  uhce  I  is  it  for  this  ! 
He  you  abmfe  in  cndlefs  spguifli  Hves, 
Perhaps— J  cannot  fpeak — (weefs). 

ALBERT. 

Ha !  do'ft  thpu  weep  I  perfidious  vom*n,  go, 
Go  to  thy  Werter,  revel  in  his  arms, 
Albert  will  neycr  interrupt  you  tpqrc. 

{Exit. 


D  2  CHAR" 
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CHARLOTTE. 

When,  angry  Heaven,  (hall  chy  vengeance  ceafe  I 

When  (hall  this  little  vi&im  be  allow'd 

A  momentary  calm— never,  never— 

Yet  fomething — my  felt  (hall  favc  him  from 

The  horrid  de?d, 

£9/<r  werter  (Supported  Jq  Leutbrop). 

WERTER. 

A  little  onward  bear  me,  faithful  Leuthrop* 
To  figh  my  life  out  at  my  Charlotte9;  feet* 
And  I  (hall  die  content. 

CHARLOTTE. 

Oh  Heavens !  w*s  Sebaftian— * 

WERTER. 

He  was  deceivM— I  yielded  to  his  wi(h, 

And  while  he  left  me  to  prepare  for  Manheirto, 

Completed  my  defign— it  was  my  fate 

To  c^t£h  a  fad  diftemper  in  the  heart, 

Which  grew   contagious,   and   while  it  cankerM 

here 
Infedtcd  all  who  footh'd— could  I  then  live 
But  to  deftroy  the  (barer*  of  my  pains ! 

CHAR- 
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CHARLOTTE* 

Hafte  to  Sebaftian,  cell  him  all— away- 
Some  fpeedy  antidote  may  yet  be  found  ; 
He  cannot,  fhall  not  die. 

WERTER. 

Give  me  fome  comfort  a 
For  I  am  coward  all — I  fear'd  to  brave 
Life's  common  chances,  and  I  fhudder  now 
To  meet  that  death  I  fought— horror  1  horror! 
I  dare  not  think  upon  the  deed  I've  done  i 
J  have  invaded  nature's  facred  law, 
RebellM  againft  Heaven  itfclf !— O  my  Charlotte! 
Is  there  no  l>ope  of  pardon  ? 

CHARLOTTE. 

Cruel,  cruel  hour! 
And  muft  I  lofe  thee,  Werter ! 

1TERTBR. 

Tell  Albeit  to  forgive  me^ 
For  I  have  injur'd  and  abus'd  him  much : 
Forgive  me  too  thyfelf !— could  I  but  live  1 
It  will  not  be-— ha  i  that  pang  was  death's  :— 
]t  will  not  be— mercy,  mercy,  Heaven!      (Dies.) 

{Charlotte  falls  on  the  hod?.} 

E»Ur 


Enter  albert,  Sebastian,  and  leuth&op. 

SEBASTIAN. 

The  ftarpeft  torments  cruelty,  fuggcfb, 
Wou'd  be  indulgence  to  the  pangs  I  feel : 
Who  but  Sebaftian  wou'd  have  left  his  friend  ! 
Ha^  J  rfifnain'd  and  fooxh'4  him  as  I  ought, 
This  ne'er  had  bappen'd — curft  !  curil  reffcdioq ! 
I  am  thfrfotal  cajife  pf  all  thefe  forrow*. 

albert  (wjteping  over  Charlotte.) 

No,  'tis  from  Albert  ev'ry  Jbrrow  flows, 
fihd.  J  opt  bew  the  weakeft,  worft  of  men, 
1  had  refign'd  my  Charlotte,  and  been  ihappy 
In  feeing  her  fo  cxquifitely  bled, 
What  am  I  now !  thou  injur 'd  innocence  ! 
,  PrQn wflcp  flay  doom  i 

charlotte  (Jtarting  up). 

Talk  not  to  me— away  ! 

Jk/wfr  W  Ijghjtnwg,  pr  you'll  be  too  late: 

He's  in  y0ur  &tal  yafle  !— I  left  him  tjier*, 

His  fwqrd  was  drawq,  and  death  fat  hroQtfing  by  i 

Fly  or   h&  gwrder'dJ  -*-  hark  I    a   Xbriek  -*  * 

IfrricMr— 
JVM  &owi  'tis  pad,  the  fweet  deluder's  vanifh'dj 
And  I  muft  wander  o'er  the  world  alone. 

SEBAS- 
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ssBASTiAff  fro  Gbarktie). 

Let  not  excefs  of  grief 
O'ercome  thy  reafon,  but  with  pity  look 
Oa  wrttched  Albert. 

CHARLOTTE, 

Albert !  I  know  him  well, 
He  is  my  huJband,  guardian  of  my  honour  1 
Honour !  no  more  of  that— no  more  of  that— 
That  kilTd  the  innocent  I — oh  my  poor  heart ! 

ALBERT. 

Hold,  hold   my    brain !  —  will   none  attempt    to 

foothe  her  I 
Will  none  affift !  I  can  no  longer  bear 
The  maddening  fight ! 

[Falls  on  Leutbrop.) 

CHARLOTTE. 

There — there's  his  fepulchre— 
Ha  I  fee  it  (hakes— the  tomb  is  all  convuls'd ! 
Soft,  now  it  yawns,  and  gently  deals  apart— 
'Tis  burft  afunder— here  the  body  lies  1 
Alas !  how  chang'd  !— thefe  tears,  negleded  (hade, 
Shall  wa(h  thy  rankling  wounds — thefe  hands— 

ahl  look, 
His  eye-balls  roll !  he  trembles  in  his  (hroud— 
He  is  alive  !  and  all  will  (till  be  well 

5  S"1 
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See!  fee!  to  Heaven,  he  mounts; 
Legions  of  angels  hover  round  his  form; 
He  beckons  me !  Wcrter,  I  come  !  I  come— 
And  now  let  honour  pare  us  if  ie  can ! 

(Falls  on  fPcrter's  body. 

Curtain  drops,  with  Jtov>  Muftc. 


THE     INDi 


EPILOGUE, 

(Written  by  Mr.  Metlkr,  of  Both,) 
Spkt*  by  Miss  Wall  it. 


Eat  half  recovered  from  my  fcene  of  madnefs, 

I'm  fent,  kind  friends,  to  cheer  you  from  your  fadnefs ; 

For  'tis  a  rule  which  tyrant  coftoms  teach, 

(The  rale's  perhaps  "  more  honour'd  in  the  breach,") 

When  thro9  long  difmal  tragedies  you  cry, 

In  trips  ma'am  Epilogue— your  handkerchiefs  to  dry* 

Well,  ladies,  does  this  German  lore-tick  poflet 

Tafte  well  upon  the  ftage  as  in  the  clofet  ?— 

Oar  author  fure  few  modern  plays  has  read, 

Or  what  could  e'er  poffefs  his  youthful  head 

To  write  a  tragedy  upon  this  pure  plan. 

The  characters  all  virtuous  to  a  man  ? 

No  plumed  king  to  kill  his  tyrant  brother. 
Nor  rival  queens  to  poifon  one  another ; 

No  Spanifli  maflacre,  no  Gallic  pride, 

And  only  one  poor  a&  of  fuicide  !— 

Whoe'er  this  Werter  was,  his  life,  his  end. 

Our  Britifh  fair  mud  ever  call  him  friend ; 

His  tale  ftill  pleas'd,  yet  dill  bedew'd  the  eye. 

Nay,  made  the  tedious  moments  glibly  fly, 

When  only  your  dear  lords  perhaps  were  by. 

His  tale,  by  Bunery's  magic  touch  pourtray'd. 

Your  brightest  chambers  dill  has  brighter  made ; 

E'en  on  the  fatun  which  preferves  your  hands, 

The  haplefs  Werter't  pen  five  Charlotte  Hands. 

Thus  for  the  play— -whefe  author's  tender  age 

Pleads  ftrong— feverity's  dread  ftripes  t'aJTuage. 

°  Now  for  myfelf— -whofe  (lender  efforts  meet 
"  More,  favours  here  than  words  can  well  repeat ; 

a  «  Myfelf, 


} 


EPILOGUE. 

€e  Myfelf,  tranfplanted  to  your  fbft'ring  care, 

"  Whofc  kind  indulgence  all  my  errors  fpare, 

ft  Shall  ftrive,  whilft  emulation  ftrains  each  nerve, 

"  Your  kind  protection  juftly  to  deferve  ; 

"  And  tho*  my  pow'r  fs  not  equal  your  applaufe, 

"  My  diligence  fhall  know  nor  reft  nor  paufc, 

"  But,  hand  in  hand  with  gratitude,  endeavour, 

*  If  not  to  equal— yet  to  keep,  your  favour." 

The  morning  bloflbm,  in  its  early  birth, 
Shews  little  profpeft  of  its  future  worth  ; 
But,  warm'd  by  Summer's  animating  rays, 
To  fruit  it  ripens,  and  with  fruit  repays  :— 
So  our  young  bard,  of  your  applaufe  fee u re, 
In  time  may  ripen,  and  become  mature ; 
In  time,  perhaps,  fome  better  ftory  write, 
Perhaps— repay  the  candour  of  to-night* 

The  lines  between  inverted  commas  werejpoken  by  Mifs  Brunton, 
at  her  benefit.  Tbey  were  afterwards  omitted,  and  the  loft  eight 
lines  fubflitvted. 
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SCENE. 
BARCELONA, 

And  the  Country  around  it. 


THE 

C  AR  A  V  AN; 

The  DRIVER  and  Ms  DOG. 


ACT   L 

Scene  the  First. 


A  wild  mountainous  country ;  m  the  center  a  Bridge. 
Tmo  Pirates  are  discovered  on  the  bridge  ;  two  on  dif- 
Jerent  parts  of  the  mountain,  looking  throy  Glasses ; 
other  Pirates  on  the  Stage. 

CHORUS  of  Pirates,  on  the  Stage. 

ALAS  !  alas  !  this  watching  is  in  vain. 

DUETT. 

Hush  !  hush  I  hush !  some  footstep's  near, 
No,  no,  'tis  clear, 
We  ne'er  shall  hear 
Our  gallant  captain's  horn  again. 

Ba         ^     CHORUS. 
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CHORUS/ 

No,  no,  'tis  dear,  &c,    , 

DUETT.  > 

Pirates  on  the  mountain. 

Hush  !  hush' !  on  the  mountain's  top 
We  see,  we  see, 

(  Arabbo,  sounds  Ms  Horn.  ) 

JTishe!  —  'tis  he  !— ' 
Huzza  !  he's  free, 
To  lead  us  still  to  victory. 

CHORUS, 
'Tis  he  !— 'tis  he  !— &c. 

During  the  Chorus — Arabbo  descends  the  mountain, 
crosses  the  bridge,  and  Enters. 

FrRST  Pirate. 

Welcome,  noble  Algerine  ! — The  terror  of  (lie 
coast  of  Spain.  Whjr,  what  has  thus  detained 
you  ?  - 

Arabbo, 

Oh!  such  a  booty,  Boys! — The  Governor  of 
Barcelona,,  he  who  keeps  the  coffers  of  the  state* 
I've  found  a  subterraneous  passage  at  the  Castle, 
and,  on  the  roof  of  it,  a  Secret  trap-door  ! — 
which  I  auspe'ct  was  purposely  cohtrived  most 
basely  to  dispose  of  prisoners.  • 

Second  Pirate, 
Indeed  I 

Arabbo. 
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Arabbo. 

Ay  !  thro'  that  they  sink  ;  a  ship  awaits  theni 
in  the  bay,  and -in  the  mines  of  Mexico  they  toil 
away  their  lives.  And  this  is  Manuel's  proffer'd 
mercy  :  this  is  the  boasted  ctemency  of  Spain's 
proud  Regent  and  Usurper* 

First  Pirate* 

Ay,"  these  Spaniards  will  have  a  rare  time  of  it, 
-till  their  young  King  comes  to  the  throne.     But 
that's  not  our  affair ;  so  let  us  to  the  castle,  asfcend 
this  trap-door,  and— 

Arabbo. 

Hold  !  that  task  be  mine,  whilst  you  await  be- 
low the  issue  of  the  enterprize. 

A  Drum  and  Fife  are  heard  at  a  distance. 
Hark  !  whence  comes  that  music  ? 
A  CARAVAN, 

attended  by  a  large  troop  of  Soldiers,    is  seen  at  a 
great  distance.  * 

Look* .  more  tyranny  !  another  noble  prisoner 
from  Madrid  !  Oh,  that  we  had  but  numbers  ! 
comrades,  then  would  we  combat  in  yon  hapless 
victim's  cause,  and  midst  our  catalogue  of  crimes, 
shew  still  some  feeling  and  humanity. 

First  Pirate. 

Numbers' !  pshaw  !  their  force  is  ten.timestaurs. 

Arabbo. 

*  It  is — and  therefore  to  your  several  posts  till 
night — then  meet  me  underneath  the  Castle,  and 
if  we  are  successful ---but  do  not  fear — Arabbo 
leads  you  on.  "  »        TRIO 
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TRIO,  and  CHORUS. 
Arabbo,  and  Pirates. 

First  Pirate. 

When  the  welcome  evening  bell^ 
Tolls  around  the  dose  of  day, 

Then  o'er  mountain,  heath  or  aeU, 
Pirates  rush  upon  their  prey. 

CHORUS, 
Pirates  rush  upon  their  prey. 

DUETT. 

A*AftBdt  and  First  Pirate. 

Hark  !  hark  !  the  camel's  tramp,— 
Mark, — mark, — the  travellers  nigh  ; 

TRIO,  and  CHORUS. 

Now  let  nought  your  courage  damp, 
But  plunder,  boys,  or  die. 
Thunder  growling, 
Tygers  howling, 
.Armies  clashing, 
Earthquakes  crashing, 
Never  can  such  fear  inspire, 
Aft  when  we  march,— we  charge,— w*  fire. 

The  contest  o'er, 
Then  toil  no  more, 
But  follow  me, 
To  mirth  and  glee. 

CHORUS, 


(    9    ) 
CHORUS. 

We'll  follow  thee, 
To  mirth  and  glee, 
To  laugh  and  quaff, 
And  revel  in  festivity. 

Exeunt. 
Enter  an  the  Bridge. 

Two  Alguaziles.  Roderi go  and  another  Officer : 
Soldiers,  and  the  Military  Band  playing  a  March; 
Blabbo,  leading  his  Newfoundland  Dog,  Carlo,  /b/- 
iowedby  a  close  Caravan,  drawn  by  two  Camels, 
surrounded  by  Alguaziles  and  Soldiers,  .  and  the 
Procession  is  closed  by 

Count  Navarro,  end  Officers. 
Navarro. 
Halt— Soldiers !-  Halt ! 

Blabbo. 
Wuoy,  Boys.  Wuoy  ! 

Navarro. 
Speak,  Sir— How  far  is  it  to  Barcelona  ? 

Blabbo. 
Exactly  three  leagues,  Commander. 
Navarro. 

No  more  ?— -then,  Roderigo,  hasten  oft  before 
us  to  the  Governor ;  and  bid  him  prepare  for  the 
reception  of  the  prisoner. 

Blabbo* 

Do,  captain,  bid  him  get  a  hearse  and  a  coffin, 

Roderigo. 


r  io  ) 


RODERIGO. 

Why  ! — Is  the  prisoner  dead  ? 
Blabbo. 


.  To  be  sure. — haven't  we  been  nine  days  on  our 
journey,  and,  by  the  Commander's  orders,  has'nt 
he  been  denied  not  only  meat  and  drink,  but 
almost  even  air  * — However,  it  was  told  me  as  a 
secret,  and  therefore  Pm  too  much  a  man  of  honor 
to  communicate  it. 

RODERIGO. 

Impossible  !  I  never  will  believe  such  cruelty 
can —  '    • 

•  *  Navarro. 

Peace,  Roderigo — or  Pll  report  you  to  the  Re- 
gent.— Pve  long  observed  your  busy  piying  habits. 
Begone,  and  do  as  I  command  yon  ! — (Exit  Rode- 
rigo.) and  you  Sir,  {to  Blabbo.) — how  dare  you 
thus  betray — 

BXABBO. 

I  betray — Lord — When  did  I  ever  forfeit  the 
confidence  reposed  in  me  ? — New,  I  only  ask  these 
Soldicvs — since  Pve  been  driver  of  the  Caravan, 
have  I  ever  .told  any  of  you,  that,  some  of  ,the 
prisoners  died  for  want  of  food — that  some  were 
disposed  of  down  a  trap- door  at  the  Governor's— 
that  others  were  blown  up  in  a  fire-ship  ?  how, 
did  I — or  will  I  .tell  any -of  these  state  secrets  ? 

.  i 
Navarro. 

[Seizing  him  and  drawing  his  Sword.) 

Villaia 


(  »  ) 

Villain !— desist — or  my  own  arm— 

Blabbo. 

Take  care,  Sir— for  your  own  sake,  let  me  go  ; 
for  my  dog  Carlo  don't  mind  whether  he  breakfasts 
on  the  leg  of  a  dead  mule,  or  of  a  live  Comman- 
der— and  it's  certainly  no  secret  that  he  sent  your 
predecessor  hopping  back  to  Madrid. — 

Navarro.  f 

Well,  well, — I  but  degrade  myself  *to  parley 
with  such  reptiles, — Come*  let  us  on — and  remem- 
ber, Soldiers,  the  traitor  that  you  guard,  deseryes 
whatever  punishment  awaits  him  ;  for  Manuel's 
enemies  are  ever  foes  to  virtue  and  to  valour. — 
Come,  away. 

March  renewed,  and  Exeunt  in  Procession. 
SCENE, 

The  interior  part  of  the  Mountain. 

Enter 

Marchioness  of  Calatrava,  and  Julio. 

Marchioness. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  my  Julio;  should  these 
dreary  mountains  afford  a  place  for  shelter  .and 
for  rest,  depend  on  it,  faithful  Rosa  soon  will 
find  it. 

Julio. 

Oh,  mother  !  I  know  what  I  want  more  than 
rest. 

Marchioness. 
What,  child  ? 

C  Julio. 


(   -w   ) 

Julio. 

Why,  father, — I  should  be  quite  well,  if  we 
could  find  father. — Oh,  I'm  so  weary  ! 

Marchioness.  (  kissing  him.) 

Peace,  prattler,  peace  ! 

SONG. 

*  Marchioness, 

Let  not  sorrow,  dearest  Julio, 
Sadden  thus  thine   infant  face, 

Soon  thy  father  we  shall  meet,  love, — 
Soon    his  darling  he'll  embrace. 

Blooming  beauty,  sweetest  boy  f 

,    Cease,  then  cease,  and  do  not  murmur, 
On  my  bosom  rest  thy  head,: — 
Heavy  on  my  heart  is  falling 
Every  tear  I  see  thee  shed. 

Blooming  beauty,  sweetest  boy ! 

Enter  Rosa. 

Well  \  what  tydings  ? 

Rosa. 

Notre,  madam,  but  that,  night  is  coming  on  ; 
and  except  a  few  sheep  and  sea-gulls,  there  is'nt  a 
human  being  to  be  seen.  Lord,  Lord  ! — badly  as 
Blabbo  has  behaved  to  me,  I  wish,  he  and  his  dog 
Carlo  were  growling  near  us  ;  for  he  could  not  tell 
secrets  here,  ma'am.— No— if  I  alldta'd  him  to  sa- 
lute me  a  thousand  times,  nobody  w&iild  be  the  wi- 
ser in  I  his  place  : — And  1  don't  know  why,  ma'am, 
but  somehow  I  was  always  partial  to  mountainous 
countries. 

Marchioness* 
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Marchioness. 

•  What's  to  be  done  ? — Not  for  myself,  I  care  ; 
but  for  tins  tender  pledge. — Oh  t  but  a  little  month 
ago  he  had  a  father,— 1,  a  husband  to  console  me — 
but  now  ! — Rosa,  had  J  not  better  cease  the  vain 
pursuit,  and  die  e'en  here  ? 

Rosa 

No,  madam,  to-morrow's  sun  shall  show  us 
Barcelona,  and  there  perhaps — Oh  !  this  vile  usur- 

}>er  ! — to  seize  the  , marquis  so  suddenly,  and  send 
lim  heaven  knows  whither,  only  to  gratify  his 
love  for  you— I'll  tell  you  what,  ma'am,  take 
my  advice,  and  stain  and  spoil  your  complexion  ; 
for  I  know,  by  experience,  that  nothing  is  more 
dangerous  and  troublesome,  than  downright  per- 
fect beauty* 

Marchioxess. 

Villain  !  But  I've  escaped  his  snares,  and  he 
may  rob  me  of  my  happiness — my  life-  but  never 
of  Tny  honour !  No,  my  Alphon&o  ! — and  should 
we  meet  again-«~Oh  !  the  time  has  been,  when  ^ve- 
ry soldier  would  have  xais'd  his  arm  to  save  the 
hero  he  ador'd. 

Rosa. 

So  it  has,   ma'am, — and  were   the   enemy  at 
hand — 

SONG 

Rosa, 

Should  the  trumpet  sound  to  battle, 
And  tl  e  c; ruins  and  cannons  rattle, 

Man  claims  tlte  right 

To  march  and  fight, — 

C2  Yet 


(  I*  > 

Yetrevery  hero's  fate  is  common, 
Compar'd  with  that  of  conquering  woman  ! 

No  musquet  shot  can  wound  <t  heart, 

Like  the  eye  of  a  damsel  that's  young,  sirs,  ' 

And  what  artillery  makes  such  noise    , 
As  an  ancient  lady's  tongue,  sirs  ? 

At  breaches  too  we're,  quite  at  home, 

But  mostly,  at  manoeuvre, — 
We  make^our  feints  with  great  success, 

If  not — we  soon  recover. 

At  storming  and  assaulting  too, 

Our  victory  we  maintain,  sirs, 
For  if  we  strike  a  hundred  times,  \ 

You  must  not  strike  again,  sirs. 

Should  the  trumpet,  &c. 

Rosa, 

And  now,  ma'am,  let  us  be  moving ;  for  we 
shall  never  find  the  marquis  at  this  rate,  Cpme, 
and  fortune  be  our  guide. 

[As  tkey  are  going.  Enter  several  Pirates. 

QUARTETTO  and  CHORUS. 

Arabbo,  Marchioness. 

Rosa  and  Pirates. 

First  Pirate. 

Hold  !  obey  us,  or  you  die. 

Second  Pirate. 
To  our  vessel — come, — comply — 

CHORUS. 


(    M   ): 

CHORUS. 

Or  fall  by  pirates'  hands. 

Arabbo  Enters. 

Arabbo. 

Forbear !  forbear  !  Oh  let  no  man 
Ever  injure  helpless  woman  : — 

Look,  'tis  Arabbo  that  commands. 

[Pirates  retire  up  the  stqge.'] 

Your  fears,  O  lady,  lay  aside, 

For  spite  of  this  disguise 

With  Joy  I  recognize 
J3rave  Calatrava's  bride. , 

Marchioness. 

He  knows  us— he  knows  us — Oh,  whither  shall 
we  fly ! 

Rosa. 

You  would  not,  sir,  destroy  so  sweet  a  girl  as  I* 
Arabbo. 

No,  think  not  I  forget  the  time 

When  en  his  mercy  thrown, 
Brave  Calatrava  sav  cl  my  life ; 

The  boon  with  j>iicie  1  own  : 

Then  mark— below  this  craggy  hill, 
A  convent's  spire  your  view  awaits, 

Rosa 

I  sec, — and  hark!  the  distant  vesper  beMs 
Shall  cheer,  and  guide  us  to  its  gates. 

Marchioness* 
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Marchioness,  and  Rosa. 

Farewell!  Arabbo,  we'll  revere 

Arabbo. 

Farewell ! — I  have  my  triumph  here. 
Exit. 
SCENE. 
A  Street  iu  Barcelona. 

Enter  Do n  r Go m ez  ,  Lopez  and  Soldiers. 

Gomez. 

Go,  Lopez,  search  thro*  the  city,  and,  in  the 
Governor's  Name,  seize  all  loose  disorderly  persons. 
Let  the  male  prisoners  give  an ,  account  of  them- 
selves to  the  alguazile  :  but  for  the  female,  mind, 
the  Governor  undertakes  the  examination  of  the 
ladies., 

Lopez. 


We  know,  sir. 


Ooj 


OMEZ. 


That  is  of  the  young  ones  :  I  leave  the  old  wo- 
men to  the  lawyers ;  for  there's  no  match  for  your 
chattering,  dowager,  like  your  magpie  in  a  gown 
and  wig ;  and,  d'ye  hear,  Lopez,  if  any  body 
calls  mine  a  Petticoat  Government,  and  doubts  my 
moral  conduct,— refer  them  to  the  nunneries.  And 
if  they  accuse  me  of  wasting  the  public  treasure, 
remind  them  of  my  charity.  Oh  !  the  fair  sex 
know  what  money  I  bestow  in  virtue  and  benevo- 
lence.— . . '  -: 
(A  trumpet  sounds  without  .J 

Hark ! 
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Hark !  The  prisoner  from  Madrid. — So, — mum  ! 
Not  a  word. of  the  petticoats. 

Enter ,  Navarro,  6fc.  accompanying  the  Caravan. 

Navarro  (giving  a  paper  to  Don  Gomez.) 

"  This  from  the  Regent. 

Gomez,  (reading.) 

V  If  the  prisoner  on  hid  arrival  at  Barcelona  be  not 
<c  dead,  you  are  hereby  required  to  keep  him  closely 
"confined  in  the  castle  ;  and,  as  it  has  been  re- 
"  ported  to  us,  that  you  neglect  your  government, 
"  from  love  of  gaiety  and  intrigue."'  How  !  "  you 
"  are  ordered  most  implicitly  to  obey  us ;  or  Count 
<c  Navarro  has  the  power  to  dismiss  you :  given 
"  under  our  hand,  at  Madrid  ;  Manuel" — Here 
now  !  here's  a  curst  lying  scandalous  world  !  But 
Merit  will  have  enemies,  and  this  is  'n't  their  first 
attempt  to  ruin  me. — No,  Count,  not  a  month  ago 
they  set  fire  to  the  castle. 

Navarro. 

Indeed  ! 

Gomez. 

Ay  !  and  what  was  the  consequence  ?  I  gave  a 
.hundred  dollars  for  a  Fire-ladder,  and  now  I  lay 
every  night  with  the  rope  round  my  hand,  with  my 
eyes  broad  open,  and  my  nose — in  short,  so  much 
am  I  on  the  alarm,  that  last  week  seeing  a  great 
blaze  of  light,  and  hearing  a  violent  knocking — out 
went  the  Ladder,  and  down  I  came  shivering  before 
the  Archbishop,  who  was  returning,  with  his  ser- 
vants and  flambeaux^  from  a  late  convcrsatione/* 

Blabbo. 
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Ha,  ha!  (Navarro  frowns. ) — t  beg  pardon, 
— -but  see,  -even  Carlo  smile*. 

Navarro. 

Peace,  sirrah !  and  (to  f)on  Gomez)  if  these  tales 
of  amourous  adventures  prove,  as  I  trust,  most  idle 
and  unfounded,  ydur  enemies  9hall  feel  x the  Re- 
gent's vengeance.  And  now,  if  this  base  traitor 
live,  conduct  him  forth  :  but  if  thfc  hand  6f  Hea- 
ven has  doomM  him  to  his  fate,  lfet  ftofte  dare  den- 
-sure  his  accusers*  No,  thfe  Rfegttit's  tnetty  is  un- 
equalled. 

The  docfr  of  the  Varavete  is  tiptoed,  andihe  Ma*- 
Qtris  pfCalatrava  descends  the  st&ps9  land  walks  firmly 
towards  the  front  of  the  Stage. 

Navarro. 

How  !  36  little  altered  !  's  death  !  wh«9e  deed  is 
this? 

Marquis. 

Whose,  but  that  bounteous  power,  that  gave  me 
what  some  Spaniards  never  dreamt  of— The  pride  of 
conscience,  and  of  honour!  and  e'en  ih  chains, 
Alphonso  pities  Manuel. 

NavaHro. 

*The  pride  of  conscience !  0,  I  standi  Somte 
Stronger  cause.—Guards,  Search  the  Caravan ;  see 
if  no  trace  of  sustenance— 

Marquis  (to  the  Soldiers.) 

Hold  !  I  entreat  yoii  1 

Navarro. 
Away ! 

[Guards  produce Jlasks,  $c.  from  the  Caravan. 

Confusion! 
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Confusion  ?  Is  there  no  end  to  treachery  and  trai- 
tors.— Roderigo,  this  is  your  generous  conscien- 
tious act,  and  be  prepar'd  ;  your  life  shall  answer 
for  it  this  instant. 

Roderigo. 

Mine  ! — As  I  hope  for  happiness  hereafter,  much 
as  I  wish  to  save  Alphonso^  life,  I  did  not ;  dar'd 
not  hazard  such  an  enterprize. 

Navarro. 

*Tis  false  J  Guards,-^-seize  him. 

Blabbo. 
Don't ! 

Navarro. 
Why  ? 

Blabbo. 

Because  he's  innocent,  he's — look  ye,  Count, 
I  would  n't  keep  this  secret  another  moment  for  the 
whole  world  :  I  am  the  guilty  person. 

Navarro. 
You! 

Blabbo. 

Ay,  I. — You  may  remember  when  we  left  Mad- 
rid, I  refused  to  undertake  the  savage  office,  un- 
less I  was  allowed  plenty  of  provisions  for  myself 
and  my  Dog  :  very  well.  The  Marquis  every 
night  through  a  private  aperture,  has  had  the  best 
part  of  it  ;  and  I  and  poor  Carlo  have  been  half 
starv'd ;  but  what  of  that,.  I  have  feasted  upon 

D  %        better 


■'(»}•■ 

better  food:  and  see,  brute  as  he  is,  he  'don't  tarn 
*      tail   upoo  his   master,  for   having  sav'd  a  fellow 
1  creature's  life,  .        ■  . 

}  Marquis. 

Astonishing!  Wasyour's  the  unknown  friend- 
ly, hand,  I.  nightly  pressed  with  gratitude  and  zeal  ? 

Blabso. 

It  was  ;  and  isn't  it  a  shame,  that  the  renown'd 
Marquis  de  Calatrava,  who  has  so  oft  led  you  to 
victory,  should  be  starved  by  his  Government, 
and  fed  by  a  poor  Driver  and  his  Dog  ?  However, 
now  the  secret's  out,  and  I  don*  care  whether  Pm 
shov'd  down  your  trap-doors,  or  blown  up  in  your 
fire-vessels  :  but  if  I  had  not  been  communicative 
— O,  Lord  !—  women  are  always  in  the  Vight — 
silence  is  the  very  devil . 

Navarro. 

Guards  !  drag  the  villain  to  the  castle. 

Gomez. 

Aye,  Pll  see  justice  done  him;  if  it's  only  for 
laughing  at  my  Fire-Ladder. 

Marquis. 

Hear  me,  soldiers  !  There  wis  a  time  when 
Calatrava  was  so  much  your  Idol,  that  what  he 
spoke  was  law  ;  but  now  he  is  your  suppliant — Sjpare 
my  preserver,  for  your  own  sakes  spare,  him  ;' 
none  live  in  safety  while  a  despot  rules  ;  and  when 
like  me  you're  plunged  into  the  dungeon's  gloorii„ 

think 
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think  how  you'll  need — what  you  refuse.!  then 
live  the  Slaves  of  Tyranny  and  Manuel,  while  we 
can  proudly  die,  defying  and  despising  him. 

Gomez. 

I  won't  hear  another  word.     Count,  you  look 
to  the  Marquis.     Fll  take  care  of  his  Driver;  and- 
"  instead   of  gaiety  and  intriguing,  you   shall  find 
that  in  all  Spain,  there,  isn't  a  more  active,  vir- 
tuous, nrodest  Governor, 

Blabbo. 

Farewell,  my  lord!  Heav'n  prosper  you  !  may 
you  yet  live  to  see  your  dear  lov'd  l;'d  / :  and 
should  her  faithful  Rosa  ask  after  poor  BlabSo  and 
his  Dog;  for  I  see  one  won't  long  survive  the 
other — tell  her,  we  hope  she'll  wear  mourning  for 
us  the  usual  time,  and  then  (weeping)  the  sooner  • 
she  follows  us  the  happier  it  will  make  us. 

Marquis. 

Peace,  friend  !  Call  not  to  memory  feelings  that 
unman  me.  No  ;  to  die  like  men,  we  must  forget 
life's  blessings  :  and  when  1  think  of  Leonora  and 
my  dear  lov'd  Julio — but  no,  that  thought  inspires 
me  ;  for  while  the  Mother's  virtue  shall  resist  and 
crush  the  Tyrant's  hopes,  the  Boy  shall  live  to 
vindicate  his  Father's  wrongs,  and  shame  these 
.dastard  and  deluded  followers,  by  hailing  the  re- 
turn of  loyalty,  humanity  and  peace. —  Come,,  to 
your  Dungeons. 

The  Soldiers  form  themsehes  into  Groups,  and  guard 
theMxjiQvis  and  Blabbo,  as  Prisoners. 

D  2  DJETT 
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DUETT,     and    CHORUS. 

Navarro,  Don  Gomez, 

ani>  Soldiers. 

Thus,  brave  soldiers,  ever  prove 
Your  zeal,  your  loyalty  and  love. 

CHORUS. 

Thus  we'll  oppose 

Our  leader's  foes, 

And  bury  in  despair, 

The  traitors  who  shall  dare 

Dispute  the  hero's  claim, 

To  honour,  conquest,  and  to  fame. 

Exeunt, 
En p  of  the  First  Act. 
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ACT.    II. 

Scene  The  First. 

Outside  of  the  Governor's  castle  r  in  Barcelona. 
NIGHT, 

Enter  Marchioness,  Jultu  -:.nl  4.1osa. 
Rosa. 

Lord,  Ma'am,  what's  the  use  of  . '.her  enquiry? 
when  we've  ascertained  the  whok  story  ?  I  am 
sure  if  there  were  any  hope  of  fii  ding  !  in*  >Iarquis 
alive,  I'd  be  the  first  to  seaie  w.  !ls  an  1  daw  dowa 
battlements — but  as  it  is,  you  know  vc.y  well  that 
castle  is  sure  to  be  his  grave. 

Marchioness. 

Then  let  me  enter  it ;  for  if  Alphonso  be  no  more, 
life  has  no  charms  for  Leonora.  But  you — let  me 
not  involve  my  faithful  Rosa — no-— farewell  ! 

Rosa. 

Involve  me,  nay  ma'am, — I  am  sometimes  a 
coward,  to  be  sure,  but  then  'tis  when  I've  been 
doing  what's  wrong;  for  in  a  good    cause,  I'm 

Hercules, 
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Hercules,  Alexander,  and  Don  Quixote,  all  in  one; 
and  when  I  think  of  my  poor  tattling  lover,  and  of 
his  noble   conduct  to  the  Marquis — Oh,  ma'am, 
let  me  go  with  you, 

Marchioness. 

No  ;  be  the  danger  mine  alone,  nor  think  that 
hope  has  quite  forsaken  me  :  Julio,  shall  plead 
his  father's  cause,—  and,  yon  bright  Power  that 
watches  over  infant  innocence,  shall  succour  and 
support  him  !  Come,  child  ;  be  thou  the  champion 
of  Alphonso.  * 

Exit  with  Julio. 

Rosa. 

Oh,  that  he  may  !  and  of  poor  Blabbo  too  ;  for 
often  as  we  tiff  and  quarrel,  I  believe  we  only  did 
it  for  the  pleasure  of  making  it  up  again.  Hey  ! 
whot  comes  here  ?  It  is— -no — yes  !  Oh,  he's  safe  ! 
lie's  safe !  Mum  ;  I'll  take  him  by  surprise. 

Retires  up  the  Stage. 

Enter  in  great  haste. 

Blabbo,   and  Pedro. 
Blabbo. 
My  dear  fellow !  how ;  how  shall  I  repay  you  ? 

Pedro. 

I've  told  you:  if  your  escape's  discovered  keep 
my  name  a  secret. 

Blabbo. 

Secret !  do  you  think  I'd  betray  such  a  dear 
guardian    an^jel  ?    But   it     don't   signify    talking 

1  will 
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I  will  make  some  return  :  ask  me  for  any  thing 
except  my  Dog ;  ask  for  my -purse,  my — I'll  tell 
you  what — there's  a  charming  girl  at  Madrid—* 
one  Rosa — de  Villarea. — I'll  give  you  her. 

Rosa.   [Advancing.) 
Yoii  will,  Sir — will  you  ? 

Blabbo. 

Rosa  !— Heav'ns  ! — How  !— Oh,  ho, — I  thought 
so — you  couldn't  help  following  me  ! — 

Rosa. 

No,  Sir ;  as  it  happens  I  follow'd  my  Mistress, 
and  not  one  who  would  dispose  of  me,  in  preference 
to  his  Dog. — but  pray,  Sir,  how  came  you  both 
unchained ! 

Blabbo. 

How  ! — look,  Rosa — 

Pedro. 

'S  death  ! — don't  betray  me  !— 

Blabbo. 
I  must ! 

Pedro. 

Hold— if  you  impart  the  secret  it  will  cost  my  life  ! 
Blabbo. 


And,  if  I  don't  impart  it,  it  will  cost  mine  ; 
I'm    actually    choaking.      Rosa,    this    generc 


for 

generouss 

Spaniard  was  my  Goaler  ;  and  leaving  the  prison 

to 
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to  purchase  provisions — Carlo  accidentally  fol* 
low'd  him,— from  what  motive  I  know  not,  but 
it  was  a  lucky  one  for  me  arid  Pedro — for  he*  on 
his  return,  being  attacked  by  two  x>f  Arabbo's 
banditti,  the  Dog  lamed  one  and  throttled  the 
other, — and  in  return,  my  freedom  was  secured. 
Oh  !  blessings  on  his  beautiful  face  !~ If  I  thought, 
Rosa,  it  would  n't  break  your  heart  with  jeialoiisy, 
I'd  hug  and  kiss  him  into  atoms. 

Rosa. 

Oh — pray  indulge  yourself*  Sir— I  neither  trou- 
ble my  head  about  four  or  two  legged  animals. 

^  Blabbo. 

Don't  you  ? — then,  to  the  four  legged  animal 
I'm  sure  you  are  ungrateful : — For  once,  when  yoa 
were  bathing — didn't  he  kindly  take  it  into  his 
head  you  were  drowning,  and  pull  you  out  among 
a  hundred  admiring  spectators  ?  and  another  time, 
when  he  was  blam'd  and  beat  for  breaking  one  of 
the  Marquis's  fine  looking-glasses,  did  he  ever  tell 
that  it  was  the  work  of  our  romping  and  kissing, 
Rosa? 

•   Rosa. 

Silence,  Sir  ; — and -till  you  are  sober,  I — 

Blabbo* 

Sober — Oh,  fie! — 1  never  drink,:— and  I'll  give 
you  my  reasons,  as  I  learn't  them  from  an  English 
prisoner. 

Song 
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SONG- 

Blabbo. 

* 

WITH  the  pleasures  of  drinking  the  taWe  will 

And  of  Bacchus's  bowl  with  rapture  we  sing  ; 
As  I  toast  a  friend's  health,  it  goes  merrily 

down,  . 
But  I  find  in  the  end,  that  it  ruins  my  own  ! 

At  night  'tis  quite  charming, 

But,  Oh  !  in  the  morning, 

To  feel  your  head  aching, 

Your  stomach  all  quaking, 

Your  nerves  in  disorder, 

Your  taste'  out  of  order, 

And  instead  of  sweet  dimples, 

Your  face  all  red  pimples, 

Till  your  nose  in  the  night, 

Seems  a  flambeau  alight ! 

And  then  you  may  cry, 
'Tis  for  drinking  1  die  ; 
An0  then  you  may  cry, 
'Tis  for  drinking  I  die. 

So  jolly  old  Bacchus  good  bye* 
'Tis  said  too  with    wine,   that  good    stories  a- 

bound, 
And   that   jokes  o'er  the    bottle  go   brilliantly 

round ; 
But  the  uproar's  so  great,  common  sense  cannot 

bear  it, 
Arid  if  they  are  witty,  die   Devil  can't  hear  it ; 

E  4i  Silence  I 
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44  Silence  !    the  President!    charge  your 

glasses, 

14  Bumpers  !    bumpers  !   now  the  Lasses  I 

44  Fill  him — I  see  skylight  here ! 

"  Buz  !  off  with  your  heel-taps  there  ! 

44  Fine  Mr.  Vice,  lie's  making  an  oration, 

'.*  And  company  is  spoil'd  by  conversation. 

** Huzza!  the  Navy  !  go   it!   three  time* 

three ! 
44  And  now  a  song  from   lawyer  Lancery* 
44  Gentlemen,  I  can't  sing  ;  but  I  will 
read  you  a  bill  in  Chancery  ." 
And  then  you  may  cry, 
'Tis  for  drinking  I  die. 
So  noisy  old  Baechus  good  bye. 

Re-Enter  Marchioness,  and  Julio. 

Marchioness. 

Oh,  Rosa  \  All's  lost.  The  castle  is  so  closely 
guarded>  no  entrance  can  be  gained  :  and  passing 
yonder  battlements,  I  heard  the  sentinels  in  ear- 
nest talk ;  and  dreadful  to  reveal  !  there  words 
were,  44  death  and  Calatrava." 

(  Amuffled  drum  beats  within  the  castle.) 

Hark  what  means  that  drum.— 

Blabbo. 
Ay,  Pedro — wkat  means  that  drum  ? 
Pedro. 

Means. ;  .they  are  preparing  for  the  execution 
of  the  Marquis  de  Catatrava*    And  so  good  night1; 

Marchioness. 
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Marchioness* 

Oh  !  support,  support    me,  Heaven ! 

Blabbo. 

Stop  Pedro— In  what  part  of  the  castle  is  the 
Marquis  now  confined.  • 

Pedro. 
There,  adjoining  the  Governor's  bed-chamber. 

Blabbo. 

Oh  !  that's  the  Governor's  bed-chamber,  is  it  ? 
Very  well !  very  well  !  and,  d'ye  hear*  Pedro  ; 
take  care  of  your  favourite  Carlo  for  half  an'hour. 
Thanks,  good  night. 

Exit  Pedro. 

And  now,  Madam,  don't  be  cast  down  ;  for  tho' 
force  won*t  assist  us,  stratagem  may  ;  and  if  I 
can  but  get  the  Governor  out  of  the  castle  and  my- 
self into  it,  you  still  shall  boast  the  best  of  hus- 
bands, your  child  the  best  of  fathers,  and  I  the 
best  of  wives  :  for  Rosa  shall  reward  me  with  her 
hand,  and  we  shall  be  a  very  happy  handsome 
couple. 

Rosa. 

Ay,  save  but  the  Marquis,  and  P1I  be  Donna 
Blabbo  before  Mattins. 

Blabbo. 
Will  you.?     Then  here  goes,  {kisses  her.) 

E  2  QU1NTETTO, 
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QUINTETTO, 

Don  Gomez,  Navarro.  Blabbo, 

Marchioness,  Rosa. 

And  Soldiers. 

Blabb.  (Knocking  loudly  at  the  Castle-Gate.) 
Bang— Bang — Bang—  Fire  !  fire !  fire  I 

Rosa. 

Peace,  Blabbo,  you'll  alarm  the  foe. 

.    Blabbo,  (knocking  again.) 
Hush  !  'prithee,  hush  !— Fire  !  fire  !  fire! 

'  Doft  Gomez,  {at  the  window  in  his  night-cap  and 

bed-gown :  J 
Help  ! — fix  the  ladder  there  below  ! 

.  ( throwing  out  the  Ladder.) 

Blabbo.  [firing  the  Ladder.) 
Hark  !  the  roof  falls — quick,  quick,  descend  ! 

Gomez. 

I  come,  I  come,  my  generous  friend, — 

(  Descends  land  comes  forward  in  a  great  fright. — 
Blabbo  directly  ascends — gets  in  at  the  window— -nods 
to  Rotfa,   and  takes  the  ladder  with  him.  J 

%     Don  Gomez. 

So,— who  have  I  to  thank  ? 

Rosa,  (coming  before  him.) 

Ha !  ha  !— me,  sir,  me. 

Don 
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Doir  Gomez. 

You  !   pshaw  !  where's—  {looking  round)  ha! 

What  ?  no  flames  I  see  ! 
Nor  ladder,  now — 

Rosa. 
No  sir,— 'tis  burnt,  I  fear, 
Don  Gomez. 
Guards ! — guards !— go  call  Navarro  here. 

Entet*  Lopez  and  Soldiers,  from  the  Castle. 
Say — treason— villainy  and  ruin's  near. 
Exeunt,  Lopez  and  Soldiers;  Gomkz  looking  after  them* 

Marchioness,  (aside  to  Rosa.) 

Those  open  gates  invite  me. 
And  danger  cannot  fright  me  ; — 
4  For  to  my  love  I  fly. 

Rosa. 

Go,  go,  and  Pll  detain 
This  timid  ancient  swain  ; 
And  succour  you  or  die* 

!•  Marchioness  and  Julio  enter  the  castle,  unseen  by 

Don  Gomez. 

Don  Gomez,  (turning  round.) 

Revenge  inspires  me, 
#'  And  madness  fires  me  ! 

H  Oh  !  by  this  hand  the  Marquis  falls  ! 

(  Rushing  towards  the  Castle.  J 
Rosa,  kneeling  and  stopping  him, 

Ah  !  have  pity  on  a  stranger  ! 
Help  her  in  the  hour  of  danger ! 
See,  see,  a  wretched  woman  calls. 

Don 
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Don  Gomez.. 

Away!  stand  by — you  die  if  you  resist  me. 
{trying  to  pass  her.) 

Rosa,  {rising) 

Then  all  is  lost — I  faint,  sir— -pray  assist  me ! 
[Faints  in  Don  Gomez's  arms.) 

\  .  Navarro,  and  SoIdiers.  (without.) 

We  cdme,  my  gallant  governor, 
-    "    ■      To  banish  your  alarms  !-r- 

Oh  !  here's  a  modest  governor,— 
A  damsel  in  his  arms  I 

Rosa. 

I  thank  you  all,  kind  gentlemen, 
That  thus  my  state  befriended, 

He's  su&i  a  wicked  governor* 
I  know  not  where' t  had  ended. 

Don  Gomez. 
Tis  false  I 

Rosa. 
*Tis  true ! 

Don  Gomez. 
Jade  !  Jezabel  ! 

Rosa,  and  Soldiers. 

Oh  !  here's  a  modest  governor  ; 
.  A  damsel  in  his  arms  ! 


Don 
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Don  Gomez. 

t  tell  you,  Pm  innocent  !  'tis  all  a  trick  ;  and 
Pll  go  seize  the  Marquis,  and  drag  him  to  the 
scaffold! 

Navarro. 

Weil!  that  may  make  amends.r-Cbme, ; follow 
guards. 

Don  Gomez. 

Ay,  follow  guards  !  and  for  yon  fainting  Jezabel! 
oh  !  woman  !  woman !  abandon'd,  treacherous, 
damned,  woman  !  %  • 

Exit  Don  Gomez,  Navarro,  and  Soldiers. 

Rosa. 

Oh !  Governor  !  Governor !  silly,  credulous 
coquetting  Gpvernor  !  but  I  mustn't  be  idle  !  no  ; 
when  all's  quiet,  I'll  go  watch  and  rally  round  the 
castle,  and  in  the  mean  time  Pll  amuse  myself  with 
my  castanets,  for  come  what  will,  Pll  not  despond. 

SONG. 

Rosa. 

Oh  !  We  merry  little  Spanish  Girls 

Are  ever  free  from  woe  ; 

We  rattle  and  prattle  wherever  we  go. 
O'er  the  mountains  so  lofty, 

Thro1  the  valleys  so  bright, 
We  trip  it,  and  skip  it, 
*     From  morning  till  night. 

When  we*er  courted  by  the  old  men, 

Our  scorn  we  disclose, 
But  when  lov'd  by  y.oung,aod  .bold  men.        \ 
.    -      'KG  est  toute  autre  chose"  VVVve 
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We've  a  happy  knack, 
With  our  tick-a-tack> 
Ting  ting, 
A,  ring-a,  ring. 

Should  my  lover  prove  a  cruel  swain, 
Fd  never  fume  or  fret, 

But  titter,  and  chatter,  and  flirt,  and  coquette  ; 
For  if  sorrow  once  should  wrinkle  this  beautiful 
face, 
My   skipping  and  tripping  are    quite  out    of 
place. 
And  the  silly  fickle  creature. 
Then  his  pity  shews  ; 
But  if  beauty  gilds  each  feature, 
"  Cyest toute  autre  chose" 
We've  a  happy  knack,  &c. 

Exit. 


SCENE,— An  apartment  in  the  castle. 
Enter  Blabbo  in  great  haste  %  with  the  Fire-ladder. 
Blabro,  ( faming  himself.) 

Pshaw! — If  the  Castle  wece  really  in  flames,  I 
could'nt  be  hotter,  for  the  Marquis  is'nt  to  be 
found  ;  and  by  his  cell  door  being  wide  open,  I 
suspect  he  has  been  dragged  forth,  and  savagely 
murdered. — Oh  that  I  could  discover  his  assassins  I 
However — there  are  no  secrets  in  another  world* 
and  gentlemen  near  the  fire  can't  cool  themselves 
as  I  do  now.  (Fanning)  But  this  won't  do — rouse 
Blabbo,  roust  i  draw  thy  toledo,  and  prepare  for 

victory ! 
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i 

Victory  (Kneels)  Look  down,  Oh  God  of  War !  and 
to  ensure  thy  suppliant's  sttccess,  descend  from 
yon  bright  (Trap-door  opens  just  before  him.  J  I  say 
de— scend !  (Keeping  his  eye  on  the  trap-door,  and  trem- 
bling.)— Oh  !  dear  ;  'tis  somebody  as— cen— ding. 

Arabbo  ascends  the  Trap-door^  with  a  sabre  in  one 
hand  and  a  dark-kmthorn  in  the  other. 

Arabbo,  [seizing  Blabbo.) 

Peace  !  or  you  die  this  instsnt !— Who  are  you/— 
speak—confess — no  secrets. 

Blabbo. 

Thank  ye,  Sir*  a  thousand  times  !  —for  I  could'nt 
keep  a  secret  even  to  oblige  such  a  genteel,  hand- 
some— devil  as  you  are. 

Arabbo. 

Devil ! — Fool ! — know,  I  am  Arrabo,  and  if  you 
are  leagued  with  this  vile  Governor — 

Blabbo. 

Not  I,  Sir,  Pm  iu  the  minority— and  when  I 
came  here  to  rescue  the  Marquis  of  Caiatrava. — 

Arab*o. 

The  Marquis  of  Caiatrava ! — You  are  his  friend 
then  ?— 

Blabbo. 

I  am,  Sir,  and— your's,  whatever  side  you  take! 

Arabbo. 

Then  you  are  free— the  name  of  Caiatrava  is  your 
passport ; — for  once  he  sav'd  Arabbo— and  could 

F  I  stay 


t  stay— but  'tis  in  Vaii>~my  eomradbs  will  expect 
me—  So,  mark  me  well ! 

Blabbo. 
I  do,  Sir ! 

Arabbo,  . 

Beneath  this  chamber  is  a  Cavern,  fill'd  with  a 
chosen  band  of  Pirates — and,  on  my  stamping  on 
the  Floor,  and  sounding  this  (producing  a  Horn.  J 
thtfy  are  to  ope  the  Trapi  and  welcome  me  with 
booty  worth  the  danger — Then  let  the.  Marquis 
give  my  Signals —  (offers  the  Horn.  J 

Blabbo « 

I  understand,  Sir ; — But  when  the  Marquis  gets 
below,  mayn't  the  gentlemen  make  mince-meat  of 
r  him  ? 

Arabbo, 

:  No! — This  Horn  will  prove  that  he's  Arabbo's 
Friend,  and  they  will  guide  him  to  the  coast.— 
Farewell!  remember  what  Pve  said:  and,  if  you 
breathe  one  syllable  to  any  but  the  Marquis,  a 
Mine  shall  spring  beneath  yolir  feet,  and  bury  all 
in  ruin  ! 

DUETT. 

Arabbo,  Bxabbo. 

Arabbo. 

Beware !  beware  ! 
"LoL the  foe! 
"  Now  bel&w, 
s    €C  For  desperate  deeds  prepare. " 

Bla&bo, 
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•  .!  •  Blabbo. 

Only  leave  me, 
And  believe  me, 
I  will  take  especial  care. 

CHORUS  of  Pirates,  (under  the  Stage.) 

Beware  !   beware  ! 
Lo !  the  foe, 
Now  below  ; 
For  desperate  deeds  prepare. 

Exit  Arabbo. 
Blabbo,  \>' 

So  ;  a  pleasant  situation  ;  If  I  move  my  tongue, 
up  Pm  blown  by  a  Mine  !  and  if  I  move  my  feet, 
down  I  go,  among  cut-throats !— but  don't  be 
aftraid  of  my  doing  either,  gentlemen ;  for,  as  to  the 
farmer,  I  shall  keep  it  even  a  secret  from  the  Mar- 
quis, and  for  the  latter — here  I  go,  over  your  heads, 
as  you  would  over  mine,  were  you  robbing  me  of 
iny  last  Maravedi — lightly  ;  lightly,  as  a  feather  ! 
(treading  lightly  y  and  going  J  hah  !  who's  here  *  By 
St.  Dominick  !  the  Marquis  !  and — Oh  !  I  could 
sing — dance — no,  I  mustn't,  lest — yes>  I  may  tho* m 
—there'-s  no  trap  here  \ 

-Tol,  de  rol,  lol.  tol  de  rol,  lol,  &c, 

n     Enter  the  Marquis,  Marchioness  and  Julio. 

Marquis. 

My  child!  My  Leonora!   thus,  thus  again  let  ,. 
me  embr&ce  you  ;  and  you  too,  faithful  follower  ! 
Oh !  joy  quite  o'ercomes  me  i 

Blabbo* 

So  it  does  me,  my  Lord  ;  Fm  so  fall  of  extacy, 

F  2  that 


that  Pm  all  over  in  an  agony  !  1 
isn't  it  cn'y  a  dream,  my  Lord  ? 
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but  will  it  last  ? 


Marquis. 

I  thought  it%  so  once  ;  for,  on  escaping  from  my 
cell,  by  means  of  that  most  welcome  instrument, 
which  separated  chains  and  bars ;  and  which  your 
'  kindness  placed  within  the  Caravan.  I  fancied  i  be- 
held two  heavenly  Visions  ;  but  on  their  rushing 
to  my  arms— transporting  thought!  I  found  'twas 
Leonora,  and  my  Julio  !  Oh !  that  moment  well 
atbi^d  for  all  my  sufferings, 

Blabbo. 

And  for  mine  ; — and  now,  look  my  Lord — That 
window  opens  to  the  sea-shore :  and,  if  some  friend-' 
ly  hand  below  would  fix  this  ladder  of  our  modest 
Governor's — to  be  sure  the  chances  are  rather 
against  us — and  there  is  an  other,  queer,  odd  mode 
of  escaping — but— but —      » 

Marchioness. 
Byt!  what? 

Blabbo. 

Why,  some-how — Shall  I  *— No  !  sooner  than 
these  open-mouth'd  sharks  shall  swallow  any  of 
the  party — I'll  swallow  the  secret !— tho*  of  two 
evils,  curse  me  if  I  know  which  is  the  least  ? — My 
Lord,  the  window  is  the  plan,  and  there  I'll  watch. 
(opens  the  window  and  looks  dut.) 

Marquis. 

Do,  and  despair  not  of  success ! — Hope,  prompts 
me  to  be  sanguine,  and  to-morow's  dawn  shall  shew 
us  Africa  and  peace  ! 

Blabbo. 
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Blabbo,  {at  the  window,) 
Joy !  joy,  my  lord,  I  spy  a  friend ! 

Marquis. 

Indeed!  Who  is  it? 

Blabbo. 

Who,  but  Rosa !  See,  she  beckons  me  to  throw 
out  the  ladder.  O,  you  cunning  little  rogue  !  When 
we  are  married,  Isee  you'll  be  too  much  for  me  ! 
There,  (throwing  out  the  ladder.) — She's  got  it  ; 
'tis  fix'd  !  Now,  my  lord,  for  freedom. 

Marquis. 
And  now,  Leonora,  for  liberty  and  love ! 
Don  Gomez,  (from  without.) 

You  search  that  part  of  the  castle;  I'll  search 
this. 

Marchioness. 

Heaven's !— the  Governor!  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Blabbo,  (locking  ont.) 

So  it  is, — O,  lord  !  all's  over  ! 

Enter  Don  Gomez. 

Don  Gomez. 

So  ;  here  you  are !  I've  caught  you !  Come  along, 
come  ;  every  one  of  you  to  the  scaffold,  this  mo- 
ment. 

Marchioness  kneeling  with  Julio. 

Oh,  for  the  sake  of  this  dear  innocent ! — See^how 
he  pleads  for  mercy  for  his  father. 

Don 
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/D<w  Gomez.  , 

Come  along;  I  say ;  and  in  return  for  bringing 
me  down  a  ladder,  see  how  you'll  look  when  you 
go  up  one— what,  you  demur ;  Guards  !   Guards  ! 

Calling  "  Guards"  vociferously,  and  Stamping 
violently  ;  at  the- same  moment [,  Blabbo  S0unds  the 
Horn :  The  trap-door  opens  under  Don  Gomez's Jeet% 
he  descends,  calling  "  Guards  "allthe  time,  ' 

Blabbo. 

Ha,  ha !  There  you  go  down  again,  Governor  I 
Don't  be  angry,  my  Lord. — he's  goro&, where  he'll 
have  a  very  warm  reception  :  But  come,  hereafter 
I'll  explain  the  mystery.  And  now  to  pursue  our 
journey.  * 

TRIO. 

Blabbo,  Marchioness  and  Rosa. 
Rosa,  (without.) 
Blabbo  !  Blabbo  !  haste  away. 

Blabbo,  and  Marchioness, 
We  come  !  we  come*  without  delay ! 

Rosa. 

Lose  not  a  moment,  for  I  fear, 
The  cruel  Governor  is  near. . 

Blabbo. 

No,  no,  the  cruel  Governor  is  there, 

"  And  the  foe 

"  Now  below, 
*«  For  desperate  deeds  prepare." 

Then 
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Marchxoxess,  Rosajuk?  Blabbo,      . 

Then  now  we'll  sing  from  night  till  momf 
The  praises  of  this  merry  horn, 
That  gave  us  joy  and  liberty. 

Then  now  we'll  sing,  &c. 

Exeunt  at  the  Window. 

Scene  the  Last. 

The  Sea-shore,  Light-house,  $c. 

Flourish. — Enter  Navarro  and  SoMiers. 

Navarro. 

Away !  search  all  the  coast,  and  scour  the  coun- 
try round  !  the  time,  the  place,  will  lead  to  their 
detection  ;  and  tho'  they've  triumph* d  o'er  a  coward 
Governor  ;  they  shall  not  escape  Navarro, 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
Well!  what  tidings? 

Soldier, 

My  Lord,  the  Marquis  and  his  lady  are  this  mo* 
ment  captured ;  but  their  vile  agent  is  not  yet  dis- 
covered. 

Navarro. 

No  matter !  the  Marchioness  is  Manuel's  prize, 
— go,  bring  her  hither.  (Exit  Soldier  J  And  you, 
Guzman,  conduct  the  Marquis  to  that  fire-ship  ; 
there  wait  my  orders. 

.    (Exit  Guzman.) 

Navarro. 
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Enter  the  Marchioness  and  Julio,  guarded. 
Navarro. 

So,  madam,  you  are  prisoner  to  the  Regent ;— * 
Speak — will  you  listen  to  his  suit  ? 

Marchioness. 
Never! 

Navarro. 

Consider  well ! — he  bade  me  tell  yOuhe  was  most 
unhappy. 

Marchioness. 

I  know— Villains  are  ever  wretched  \  let  bim  but 
imitate  my  lov'd  Alphonso,  and  e'en  in  death,  vir- 
tue shall  aid  and  cheer  him  ! — 

Navarro. 

Villain ! — Have  a  care— honor  directs  and  guides 
him 

Marchioness. 

Indeed ! — Tis  honour  then  to  tyrannize,  to  tor- 
ture and  destroy  ! — And  when  a  Mother  and  a 
Wife  prefer  the  blessings  of  connubial  love,  to  an 
Usurper's  offers — 'tis  honour  that  confines  her  Hus- 
band as  a  traitor,  and  nobly  dooms  him  to  despair 
and  famine ! 

Navarro. 

Hear  then— proud  woman  !  hear  my  last  resolve: 
Accept  the  regent's  offer,  or  lov'd  Alphonso  and 
your  Son,  shall  perish  instantly  before  you  ! 

Marchioness,  (after  a  pause.) 

Well — be  it  so — Better  lose  every  thing  than 
pure  honor,    which   Manuel  never    dreamt   of— 

and 
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And  their  last  breath  shall  pray  that  Spain  may  see 
its  youthful  sovereign  crown'd  :  fpr  while  Usurpers 
sway  by  tenor  and  the  sword — the  Patriot  Mo- 
narch knows  the  proud  boast  of  reigning  in  the 
heart :  and  mothers  then  shall  clasp  their  children  in 
their  arms  ;  and  not  like  me,  be  victim  of  a  Tyrant 
and  his  Parasite. 

Navarro. 

Ferdinand — Seize  that  Boy — and  bear  him  instant 
to  the  Rock — You  guess  the  rest — away  ! 

Ferdinand  seizes  Julio. 

'  Marchioness. 

Hold! — Pm  no  more  a  heroine! — Pm  a  Mo- 
ther! 

Navarro. 

What !    you  relent !  You'll  share  the  love  of  ,. 
Manuel  ? 

Marchioness. 
Never  ! 

Navarro. 

Begone !  Dispatch !  And  you  (to  Guzman,)  has- 
t  en  to  the  shore,  and  give  the  usual  signal  to  the 
Fire-Ship.  Exit  Guzman. 

Ferdinand  bears  away  the  Child.     Marchionessfalls 
on  the  ground. 

Fire-Ship  blows  up. 

Hark !  the  Marquis  is  no  more  ;  thus  perish  all 
the  Regent's  foes. 

Blabbo.  (without.) 

Hold !  for  your  ives.— 

G  Navarro. 
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Navarro. 

How,  that  traitor !  Ferdinand,  dare  not  to  he- 
sitate ;  obey  me,  or — 

Ferdinand  appears  on  the  Rock,  with  Julio  in  his 
arms,  followed  by  Blabbo,  and  his  Dog  Carlo  ;  Fer- 
dinand thrones  the  Child  into  the  Sea. — The  noise  of 
his  falling  into  the  zcater  recovers  the  Marchioness, 
who  Starts  up,  and  Screams — at  the  same  instaiit — the 
Dog  Carlo  leaps  from  the  Rock  into  the  Wester — and 
is  seen  shimming  after  the  Child. 

Blabbo,  (on  the  Rock.) 

Don't  be  afraid  ;  Carlo  never  fail'd  in  his  life ! 
Now  he  gets  near  him  !  push  on,  boy  !  push  on  ! 
now  he's  nearer — now  !  huzza  !  he  has  him  !  he  has 
him !  the  child's  safe — the  mother's  happy !  and 
now,  master  Ferdinand,  I'll  try  and  give  you  a 
ducking. 

Exit  from  the  Rock,  fghiing  with  Ferdinand. 

Marchioness,   {rushing  out.) 
My  Julio  ! 

Enter  Rosa,  with  Julio  in  her  arms. 

Rosa. 

Here  madam — and  to  complete  your  joy— the 
Regent  is  deposed,  and  the  young  King  crown'd  ! 
and  Uoderigo  having  orders  to  liberate  the  Mar- 
quis, arrived   time   enough  to   prevent  bis  going 

on 
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on  board.     And   see  !  here  he  comes,  alive  and 
merry,  with  his  dear  friend,  and  faithful  Carlo. 

(Flourish.     March.) 
Enter  Roderigo,  Marquis,  Carlo,  Soldiers*  <Jc# 
Enter  Blabbo. 
♦  Blabbo. 

Damme  !  I've  soused  him  !  but  where  are  they  ? 
where's  the  young  Marquis,  and  his  dear  preserver  ? 
{gets  between  Julio  and  Carlo.)  Oh  !  bless  you  both  ! 
and  bless  heaven  for  making  me  master  of  this  dear 
treasure  !  (kissing  Carlo.)  Ay  ;  and  of  this  (jumping 
up  and  kissing  Rosa.)  For,  henceforward,  Rosa,  you 
must  love,  honour,  and  obey  the  "  Driver,"  and  I 
hope  no  body  will  give  either  him  or  his  dog  an  ill 
name. 

Marquis. 

Now  for  Madrid,  where  we  will  bless  our  Sove- 
reign for  his  mercy,  and  hail  his  victory. 

FINALE. 

CHORUS, 

Since  Heaven's  restorM  our  much  lov'd  King, 
The  tyrant's  pow'r  no  more  we  own, 
United  all  rejoice  and  sing, 
For  clemency  adorns  the  throne. 

QUARTETTO. 

We'll  scorn  the  pale  usurper's  sway, 
Our  King  we'll  love  aud  still  obey,— 
Then  ev'ry  one,  with  joy  to  day, 
Your  Monarch's  rights  aloud  proclaim ! 

CHORUS, 


^ 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Murray. 


A    BARD,  oft  led  by  favor's  cheering  light, 

Acrofs  thefe  flippery  boards  attempts  to-night, 
The  palm  of  honor  once  again  to  win ; 
Check  not  his  courage,  'tis  a  BritHh  (In. 

Since  yours  the  province  both  to  think  and  feci, 
To  head  and  heart  our  title  makes  appeal. 
Reafon— of  J u (lice  the  pervading  foul, 
Scorns  to  condemn  by  parts,  but  views  the  whole: 
And  though  loofe  weeds  be  fcatter'd  o'er  the  foil, 
Mars  not  the  harveft  of  an  author's  toil* 

Should  he,  indeed,  in  decency's  defpite, 
Confound  the  facred  bounds  of  wrong  and  right, 
Taint  with  corruption  the  unfullied  breaft, 
Or  the  pure  ear  aflail  with  wanton  jeft, 
In  founds  of  anger  your  decifion  (hout, 
Pronounce  him  guilty— but  firft  hear  him  out* 

Nor,  unregarded  be  the  Actor's  claim, 
Link'd  to  the  Bard  in  fortune  and  in  fame, 
Who,  from  his  advocates,  depreft  by  fear, 
Shall  hope  the  merits  of  his  fuit  to  hear; 
Or  how  (hall  we,  who  live  by  your  applaufe* 
With  nerves  unftrung,  do  juftice  to  your  caufe  ? 
To  your  laft  fentence  (though  fevere  the  pain), 
He  humbly  bow'd,  nor  afk'd  to  try  again. 
For  fure  he  may  the  partial  lottery  thank, 
Who  (hares  fo  many  prizes  to  one  blank. 
One  fickly  infant  loft,  can  ne'er  deftroy 
A  parent's  thanks  for  many  a  thriving  boy. 
Take  then,  kind  friends,  to  your  protecting  care, 
This  child  of  emulation,  not  defpair. 

His  firft  weak  moments  fpare,  and  'till  he's  flout, 

His  firft,  his  laft  requeft,  is— hear  him  out. 
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THE 

BLIND    BARGAIN: 

/  OR, 

BEAR    IT   OUT. 


ACT    I 


SCENE  I.— A  Street  in  a  country  Town;— in  the 
Back  the  Houfes  of  Dr.  Pliable  frd  Mifs  Gurnet, 
Separated  by  a  narrow  J&oad%  which  leads  to  an 
of  en  Country. 

Frank  and  Rachel  discovered. 
Frank  (giving  her  money). 

'THERE— there's  five  pounds  for  you— and  now 
*    good  day. 

Rachel,  Good  day,  your  honour-~and  thank  you 
a  thoufand  times*  but  indeed  it  is  money  hardly ' 
earn'd— think  of  the  hazard—the  cruelty — the-* 
Oh!  we  gipfies  lead  a  fad  and  weary  life;  and  but  for 
oeceffity,  I'd  rather  die,  than  undertake  this  odious 
office* 

frank.  Why  odious  ?— the  perfon  who  employs 
you  is  generous  and  tender-hearted 

A  3  Rachel. 
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Rachel  Indeed! — I'm  glad  to  hear  that  he  is 
tender-hearted,— fo  meet  me  on  the  fkirts  of  the 
foreft  at  twilight,*— and  I'll  do  my  utmoft  to  com- 
plete my  part  of  the  bargain. 

Frank.  And  I  mine,-*-that  fum  (hall  be  trebled* 
•—and  remember— as  no  time  is  to  be  loft,— the 
firft  infant  of  the  fame  age  you  chance  to  meet 
with, 

Rachel.  I  underftand,— the  firft  that  anfwers  the 
defcription. 

Frank.  Enough— be  punctual  and  be  fecret. 

[Exit  Rachel. 

Doff  or.  {enters  at  the  door.)  Frank — is  that  the 
gipfey  ? 

Frank.  It  is,  Dofton  and  all's  right,— you'll 
have  .what  you  require  to  night. 

Doff  or.  Ay,  to  night! — difpatch  is  every  thing j 
—and,  therefore,  did  you  make  her  underftand  the 
very  firft  fhe  met  with  ? 

Frqnk.  I  did,  Sir. 

Doff  or.    Bravo! — I'm  fav'd    from  ruin — there- 
was  no  other  mode  s— but,  I  fay,  didn't  fhe  talk  of 
xfcruples? 

Frank.  .She  did,  Sir, 

Doffor.  That's  very  odd— ^I've  no  fcruples;— 
but  then  you  know,  I  never  commit  a  crime  that  I 
can't  find  an  honourable  excufe  for. 

Frank.  Indeed!  Sir. 

Doff  or.  Nor— if  I  don't  pay,  'tis  to  keep  fafhion- 
able  people  in  countenance} — if  I  go  to  law,  'tis  to 
(upport  an  induftrious  and  overftock'd  profeffion ; 
if  I  don't  fight,  'tis  to  prevent  being  thought  quar- 
relfome  •,— and,  in  all  cafes,  I  am  not  only  ready  to 
apologife  to  myfelf,  but  to  any  body  elfe  that  choofes 
Co  call  upon  me. 

Frank.  Ay,  but  in  fuch  a  ferious  cafe  as  this, 
Sir! 

Doffor, 
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DaSor.  This !  why  what's  this  cafe  to  that  of  one 
of  my  patients,  to  whom  I  fent  a  wrong  medicine? 
i— Says  I — "  I  aflc  your  pardon  ;"-*-fays  he — "  'Tis 
all  that  c*n  be  done  now ;"«— and  he  died  ;— com* 
pletety  convinced  I  was  as  much  of  a  gentleman  as 
a  doftor.— But  go  in,  Frank,  and  be  fure  you  are 
ready  to  attend  the  gipfey— for  recollect,  though 
Fvc  made  much  money  by  chemicals  and  Galeni- 
cals, I  have  fo  much  more  than  fpent  it  in  building 
and  repairing,  that  I  may  fafely  fay,  what  I've  gain'a 
by  the  peftle,  I  have  loft  by  the  mortar. 

[Exit  Frank. 

Enter  Mifs  Gurnet  from  her  Houfe. 

Mifs  G.  So,  coufin,  am  not  I  in  the  right  now  ? 
—Sir  Andrew  is  expe&ed  every  day;  and  had  you 
followed  Mifs  Gurnet's  advice,  would  you  have 
been  prepared  for  him  in  this  manner  ? 

Dcifor.  Prepared  !  how  do  you  mean  ? 

Mifs  G.  Mean!  why,  in  confequence  of  his 
niece's  difobedient  conduA,  didn't  he  adopt  a  child 
in  India  ?  and,  eighteen  months  ago,  con  fig  n  it  to 
your  care  with  an  allowance  of  three  hundred  a 
year  ? 

Dolfor.  Granted — and  in  his  laft  letter  to  me9 
isn't  there  this  beautiful  paflage?— Oh!  I  could 
read  it  for  ever  (taking  out  a  letter  and  reading). 
Ci  My  dear  Do&or !  As  you  are  fo  partial  to  my 
adopted  infant,  and  I  know  no  perfon  more  capable 
of  improving  both  his  health  and  understanding,  I 
Hi  all  not  on  my  arrival  remove  him  from  your  pro- 
tection j  but  as  long  as  he  remains  with  you,  (which 
will  be  at  leaft  till  the  age  of  fourteen,)  I  (hall  an- 
nually encreafe  the  allowance  of  three  hundred  per 
annum.9*  There !  and  look  !  here  is  a  quarter  ia 
advance ! 

M    4    ^  Mifs 


%  the  bund  Bargain  t 

MifsG.  And  will  y6u  accept  it?-*— whta  only 
three  days  ago,  owing  to  negleft,  want  of  {kill, 
and  not  confulting  me,  didtifc  the  child  lofe  his 
life? 

Doflor.  No,— he?s  recovered,— and  Sir  Andrew 
Ihall  behold  both  me  and  bis  adopted  infant,  bloom? 
ing  with  health,  beauty,  and  vigour. 

Mifs  G.  Recover'd  ]— impoffible!  Don't  I  know 
the  child  died— 

tioftbr.  And  don't  you  know  Pm  a  Do&or;  and 
allow  me  three  hundred  a  year,  and,  tirefome  as  yoig 
are,  fee  if  I  don't  even  keep  you  alive ;— but  if  you 
talk  of  being  prepared,  what  will  Sir  Andrew  fay  tq 
you  ? 

MifsG.  Tome,  Sir  1 

Da&or.  Ay :  previoufly  to  his  leaving  England, 
didri*t  you  promife  him  your  virgin  hand  f— but. 
not  expecting  he'd  fo  foon  tecum  with  rank  and 
1  riches,  hav'n't  you  been  lately  coquetting  with  a 
'  certain  fttiug  alderman  ?— hav'n't  he  and  his  fitter. 
Lady  Davcnant,  been  on  a  vifit  at  your  houfe  ?— 
fend  fince  they  went  away,  hav'n't  you  and  the  laid 
fmug  alderman  exchang'd  love  prefents  i 

Mifs  G.  Exchang'd  prefents ! 

Doff  or.  Ay ;  didn't  he  fend  you  Ovid's  Art  of 
Love  and  Mrs.  Glafie's  Art  of  Cookery  ?— andy  iq 
return,  didn't  you  fend  him  a  miniature  of  himfelf  J 
namely,  a  marmofec,— little  Peter  as  you  called 
hind!  ; 

Mifs  G.  Silence  !  I  command  you j— for  if  Sir 
Andrew  were  to  hear  k  even  whifper'cj— 

Do3ar.  Oh!  oh!  then  the  Nabob  is  the  lucky 
inan. 

Mifs  G.  To  be  fure,  Sir  i  if  I  once  broke  a  facred 
promife,  what  apology  could  I  make  to  him  or  to 
iwyfelf? 

Doffor.  None;— and  therefore  make  your  apo* 
logy  to  the  alderman  j  ~  "all  unpleafant  to 
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you,  I've  a  great  many  to  make  to-morrow,  and 
I'll  take  him  in  my  rounds. 

Mi/s  G«  The  alderman  I  fear  not— 'tis  Mrs.  Vil? 
jars— Sir  Andrew's  ungrateful  niece— 

Doff  or.  Ay :  Fm  alfo  afraid  of  her,-*— I  lee  by 
my  friend  Sir  Andrew's  letters  he  has  ftill  a  con* 
cealed  affeftion  for  her ;  and  if  they  meet  and  are 
reconciPd ;— ?I  tell  you  what,— it  is  our  duty  tQ 
prevent  it. 

Mifs  G.  It  is,— and  I  have  already  done  much 
by  fuppreffing  thofe  letters  (he  fent  me  to  forward 
(Giles  Jings  without)  5 — but  here  cornea  one  who 
can  do  more, — here's  my  nephew,  Giles  Woodbine, 
juft  returned  from  his  firft  vifit  to  London. 
'  Doffor.  Ay:  here  he  is! — gad !— I  wondef 
whether  the  Cocknies  have  corrupted  him, 

JLntcr  Giles  Woodbine, 

Mfs  G.  Welcome  home,  boy. 

Gibs.  Thank  ye,  aunty,  koindly. 

$4ifs  G.  Well;  how  have  you  been  amufed? 

Doffor.  Ay :  isn't  London  a  rare  pl^ce,  Giles  ? 

Giles.  Icod! — it  be  a  queer  ones— and  fome* 
how  you  fee,  I  cannot  fay  ought  about  it  j  for  my 
head  was  all  the  time  in  fuch  an  odd  wizzy  wazzy 
ftate,  that  I  cannot  for  the  foul  of  me,  make  out 
whether  I  faw  St.  Ps*uls  in  the  city  or  in  the  Pan- 
rama,  or  Weftminfter  Hall  in  Moorfields  or  the 
new  pantoqnimc. 

Mif$  Q.  Why  furely  you  weren't  out  of  your 
fcnfes. 

Giles.  Ees :  \  were  though  $  and  rather  loik'd  it! 
•—but  what  (hodld  come  to  pafs, — the  Londoners 
had  heard  as  how  I  was  a  tidy  hand  at  cricket,  fa 
they  fent  for  me  to  play  in  grand  thoyfand  guinea 
match—- between  one  Squire  Long- hop  and  my 
Lord  High-home-and-eafvj— rand  I  have  but  one 

ft* 
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bit  you  knaw— but  that  be  a  tapper  ail  round  field 
to  be  fure; — and  I  have  but  one  koi;d  of  bowl—, 
but  that  be  dead  fartin  to  knock  down  my  wicket 
or  my  man, — fo  I  did  pretty  hobling— I .  got  his 
LordfhTpa  hundred  notches — and  I  broke  fo  many 
Ihins,  bars,  and  fingers,  that  he  .won  thoufand  •  gui- 
neas; and  then  he  oflfer'd  I  five  out  of  them— but 
lie  1  he  I-r-I  told  him  I  didn't  come  to  town  to  gee 
ironey, — I  came  to  fee  fights  and  curiofities— *and 
'  therefore  if  his  Ldrdfhip  had  no  objection,  I'd  go 
home  and  take  a  bit  of  dinner  with  him. 

LcSor.  Dine  with  his  Lordfliip ! 

Mifs  G.  And  did  he  confent  ? 

Giles*  Ees  fure— a  chuckl'd  woundily  at  thej 
thought  on'c— and  who  Ihould  I  .meet  there  but  her" 
Lad)  (hip,  and  a  pack  o'  your  tip-top  ftylifh  U0esy 
— at  firft  I  was  pos'd  a  bit,  and  thought  the  curft 
French  difhes  had  poifon'd  me> — b*it  after  a  glafe 
cr  two  o'  fomewhat  like  fham  cyder/  I  found  my-' 
ielf  and  the  laflfes  all  fmiling  and  ogling  at  each 
o:her: — and  juft  then,  and  be  hang'd  to  un,.  my 
Lord  nodded  to  my  Lady,  and  away  fhe  went  wi 
all  my  fweethearts-r-but  that  wou'dn'c  do  for  I—* 
icod  ! — I  follo*M  them  ! 

D*8or.  Follow'd  the  ladies ! 

Giles.  Ay :  that  \  did—but  fome  o*  your  bufy 
butterfly  chaps  brought  I  back  again—- fin'd  me 
bumper  after  bumper*  and  ax'd  how  long  I  had 
made  my  efcape  from  one  Pidcock — I  do  think 
they  did  call  un— in  Exeter  Change?— I  told  them 
I  pretty  well  guelVd  what  they  meant;  but  that 
1  was  neither  born  a  beaft,  nor  would  I  (lay 
ivith  them  and  make  myfelf  on<  !-~and  fays  1, 
«~"  If  Lunnun  $nd  falhion  do  teach  folk  to  turn 
yr  uag  women  out  of  company,  give  I  nature  and 
cheek  by  jole,  as  long  as  I  do  live:"-— and  here  i 
be  nearly  as  I  went;  for  if  traofplanting  the  tree 
Jiave  a  Hide  damag' d  the  top  on'*,  rot  me,  bm 
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the  trunk  and  the  core  be  as  tight  and  as  founcj  as 
ever. 

Mifs  G.  Now  this  is  following  my  advice— I 
made  him  what  he  is —two  years  ago  I  took  him 
from  his  father's  farm. 

Giles.  So  you  did,  aunt,,  and  tutored  I  m'  a  pack 
of  fuch  nice  hard  words,  that  ever  fince  Ps  felt 
iflfpir'd— -  or  more  properly  fpeaking,  confpucd  wi* 
love  and  gratitude :  but  yet  one  fhouldn'c  find  fault 
wi*  poor  feythcr,  he  did  want  the  needful,  you 
know. 

DoBor.  Nay ;  not  fo  much  but  he  could  afford 
to  leave  you  a  nice  fnog  farm  in  the  foreft.  § 

Mifs  G.  Ay,  the  one  thatVillars  rents :  and  that's 
well  thought  of,  fince  his  leafe  has  Jong  expired, 
I  beg  youMI  gee  another  tenant. 

Giles.  Why,  Mr.  Villarsdo  pay.  as  pundtual— 

Mifs  G.  No  matter,  I  have  good  reafons  for  re-* 
moving  him  and  his  wife. 

Doftor.  So  have  1>  and  therefore  turn  him  out 
diredlly. 

Giles.  Hauld,  hauld,  I's  always  ready  to  take 
advice,  if  I  think  there  be  aught  good  in  it :  but 
fomehow  Mr.  Viilars  and  I  do  often  fport,  fifli, 
?nd  cricket  together ;  and  when  I  did  fee  out  for 
Lunnun,  his  fweet  lady  did  take  her  dear  boy 
Henry  in  her  arms,  and  bid  him  kifs  and  wifli  me 
fafe  home  again.  I  ttll  you  what,  the  topic  (hall 
have  fair  play  $  but  if  my  mind  don't  change  con- 
fumedly,  I  had  far  rather  give  them  the  farm,  than 
turn  them  out  on'tj  for  I  might  deep  o'nights 
without  having  it  here  (putting  bis  band  to  bis 
pocket )%  but  domme  if  I  could,  without  having  it 
here  (putting  bis  band  to  bis  bear t ) ;  and  now  I'll 
go  in,  and  drink  both  your  better  healths  in  a  glafs 
o'  real  cyder,  for  I's  plaguy  hot  and  weary  wi' 
journeying.  : 

Mifs  G,  Goj  Sir,  but  dare  not  to  refufe  me. 

Giles. 
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Giles.  Well,  well,  I'll  do  my  beft  $  but  I  fay, 
when  do  fifter  Soph  come  back  from  LadyDave- 
nant's  in  Oxfordihirej  I  fuppofe  Alderman  got 
her  invited,  and  I  take  it  very  pretty  o'uncle  that 
is  to  l>e  :  (going  up  ft  age  and  looking  in  at  door)— 
there  it  be — there  be  the  old  firefide,  and  nation 
glad  1  am  to  clap  eyes  on't ;  and  now,  when  I  fo 
well  knavr  the  bleffings  o'home  myfelf,  how  can 
you  wilh  me  to  turn  other  people  out  on't — 'tis  the 
Englifhman's  caftle,  and  whoever  do  invade/ it,  is 
no  better  than  a  houfebreaker,  and  as  I  be  not  in 
that  line  at  prefent,  fo  I  hope  I  never  (hall  be, 
Here,  Joey  !  Davy  !  "  When  Johnny  Bull  fets  out 
for  France,  &c."  \Exitftnging  into  boufe. 

Dofior.  There's,  an  vadutiful  rafcal!  owns  to 
your  fate  he  has- a  comfortable  home,  and  yet 

MiJsG.  He  has;  no  woman  living  boafts  a 
happier  firefide — and  why,  Do&or  ?  becaufe  I  never 
fuffer  myfelf  to  be  contracji&ed,  nor  ever  will — and 
therefore  I  (hall  take  this  aft  upon  myfelf;  go  you, 
and  bid  Villars  quit  the  farm  to-morrow,  or  hint  tQ 
him,  that  my  coufin  the  barrifter  in  London 

Votlor.  That  I  will  cheerfully ;  divide  Sir  An- 
drew and  his  niece  Mrs.  Villars,  and  we  divide  his 
favours  and  his  fortune— heh!  who  comes  here? 
as  I  live,  Lady  Dave'nant's  fervant. 

Enter  James, 

Mifs  G.  Why,  James,  what  brings  you  from 
Oxfordshire? 

James.  I  came  exprefs  with  moft  unwelcome 
news,  Madam  j  your  niece,  Mils  Sophia,  who  has 
been  on  a  vifit  with  us  this  laft  month,  *iop'd  four 
days  ago* 

Mi/s  G.  Elop'd  I  with  whom  ? 

James.  That  we  can't  difcover,  Madam  j  we 
only  know  &€  has  not  fince  been  heard  of* 

MifsG, 
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Mi/s  G.  Here  again !  and  after  fuch  advice 
and  fuch  an  example !  would  I  ever-— -Oh !  I 
fhould  like  much  to  fee  any  body  elope  with  me— 
but  .tell  Lady  Davenant,  her  brother  Giles  thai! 
go  inftantly  in  fearch  of  her.  (James  crojfes.)  Why, 
where  now,  James  ? 

•      James.  To  Mr.  Villars,  Madam  $  I  have  brought 

"this  letter  for  him  from  her  Lady  (hip,  and  as  I 

know  (he'll  be  impatient  for  his  anfwer,  I'm  fure 

you'H  excufe  me.  [Exit* 

Doftor.  Impatient  for  his  anfwer!  fo — exadly 
as.  I  fufpe£ted  ;  during  her  latp  vific  at  your  houfe, 
flie  now  and  then  met  Villars  accidentally  in  the 
foreft,  accidentally  of  courfe — Oh  !  he  is  a  fad 
profligate,  and  I  ihouldn't  be  at  all  furpriz'd,  if  he 
were  the  villain  who  had  decoyed  away  Sophia. 

Mifs  G.  No  more  Ihould  I — fo  follow  my  in- 
ftruflions ;  and  d'ye,  hear,  don't  be  afraid  of  confe- 
quences. 

Doflor.  I ! — that's  very  likely.:  when  I've  made 
up  my  mind  to  afk  pardon  whenever  it  is  afk'd 
for — no,  he  who  will  fight,  may  be  fometimes 
frighten'd;  but  he  who  won't  fight! — what  the 
devil  need  he  be  afraid  of?  {Exeunt. 


SCENE  II.  An  Apartment  at  Villars\r. 

Enter  Villars  with  Fijhing-rod,  (3c. 

Villars.    'Sdcath!  tis  in  vain  {laying  roJ9  &c* 
on  table),  that,  which  was  once  my  plea  lure  and  my 

5>ride,  now  wearies  and  torments  me—  the  field — i# 
ports— retirement— ftudy,  little  fuit  the  mind 
that's  tortur'd  with  a  rankling  fecret  grief! — all, 
all  has  loft  its  charms — all,  did  I  fay  ?  (looking  out) 
folfc,  fclfifh  niggard  that  I  em,  when  here's  an 

evidence ! 
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evidence ! — Oh  !  bleft  with  a  gift  like  this,  I\n 
rich  in  happinefs  beyond  e'en  hope  ! 

Enter'Mrs.  Villars. 
Maria  ! 

Mrs.  V.  Villars ! — I'm  glad  you  are  comes 
have  you  feen  faithful  Sufan  in  your  walks  ? 

Villars.  I  have— as  I  ftood  angling  on  the 
bridge,  (be  crofled  it  with  our  little  Henry  in  her 
arms;  and  I  know  not  why — fo  more  than  ever  he 
refembl'd  you,  .and  clung  fo  clofely  round  my  neck, 
that  I  flied  tears  at  leaving  him. 

Mrs.  V.  Why  leave  him  then  ?  would  I— — 
pardon  me,  but  'tis  a  mother's  fears.. 

Villars.  Nay,  nay,  'tis  ever  thus ;  but  he  will 
foon  return,  and  chide  you  for  this  tender  weaknefs. 

Mrs  V.  He  will,  he  will  j  and  at  a  time  like 
this,  when  I  fhould  foothe,  not  add  to  your  dif- 
trefs. 

Villars  {with  agitation).  Diftrefs !  what  mean 
you  ? 

Mrs.  V.  You  know  too  well— the  fire  raged 
long  and  fiercely,  and  when  I  think  that  all  the 
annual  produce  of  our  farm  was  in  one  night  by 
flames  confum'd— - 

Villars.  Well,  if  it  were— ftill  we  are  affluent— 
ftili  have  ample  means  ! 

Mrs.  r.  Oh  yes ;  would  all  around  us  were  as 
profperous — but  yet  the  dread 

Villars.  Ay,  as  you  fay,  the  dread  !— truft  me, 
Maria,  the  truly  honeft  elevated  mind,  knows  no 
felf-torment  greater  tha'n  to  live  on  others  induftry 
and  earnings !  and  for  myfclf  I  would  as'  foon  turn 
robber  on  the  road,  and  forcibly  deprive  my  neigh- 
bour of  his  gold,  as  trick  him  by  &  fpecious  falle 
pretext,  and  add  hypocrify  to  theft. 

JSnter 
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Enter  Doftor  Pliable. 

Toffor.  Mr.  Villars,  your  moft  obedient ;  though 
a  ftrangcr,  I  fancy  the  name  of  Pliable,  commonly 
called  Dr.  Pliable 

Mrs.  V.  What !  my  uncle's  friend-! 

DoSor.  The  fame,  Madam — the  very  man  to 
whom  Sir  Andrew  confign'd  his  adopted  child,  and 
who  hasn't  had  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you  Once  you 
were  about  twice  his  age— fince  you  were  fent  to 
London  for  improvement — (farcaftically)—b\xt 
to  the  point;  am  extremely  lorry  that  my  firft 
vifit  to  this  houfe  fhould  be  for  no  other . purpofe 
than— 

Villars.  Than  what,  Sir  ? 

Dl&or.  Simply  to  .beg  you'll  inftantly  go  out  of 

it  {Villars  ftarts)-,    the  landlord  to  be  fure  has 

fcruples,  but  when  Mifs  Gurnet  fays  rt  aye"  poor 

<Mr.  Giles  dar'nV  fay    "no",' and  therefore  the 

fooner  you  quit,  and  pay  up  arrears—— 

-     Pillars.  'Sdeath,  Sir!   do  you  doubt—: — Sure 

«.hc  can't  have  heard — —~(afide).  , 

Do&or.  Oh  no  I  I  know  very  well  you  are  comr 

•petent,  becaufe  that  lady's  father  was  fore'd  to  pay 

you  her  fortune  of  eight  thoufand  pounds — bix 

then  you  meant  to  double  it  by  agricultural  fpecu- 

•  taions,  and  they  have  not  fucceeded— 

\    .  Villars.  They  have  fucceeded— far  as  my  hum* 

;  We  means  allow'd  j  I've  kept  the  poor  and  aged  in 

-empioy-^have  fent  them  happy  to  their  evening 

'  homes,  and  by  promoting  cultivation,  have  check'd 

extortioners,   and  fpread   plenty  wide:  go — look 

-into  the  cottages  around,  and  every  fmile  will  tell 

you  my  fuccefs* 

1  Dodor,  Very  likely— but  if  I  had  married  a  rich 
.  baconct's  daughter  againft  his  content,  and  been  as 
you  were,  only  the  fon  of  a  poor  naval  lieu- 
tenant—— 

8  Villars. 
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Villars.  How  \  'reflfcft  upon  my  father  i  on  hinii 
who  fought — who  conquered— and  who  died!  hear 
me,  Sir,  dare-*— 

Mrs-.  V.  Hold,  Villars  1  I  implore  you— — 
Doffor.  Don't  interfere,  Ma'am*-.I'rn  pcHc&Jy 
prepar'd,   for   I'm  ready   to  make  any    fort    of 

apology 

Villars.  No  doubt — you  are  one  of  thofe  who 
think  that  an  excufe  will  palliate  every  outrage, 
and  therefore  coward-like  ne'er  fcruple  to  commie 
them :  go,  Sir,  and  let  me  hear  your  tale  from  thofe 
who  have  employed  you— till  then,  1?11  not  believe 
it:  go.. 

Dofior.  Go !  that  I  will— and  I  wilh  Giles  well 
through  it ;  for  I  never  few  any  man  fo  difficult  to 
be  fatisficd— but  1  forgot— Lady  Davenant's  fer* 
▼ant  is  at  the  door. 

Villars,  Lady  Davenant's  I 
Bettor,    {looking  fignificanily)    Tes:    he    ha* 
brought  a  letter  for  you  exprefs  from  Oxfbrdflurc* 

Villars.  And  they've  delay 'd  {—where  is  he?— 
let  me  fee  him— within  there !— William  I  {rnjbts 
out.) 

Dollar.  You  fee— 'tis  all  as  plain  as  one  of  my 
prefcriptions. 
Mrs.  V.  What's  plain,  Sir? 
DoSor.  Why,  that  he  and  Lady  DaveoantF— 
hark'ye— take  my  advice— follow  him  and  read 
every  line  {Mrs.  V.Jbews  anger  and  aflnuijhmni)  j 
why,  what  do  you  (hire  at  ?— don't  you  koow*  i'»» 
Mrs.  Villars.  I  know  both  Villars,  and  my 
uncle's  friend— he  merits  all  my  confidence  aad 
love,  whilft  you  ercite  my  pity  «ad  my  fcora^ 
there  lies  your  way,  Sir— and  remember  thi*— 
much  as  I  lhun  each  bale  fofpkkras  thought*  I 
more  avoid  the  bofy  wretch  who  would  intpa*  ic 
(Jbo  DoSorJnffticaUs). 
DoSor.  Any  apology-* 

AfirSm 
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Mrs.  V.   Nay,  Sir— »>your  abfence  will  be  an 
atonement.  [Exeuntf 


SCENE  III.— A  Road—dijlant  View  of  the  Vow 
—County  Gaol,  fcfa  . 

(Noife  beprd  of  a  carriage  breaking  down.) 

Jack  Analjfe  (ffeaks  without)  Stop  the  horfe— 
Zounds  !  itop  the  horfe. 
Tourly.  'Sdeath !  take  the  wheel  off  my  legs. ,    . 

Enter  Jack  Analyfe  {rubbing  bis  legs,  fcfh). 

Jack.  Here  I  am,  (till  alive  and  in  a*  whole  fkifl* 
fcut  curfedly  bruifed.— 'Tis  only  /our  days-fince 
I  ^nd  Charles  Tourly  left  Oxford  on  a  party  qC 
pleafure— and  let  me  fee—  we've  been  once  rob*4 
—twice  run  away  with — three  times  ov^rfct— -an4 
now  the  carriage  is  fmafh'd  to  pieces— but  'tis  all 
owing  t9  my  mad  companion. 

Enter  Tourly. 

Tourly.  Pheugh  !  (fanning  bimfelftoitb  bis  bat) 
jfcs  is  pleafure  i^  it  ? — the  gig  is  quite  fettl'dr— «*od 
(or  the  horfe— look— there  he  (lands  (taring  Cfr 
know  what  trick  you'll  next  play  him. 

Jack.  1  play  him! — '(life !— who  was  driving  ? 
'  Tourly.  Both  !  —we  were  both  driving. — And  I 
muft  fay,  if  the  tour  hasn't  prov'd  pleafant,  'tis  the 
jronfequence  -of  your  coming  into  .thefe.  crjofe  roads, 
10  hunt  after  old  caftics — old  paiot>Qg$~~*nd  wild 
profptfts! — when  to  the  .traveller  of/eofe,  there  is 
DO  caftle  likt  an  ion— no  pifturc  like  a  £gn— and 
ior  the  beauties  of  nature !— give  roe^good  larder* 
#  Jack — oh  1  there's  food  for  contemplation. 

b  Jack. 
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Jack.  Ay :  to  the  (enfual  and  unlearned  mind— 
,  but  had  you  Jlucfied  as  you  ought 

Tcurfy.  1  did — I  was  once  the  bed  fcholar  in  all 
Brazen  Nofe,  and  you  know  very  well  I  gave  it 
9  up  folely  from  grood  breeding. 

Jack.  Good  breeding ! 

Tourly.  Ay  :  and  fo  ought  every  man  that  pafles 
time  with  town  ladies  and  country  gentlemen — for 
'tis  the  height  of  rudenefs  to  talk  Greek  and  Latin 
/  in  their  company — but  what's  40  be  done,  ?— here 
we  are  without  money— without  a  conveyance— 
without — dnly  take  notice — no  more  vifiting  at 
private  houfes. 

Jack.  Why,  Sir  ? — didn't  my  friend,  Mrs.  Effort 
of  Plenty  Halj,  entertain  you  two  whole  days  with 
the  greate,ft  hofpitality  ? 

Tourfy.  Yjts :  with  fuch  hofpitality  that  I 
thought  every  hour  would  be  my  lad  J — for  Mrs. 
Effort  was  fo  afraid  of  being  thought  ftingy — and 
fo  many  of  the  difhes  were  of  her  own  making, 
ttax  (he  adtuajly  cram'd  ree  till  I  couldn't  cry, 
c<  Hold — enough  I" — think  of  the  foups,  jellies, 
cuftards,  pyes,  puddings,  ale,  fyllabubs,  and  hot 
,  punch,  that  (he  nightly  fore'd  down  my  throat— 
and,  when  almoft  Juffocated,  I  afle'd  for  a  cool 
chamber  and  a  mattrefs— curfe  me,  if  I  didn't  find 
myfclf  in  a  warm  feather  bed*  clofe  to  a  roaring 
fire,  and  a  hot  warming  pan  left  (ticking  at  the 
bottom  of  it — and  thefe  are  the  joys  of  travelling  I 
—Oh  :  had  I  a  houfe  of  my  own — would  I  leave 
it  for  bad  inns— bad  roads — and  bad  hofpitality  ? 

Jack.  Why  did  you  leave  Oxford  then? 

Tourfy.  Why  ?— there's  gratitude !— wasn't  it  to 
amufe  you  ?  to  help  to  drive  from  your  mind  cer- 
tain fcruples  about  a  certain  love  affair?  and  let 
me  manage— only  let  me  manage,  and  I'll  (hew 
you— look— that  houfe  there! — it  may  belong  ta 
feme  hoocft  fellow    who  will  advaace  cafli— 

hufli! 


OR,  HEAR  IT  OtJT.  19 

hufh  !— fomebody's   coming !— now   for  it— now 
fee  If  my  management—* 

Enter  Do&or  Pliable* 

Do&or.  Pretty  treatment  \  and  a  pretty  life  IVi 
lead  lately — firft  my  brother  dies,  and  leaves  me  a 
parcel  of  bad  debts — then  this— — 

Tourly.  Sir !  {bowing)  that  white  houfe  yonder 
—-pray — doesn't  it  belong  to  a  gentleman  of  the 
name  of  Tomkins' — Tomkins 

LoSlor.  Not  Sir — it  belpngs  to  a  profligate  bf 
the  name  of  Villars. 

Jack.%  Villars! — what  the  man  who  married  Sir 
EfJwardAnalyfe's  daughter? 

Dollor.  The  fame— and  a  charming  hufband  he 
.  makes  her— in  addition  to  other  intrigues,  we  fuf* 
peft  that    he    has  juft   decoy'd   away  a  young, 
lovely 

Jack.  Indeed!— Mrs.  Villars  is  my  relation*— 
and  if  he  dare  to  wrong  her— 

Doftor.  Your  relation ! — give  me  leave  to  a(k 
you,  Sir— is  your  name, Analyfe  ? 

Tourly.  It  is,  Sir — Jack  Analyfe  of  Queen's 
College,  Oxford— and  my  name  is  Charles  Tourly 
of  Bra  fen  Nofe.— We  are  travelling  for  amufe- 
menr,  and  'nothing  on  the  road  has  given  us  fo 
much  gratification,  as  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you, 
(Bowing  very  low.) 

DoSor.  (doing  the  fame.')  And  I'm  fore,  gentle- 
men, I'm  equally  gratified  to  fee  you.  '  You  are 
Mr.  Analyfe— and  you  are  Mr,  Tourly— both  of 
Oxford  ? 

Yearly.  Yes,  Sir — yes-*-and  I  fee-*(/0  Doffor) 
— -I  fee  you'll  make  much  of  us. 

Do  ft  or.  Til  make  all  I  can  of  you,  gentlemen— 
for  my  brother,  who  was  a  wine  merchant  at  Ox- 
ford* amongft  other  bequefts— — 

b  2  Tourly. 
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Tourly.  Left  you  fomc  excellent  poft. 

DoStor.  No,  he  left  me  this  joint  note  of  yours 

for  ninety-two  pounds—- now  I  have  often  dun'd 

you  in  vain  by  letter— therefore  inftantly  di  ("charge 

,  it— or  elfe — look ! — be  kind  enough   to  conclude 

.  your  journey  in  the  county  gaol.     (  Pointing  to  back 

Jcene.) 

Tourly.  Curfc  all  parties  of  pleafure,  fay  I. 

Jack.  Curfe  your  bad  management,  fey  I. 

Doftor.  What!  it  isn't  convenient ? — very,  well 
—then  I  (hall  go  direftly  to  my  attorney— and  in 
the  mean  time  I  advife  you  to  go  diredly  to  Mr. 
Villars,  and  afcertain  whether  he  don't  love  more 
women  than  one— fo— things  are  mending  again— 
J  (hall  not  only  get  Villars  into  a  curd  fcrape,  and 
perhaps  touch  ninety  odd  pounds  I  little  expe&ed— 
Gentlemen,  1  beg— oh — no— no. — certainly  for 
'once  I  leave  company  without  making  any  fort  of 
apology — ha  !  ha !  ha !— travelling  for  amufement ! 

[Exit. 

Jack,  (after  a  paufe.)  Charles ! 

Tourly.  Jack !— what  road  will  you  take  now  ? 

Jack.  Why — firft  the  road  to  Villars. 

Tourly.  What! — more  hot  water!  meddle  be- 
tween man  and  wife! — adieu  I — I'm' off  for  Ox- 
ford. 

Jafk.  How  !  leave  me  !  feparate  at  fuch  a  mo- 
ment ! — Well !  if  yoo  will  be  fo  unfriendly— fare- 
well, Sir. 

Tourly.  Farewell  Jack  ! — yet  flop — (lop — you'll 
want  my  advice  now — without  my  management, 
I  know  you'll  get  into  a  thoufand  more  of  thefe 
infernal  fcrapes— fo  have  with  you,  boy ! — and 
don't  defpond— fpr  come  what  will, .  we  can  write 
our  tour. 

Jack.  So  we  can— and  one  advantage  in  modern 
travels—many  buy  them, 

Tourfy. 


OR,  HEAR  XT  QUT.     .  si 

Tourfy.  Yes :  and  another  advantage  in  modern 
travels—very  few  read,  and  nobody  believes  them. 
But  they  won't  do  without  drawings— -even  Milton 
and  Shakefpear  won't  fell  without  engravings— fo, 
look-— I  have  brought  my  crayons — and,  by  way 
of  frontifpiece,  I  (hall  take  you  bowing  to  the  Doc- 
tor—he pointing  to -the  county  jail,  and  I  laugh- 
ing at  both  your  long  faces — it  will  do-— chough 
not  ourfelves,  we  (hall  amufe  other  people,  my 
boy.  [Extunk 


THE   END    OF   THE   FIRST  ACT. 
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ACT     II. 


SCE^JE  IV. — An  extenfive  Fcrefi  and  a  neat  Farm 

Houfe— Thunder >  Lightning*  and  Rain. 

Enter  Frank,  bafiily. 

Frank. 

Tl LESS  me  I — Yis  very  awful! — to  be  expos'd  « 
fuch  a  tempeft,  and  at  fuch  a  moment ! — 'twixt 

fright  and  guilt,  I guilt!— the   crime   is  my 

mailer's — thank  Heaven  !  not  mine; hulh  !— 

what's  that  noife  ? — 'tis  Rachel  dealing  -to  the  ap- 
pointed fpot,  (Rachel  crojfes  the  Jlage,)  and  under- 
neath* her  cloak— ^yes — iome  unknown  parents  are 
deprived — and  I  njuft,  villain-like,  reward  her  (going 
upftage).  .. 

Villars.  (without.*)  Nay— I  infift,  I  will  not  be 
refus'd. 

Frank.  Wc  are  difcover'd !  (looking  out)— no — 
they  look  another  way— the  fecret's  Jafc— rand  that 
it  may  be  fo,  I'll  haften  home— Lord  !  what  a  ufe- 
lcfs  thing  is 'fortune,  when  purchas'd  at  a  price  fb 
dear  as  this  I  [Exit. 

Enter  Villars,  leading  in  Sophia. 

Villars,  *Tis  pad— the  ftorm's  difpers'd, 
Sophia.  Oh  yes :— but  Hill  it  rages  here ;— in-- 
dcfdf  Mr.  Villars,,  I  owe  you  much,  and  Til  no 

more 
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more  intrude  upon  yew  kindnds— blefs  you— fare* 
well.  % 

Villars.  Whither  would  you  go  ?  , 

Sophia.  Alas  !  I  know  not— but  let  the  fuffering 
be  rtiy  own  (going). 

Villars.  (flopping  ber.)  Look — as  I  told  you, 
there  is  your  afytum— within  that  calm  abode, 
you'll  find  repofe  and  fafety. 

Sophia,  I  cannot ! — loft  as  I  am,  and  cenfured  by 
$e  world,  am  1  (bciety  ?«— 

Villars.  You  are  unfortunate— and  mud  I  pau£ 
to  aflc  the  world's  advice? — no — I  difdain  all  c£n* 
fure  but  my  own. 

Sophia.  Ay  :  but  another's  feelings — 

Villars.  Mean  you  Maria's  ?— Oh !  you  little  know 
-—her  door  is  (hut  again  It  the  common  (ribe,  who 
vifit  but  to  murder  Fame  and  Time;  -but  to  the 
poor  and  houfelefs  wanderer,  'tis  open  as  her  heart 
(Tourly  and  Jack  Analyfe  appear  at  the  wing 
and  lift  en)  \ — come— (he  (hall  greet  'you  with  a 
fitter's -fmiles,— and  for  myfelf— -{taking  ber  band 
and  kiffing  *'/,)  pity  firft  ftamp'd  your  ftory  in  my 
bread,  and  the  impreflion  is  engrav'd  for  ever  I 

[Exeunt  into  Farm  Houfe. 

Jack,  (advancing.)  There !  exactly  as  the  Doc- 
tor told  us  !->-and  "  the  impreflion  is  engrav'd  for 
ever  V1 — Now— what  have  you  to  fay  now,  Sir  i 

Tourly.  Say!  that,  what  with  (forms,  gipfie*, 
diftrefs'd  damfels,  and  amorous  knights,  this  is  fome 
black  foreft  in  romance, -^-and,  by  way  of.  party  of 
pleafure,  we  (hall  be  ferv'd  up  to  a  wolf's  pic  nic, 
or  a  bear's  public  brcakfaft. 

Jack.  Ay,  Sir,  but  am  I  married  ? 

Tourly,  No — but  you  ought  to  have  been  j— and 
to  the  fweet,  intending  Sophia  Woodbine  ;-*»aad, 
till  you  marry  her,  fee  if  I  ceafe  to  rattle  in  yo*r 
ears. 

b  4  Jack. 
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Jack.  No  matter,  Silr,-^!  hatfe  long  wifli'd  to  tte 
reveng'd  upon  this  Villars  j  for  by  afpiring  to  my 
coufin's  hand,  he  robb'd  he*  6f£  hr fupertof  rtl*tcb% 
and  now  his  infolfcnce  fo  tfoimds  my  pridfc,  that  I 
will  teach  him — 

tfburtf.  Do — wind  up  obr  journey,  by  getting 
between  thofe  two  lively  fires,  man  and  wife,  Jaek. 

Jack.  Wait  the  event — sind  if  he  do  not  yield  to 
all  that  I  demand— 

Tourly.  Very  well,  we  fhall  fee— but  if  you  <to 
£et  the  worft  on't — 

Jack.  If  I  do,  Charles— you  (hall  have  the  beft 
on't  the  reft  of  the  journey. 

Tourly.  What !  let  me  be  cock  of  the  pArty  \ — let 
me— but  he's  here  !— now, -Jack. 

1 "       Re-enter  Villars. 

Villars.  'Tis  very  ftrangeJ— Sufan  return'd  ndt 
with  the  child! — Maria  too  gone  forth  to  feek 
them  *  in  the  foreftl — and  I  thua  ne-giigenc !— Oh  I 
^reproach  myfdf — 

'     Jack.  And  you  have,  reafon  to  reproach,  yourf- 
fetf,  Mr. Villars! 

Villars.  Sir  1  (angrily*)-— your  pardon— you  arc 
related  to  Maria— 

^Jack.  Ayy  Sir  1— as  one  related- to  your  wife,  >l 
♦JiaVe'-a  righrtb  alk,  Why.  (he  is  thus  neglected  ? 
•      Villars.  .Ncgk&ed !       ■;..:. 

Jack.  Yvs,  Sir :  <and  fey,  whom  ?— -by  him,  fahofe 
shumble  fortune  and  obfeure  defcent,  might  at  the 
lead  teach  gratitude  and  truth. 

Villars.  'Sdbath  I  ami  ever  to  be  thus  accus'd  ? 
4-but  represent  me  as  you  will,  whiKt  xfiy  Miaria 
.thinks,  me  ibbat  1  am  tocher— and  to  be&ohly  (hall 
I  apfwer?    .  .*  i         T  x.  .  .^  f#  ... 

Jack.  No,  Sir ! 

Villars. 
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WRarS.  No:  and  if  'you  wiftr  to  fee  and  (hare 
our  focial  joys,  you  arc  moft  welcome,— -but  W9 
tirg*d  on  by  prejudice  arid  fpleeh,  you  come  to 
"  taunt  me  with  inferior  birth,  you'll  find  the  hum- 
ble Villars  is  as  proud  as  any  of  your  race— for 
honour  is  the  ftar  he  keeps  in  fight,  and  boafting 
that,  he  will  not  be  infulted ! 

Jack.  You  talk  this  well,  Si-. 

Tourfy.  {afide  to  Jack  Analyfe.)  He  does— and 
you  had  better  mind,  Jack. 

Jack.  But  1  proceed  on  ftronger  proof  than  words 
—and  when  I  know  my  coufin  "  is  to  greet  a  rival 
with  her  fmiles," — nay,  Sir — deny  it  not— is  there 
toot  now  beneath  your  roof  a  young  and  capti- 
vating—= 

Villars.  There  is— -and  I  exult  and  glory  in  r*. 
teivmg  her. 

Jack.  What  I  you  perfifl!— then  mark  me — in- 
font  difmifs  her  from  your  houfe. 

Villars.  Never  —  till  (he  can  find  protection 
where  fhe  ought, — there  is  her  place  of  ihelter  and 
offafety!  .  ' 

Jatkl  {tbktemptuoujty.)    t*rote£lion    where    lhe 

QUght! 

•  VH/affr  Ay :  and  "had  the  unknown  villain*— • 
whom  (he  declines  to  name — like  me,  beheld  her 

^frrfkW^neath  the.  ftorm— Oh !  judge  of  his  feel- 

^tigs  "d  of  mint— under  the  mafic  of  honourable 

rlcfve,  hfe  lures  her  to  a  b*fe  clandeftine  meeting— 

1  and  though  The  fhuns   and    fcorns   him  for   his 

treachery— yet  ftung  with  fhame  and  with  remorfe 

—dreading  to  merer  the  friend  (he  had  elop'dfrom— 

(be  wanders  forth  (co  feek  her  native  home) — when 

•  after  four  days  part  in  poverty  and  tears — I  find 
SdpJhia  fainting  on  the  earth— 

'Tourfy.  Sophia! — what! — not  Sophia  WoodKneJ 

Villars.   The  fame — and   having   fnatch'd   her 

from  defpair, — may  I  not  boldly  aflc,  which  has 

7  mod 
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jmoft  reafon  to  be  proud — he  who  betrays,  or  who 
prote&s  a  woman  ? 

Tourfy.  You  may — and  I  fliould  like  to  travel 
with  you,  &r  you  underftand  pleafure  better  than 
any  man  I  ever  faw !— don't  he.  Jack  ?—and  isn't 
this  unknown  villain  a  fad,  (hocking — — Give  him 
another  touch  {afide  to  Villars)-^it  will  do  him 
,good— and  I've  a  right  to  order  it — for  I'm  cock  of 
the  party  now ! 

Villars  {obkrving  the  agitation  of  Analyfe„) 
What  I  he's  before  me!— in  the  proud  accufer,  I 
behold  the  trembling  culprit! — rafti,  thoughtlefa 
man  I  go— copy  him  you  would  defame— and 
'ftead  of  plunging  in  licentious  joys,  partake  ttje 
bleflings  of  connubial  love  I — or  at  the  lead,  ne'er 
feek  to  interrupt  them. 

Tourly.  No,  Jack ;— and  if,  hereafter,  any  body 
meddles  between  you  and  your  wife,  read  them 
this  moft  pie  a  fa  nt  chapter  in  our  mod  plcafant 
journey. ; 

Pillars*  But  I  dtlay— bpGnefs  of  ftronger  intereft 
calls  me  hence— Maria  and  my  child  (going).     ,; 

Jack*  Stay,  Sir — we  part  not— you  muft  ac- 
count—*    v 

Tourly,  Be  quiet — I  manage  now — retire  Mr. 
Villars. 

Villars.  {to  Analyfe.)  Sir,  I  can  only  iaytif  Ipve 
or  pity  linger  in  your  breaft,  there's  one  (pointing 
towards  boufe)  who  well  deferves  them— and  ViU 
lars  will  befriend  you  with  his  life,— but  if  you  ftill 
perfift  io  a  feducer's  aims— 'ftead  of  the  modern 
triumph  that  you  boaft— you  merit  the  affaffin's 
fate — nay,  worfe — fpr  when  the  poniard  ftrikes,  the 
vi&im  (hares  not  in-the  crime— but  honour  wound- 
ed!—Oh!  the  contagion  fpreads,  till  even  death 
perchance  can  find  no  cure ! — Farewell !— reflect  on 
what  I've  faid«— and  I  fhall  hope  to  be-your  friend. 

[Exit, 
Tourly \ 
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Ifiarty.  And  I  fhall  wifh  to  be  yocrr*— for  though 

•  I  never  go  out  of  my  road  to  lodk  at  dull  ruins  and 

dead  antiquities,  I  would  cheerfully  travel  England 

over,  to  contemplate  fuch  living  excellence  as  Mr* 

Villars. 

Jack.  Very  likely — but  he  fhall  find  he  has 
to  deal  with  one  who  can  inflidt  a  puniihment  great 
as  his  arrogance  deferves. 

Tourly.  Stop,  Jack— I  know  you  mean  that  you 
are  the  belt  markfman  inv  the  whole  univerfity,  and. 
'tis  certainly  very  creditable  to  fnuff  a  candJe  at 
forty  yards,  or  wound  an  orange  at  fifty— but  to, 
rob  a  wife  of  fuch  a  hufband — a  child  of  fuch  a 
father — or  a  poor  wanderer  of  fuch  a  prote&or! 
you  (han't  ftir — you  came  here  for  pleafure,  and  if 
you  don't  get  the  firft  (hot  'tis  all  over  with  you.$ 
.for  thefe  long  hair  trigger'd  piftols  are  brought  to 
fuch  perfection,  that  if  ever  I  fire  one  off,  it  (hall 
be  at  a  gunfmith  !~it  ihall  1  for  making  duelling  a 
certainty. 

Jack.  Let  me  pafs,  %Sir— one  of  us  muft 
fall u 

Enter  Giles  Woodbine,  (with  fart  of  a  torn  let* 
ter  in  bis  band.) 

dies.  Let  I  come  at  un,  that's  all,  let  I  come  at 
an— Gentlemen,  na  offence  I  do  hope — but  pray, 
ha  yc  feen  fitter  ? 

hourly.  Sifter  1 

Giles.  Ay,  and  her  dom'd  blackhearted-deceiver: 
they  be  fomewhere  pretty  near,  I  promife  ye,  for 
l's  juft  pick'd  up  in  the  foneft  thick  fcrap  of  a 
letter,  pen'd  in  Sophia  Woodbine's  own  falfc  hand! 
(Tourly  and  Jack  look  aftonijbed)  but  I  tell  you 
what,  gentlemen,  I  do  hate  to  be  fclfifb  ye  fee— I 
do  loik  my  neighbours  to  have  fport  as  well  at 
jrcyfelf  fo  if  ye'U  come  with  a  few  farming  friends 

that 
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tfeat  be  now  waiting,  why  yc'JI  fee  the  tiefe|r*f  a 
feducer  treated  like  a  cricket- ball— <iommc  I'B 
bang  it  till  it  do  bound  again,  and  if  he  do  talk  of 
.challenging,  1  fhou'd  be  a  fool  to  be  afeard  of 
piftols,  when  nature  had  given  I  thefe  two  EngUQi 
bull-dogs.-*- -Come  Sir,  come  and  fee  the  fport. 

Tourly.  Thank  you,  Sir,  thank  you — you  are 
yery  good,  but  we  have  lately  had  fo  much  fport, 
*i)d  my  friend  in  particular,  he*  wouldn't  be  at  all 
pleafed  with  this  fort  of  diverfion,  would  you, 
Jack? 

Giles.  But  dang  it,  what  be  I  about  ?  chattering 
here,  when  Soph,  fifter  Soph !  dear !  dear !  if  fey- 
ther  were  alive  to  fee  this  day  !  (going  upftage  and 
faking  about.} 

hourly.  1  fay,  Jack— as  you  muft  fight  him  before 
ViUars,  Til  tell  him  at  once. 

Giles,  (looking  through  the  window  in  Pillars1* 
honfe.)  \t  is  !  no— ees — odraten !  there  (he  be!  juft 
as  aunt  and  do&or  propheGed— and  I  to  pledge;  my 
life !  Lord!  Lord!  mayhap  I  (coming  from  window) 
do  miftake  though;  fure  in  one  day  I  were  not 
born  to  k>fe  a  friend  fo  koind — a  lifter  fo— —no, 
they  do  love  1  better;  and-*-  (returning  to  the 
window,  and  looking  in)  I  cannot  fee — fomething 
be  floating  in  my  eye— oh!  ees,  and  now  it  do  quite 
blind  me  (hurjfiug  into  tears). 

Tofrly.  Speak  to  him,  Jack,  this  is  beyond  mu. 

Jack,  (to  Giles.)  Come,  be  a  man— you  ought 
to  feel  alham'd. 

Giles.  No— let  them  be  afham'd  that  make 
I  fp;  and  thof  my  heart  do  break,  I  would  not 
change  my  lot  for  theirs;  but  Mr.  Yillars  fiiell 
repent  it  every  way— inftant  Til  turn  him  from  his 
fcriiv-hire*  and  his  wife  aad  infant— —What !  my 
;  lellftw  (uflferers !  they  who  be  innocent  and  wrong'd ! 
rpk^aw  JPOC  what  J's  doing—  I's  all  fever— wild ! 
pity  «e>  Geflttetfici),  pity  me  I  and  fliouJd  a  fimple 

rufti* 
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Enter  Giles,  (haftibr>  and  not  feeing  Sophia). 

dies.  So  Mr.  Villars,  an't  ye  afliamed  of  your* 
fclf,  .Mr.  Villars— —r-Lord  blefs  me!  be  it  yoa 
Madam?  dear!  l's  quite  forry — thof  I  fuppofe 
you  do  knaw 

Mrs.  V.  Know  what,  Giles? 

Giles.  That  I  have  a  bafe  fifter— thee,  a  faUe 
hofband. 

Mrs.  V.  A  way — I'm  deaf  to  fuch  calumnious 
charges. 

Giles.  'I cod  !  I  wi(h  I  were  deaf  to  every  thing, 
for  one  do  never  hear  any  thing  pleafant,  i  do 
think— and  to  find  two  people  I  (o  lov'd— but  here 
it  be  in  Soph's  own  crooked  ugly  hand :  {producing 
part  of  letter,  and  reading)  <c  Dear  brother— I  con- 
fer* I  have  elop'd  from  Lady  Davenant ;  and  after 
fuch  rafanefs  and  imprudence,  I  am  afliamcd  to 
~— w"  There  !— the  reft  be  torn  off— but  odratcn ! 
that  be  enough  of  the  vile  fcraw). 

Mrs.  V.  No — it  is  not  enough :  you  found  this 
in  the  foreft  ? 

Giles.  Ecs,  fure. 

Mrs.  V.  Then  read  if  (he  is  guilty  (giving  bim 
the  other  part  of  letter)  %  I  found  this  in  the  foreft: 
t^o— lee— 'tis  Sophia's  hand  !  , 

Giles.  So  it  be— and  dang  it !  how  nicely  they 
do  fit  and  dovetail  (putting  the  pieces  together,  and 
reading)  \  "  return  to  her  protection— but  you'  will 
one  day  find,  ic  was  owing  to  a  young  collegian  ac 
Oxford,  who  lur'd  me  to  meet  him  on  a  promife  of 
marriage,  and  finding  his  intentions  difhonouraWe, . 
I  left  him  with  difflaui  to  feek  my  dear-lov'd  bro- 
ther's pity  and  forgiven*  fs  l"-*-- Hel  he!  he  I 

(half 
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(half  laughing  and  half  crying)  what  a  ftraight  pretty 
hand. 

Sophia,  (advances  mfeen  towards  him,  kneels, 
and  turns  him  round  to  her.)  Giles  !  will  you  call 
nie  from  you  I 

Giks*  (clafping  her  in  his  arms.)  No— rnoc  while 
thefe  arms  can  hauld  thee ! — and  Mr.  VUlars  did 
befriend  thee,  1  fuppofe. 

Sophia.  He  did — he  did  ! 

Giles.  And  l*m  to  turn  him  out  of  farm,  am  I  ? 
—by  Gom  !— if  I  be  a  farmer,  let  mc  be  a  gentle- 
man one  !— and  before  I  do  turn  out  or  rackreot 
good  tenants,  that  (/napping  bis  fingers)  for  all 
the  doftors -and  old  maids  in  the  umverfe! — but 
where  be  he  ?— and  where  my  little  favourite 
Henry  ? 

Mrs.V.  Ah!  where  indeed! — I  have  fearch'd 
crery  where— and  ftill  mull  fcarch  .■  ■  ■  ■    ■ 

Sophia.  And  I've  detain'd  you — oh !  let  me  at- 
tend you  and  affift 

Mrs.  V.  Will  you  ?— yet  why  am  I  alarm 'd  ?— 
why  thus  indulge  thefe  weak  maternal  fears,  when 
Sufan  is  but  (helcering  from  the  ftorm,  within  ibtnc 
neighbouring  cot. 

Giles.  No— that  be  all — and  when  >e  come 
back,  FI1  juft  thank  ye,  Soph,  for  the  name  of  this 
college  chap—for  Fs  promis'd  feveral  friends  to 
fee  *he  fport— two  in  particular,  who  be  flow  out-~ 
fidehoufe  (looks  cafually  out  of  window*)  See- 
there  be  one  eroding  ftyle,— 

Sophia.  \liMking  out  of  window.)  Heavens !  that's 
he  I— -no— I  miftake— believe  mc  not— you'll 
quwel  and  encreafe  my  fufFerings!  . 

f  Giles.  Quarrel  ?-wiot  I— Lord  help  th$e*-4Ul 
Qofy  juft  play  a  bit  o'  ericket  wi  him,  and  4q  I  told 
un-rrgo-r^rbc  fatisfied*— he  I  he!~**he  be  quite  pee* 
paced  for  the  Jpert— na^r*  infill** 

Mrs.  V* 
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Mrj.  V.  Come,  I  entreat  you. 

[Exeunt  Mrs.  Villars  and  Sophia. 
Giles.  Now  dom  ud  !-=— 1*11  not  difappoint  un— 

Enter  Tourly* 

Tourly.  There  fhe  goes !-— Mifs  Woodbine!—' 
Mifs  Sophia  Woodbine  1  '       " 

.  Giles.  Hauld— -look— what  you  have  to  pafi— * 
(folding  up  bisjifts.) 

Tourfy.  My  dear  fellow — do  you  think  I  forget 
them  ? — but  you  may  muzzle  them  for  ever— for 
I  come,  fommiffion'd  by  my  friend,  to  offer  mar- 
riage— think  of  that— -you'll  be  brother  to  a  man 
of  falhion. 

Giles.  No — I  (han't — for  thof  I  do  know  that 
marriage  be  the  common  reparation  in  theie  cafes, 
1  be  above  fuch  pra&ices— and  mind  me,  Sir— the 
laft  man  that  (hall  be  Sophy's  huftund,  is  the 
villain  who  has  Wrong'd  her— and  if  all  feythers 
and  brothers  were  of  my  opinion— they  wouldn't 
fo  ofcea  revenge  poor  daughters'  and  fitters*  in* 
juries,  by  tying  them  to  infamy  and  mifery. 

Tourly.  Give  me  your  hand— I  love  you  for 
that  fenriment — and  if  my  friend  had  ftudied  in 
your  fchooj— but  poor  fellow  1— he  hadn't  your 
advantages — no^-he  was  ruined  by  Latin,  Greek, 
and  mathematics. 

Giles.  Ruin'd  by  mathematics  ! 

Tourly.  Ay,  Sir— they  got  bim  his  fellowlhip— 
and  I  blulh  to  tell  you— a  fellowship  forbids  a 
marvnot  to  take  a  wife  himfelf  %  and  confequently 
turns  his  mind  to  other  people's  wives9 — you  un- 
derftand,  Sir— now-a-days  nobody  blames  Ox- 
onians and  Cantabs— and  fee !  how  you  are  to  be 
envied  ?— you  may  lead  a  life  of  virtue— you  are  no 
fcholar! 

c  Giles. 
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Giles.  No — that  I  ben't — and  if  fchodmafter 
or  other  defigning  perfon  goes  to  tempt  I  wi'  wicked 
mathematics — by,  Gom  I  I'll  make  ihem  ftand  in  . 
white  fheet — I  knew  it  all  along— when  my  head 
wouldn't  cram  itff  If  wi'  all  thick  foreign  gibbcrilh— 
I  knew  it  had  good  fenfible  reafon  for  it  f 

Tourfy.  So  it  had — but  fince  my  friend  can  va- 
cate his  preferment — and  J've  got  yoiwconfent* 
now  1*11  get  your  fitter's— and  as  foon  as  they  arc 
married,  )ou  and  I'll  take  fuch  a  long  tour  toge- 
ther— for  you  have  fo  completely  the  face  of  an 
agreeable  poft-chaile  companion—that  look  at  k 
for  ever — for  ever  'twill  amufe  one. 

Giles.  Stop — I  ha'n*t  confentcd 
.  Tourfy.  You  have,  you  merry  rogue  f — and  I 
give  you  joy— for  if  Jack  werVt  worthy  to  be 
your  brother,  do  you  think  I'd  call  him  friend  B — 
fo  adieu  1 — and  d*hear— inftead  of  a  touch  at 
cricket— invite  all  your  rural  friends  to  a  wedding 
flipper—  but  not  a  word  of  the  fellowfhip — for  if 
you  let  out  this  mode  of  preventing  matrimony, 
the  whole  county  will  be  ftudying  Wicked  mathe- 
matics t — mum— ftick  to  virtuous  ignorance — 
mum!.  [Exit* 

-  dies.  Now  this  I  do  calf  mighty  free  and  im- 
pudent—but Ts  fcen  enough  of  London  fafliions, 
to  know  it.  be  genteel  and  iiylifh — and  Gncc  it  be 
<;leaxly  the  fault  of  his  inferiour  education — why 
ibmehow  I  won't  fet  my  face— my  face  \  Icod  1 
I  little  thought  it  was  fo  full  of  fun— and  I  do  hope 
he/ben't  making  game  now— thof  I  don't  think 
he  be — for  whether  it  be  when  I  goes  into  com* 
pany — or  whether  when  I  do'  come  out  of  it— 
every  body  do  feem  charm'd  and  delighted  ! — and 
it  be  certainly  a  great  thing,  to  find  and  leave  folk 
m  good  humour— [noife  without)— hch  ! — what* 
now  ?-^-as  I  do  live,-  Mr,  Villars  I 

Enter 
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Enter  VilUrs  (baftily  and  much,  agitated'). 

Giles.  Oh,  Sir!  t  be  fo  grateful1—  why— blefsN 
me— what  be  the  matter  ?— =-how  yoii  do  (hake  ?— 
and  totok  fo  deadly  pale  ? 

Villars.  Where  is  his  mother  ? 

Giles.  Whofe  mother  ? 

Villars.  Henry's  !  —  my  child's !— my  loft — hufh  . 
•—let  her  not  hear  it— never  let  her  know — 'fdeath  ! 
—why  am  I  thus  the  viflim  of  misfortune  ?— how 
have  I  finn'd  as  hufband  and  as  father  ?— father  J— 
oh  !  my  poor  boy  ! 

Giles.  What !— loft,  did'ft  fay  ? 

Villars.  Ay :  o'ertaken  by  this  dreadful  ftorm> 
and  exhaufted  with  terror  and  fatigue — his  fond  at* 
tendant  fank  fwooning  and  ienfclefs  from  his  fide 
—and  when  at  la  ft  returning  reafon  came — in  vain 
(he  fought  the  treafure  (he  fo  priz'd — he  was  n^t 
to  be  found  !— and  nurs'd  and  chertlh'd  in  his  fond 

parent's  laps oh  !  ere  this,  the  little  wanderer 

has  wept  himfelf  into  a  lading  deep,  and  left   me 
and  his  haplefs  mother— —(weeping). 

Giles.  Nay,  nay,  Til  find  him  if  1  do  chop  down 
the  whole  foreft — odfheart !— ofcenrime  when  we've 
been  playing  hide  and  feck,  hasn't  he  bob'd  in  and 
out  of  bu(hes,  like  a  young  rabbit  ? — and  he  be 
at  that  game  now — l's  knaw  it — I'll  take-  bible 
oath  on't— and  thof  I  do  love  him  as  my  own  child, 
you  fee  I  don't  defpond  Mr,  Villars — I  be  not  down- 
hearted!    (weeping.) 

Villars  (taking  bis  band).  Kind — honeft  friend! 
but  who  (hall  tell  his  mother  of  the  tale  ? 

Giles.  Who!— why  Henry  1-rlittle  Henry  (hall 
himfelf  tell  her — and  likewife  that  thee  his  feyther 
did  find,  preferve,  arid  bring  him  fafe  home  again  1 
—come— it  muft — it  (hall  be  fo— Heaven  never  do 
forfake  the-virtuous. 

c  2  Villars. 
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Villars.  No  !— then  why  ?— but  let  Maria  once 
more  clafp  her  Henry  in  her  arms,  and  the  fad 
fecret,  which  is  rankling  here,  (hall  be  endur'd 
with  patience— -come— and  the  bright  power,  that 
watches  over  infant  innocence,  guide  and  befriend 
us!  [Exeunt. 


IND   OF   THE   S1COND    ACT. 
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ACT    III. 


SCENE  —  Outfide   of    Sir    Andrew   AjialyfeV 
Hwft.—Park)  Gardens,  &c, 


gnter  Dr,  Pliable  and  Frank. 

Dofter. 

t>RAVO!  bravo  1  had  Sir  Andrew  arriv'd  two 

days  ago,  my  profpeAs  had  been  ruin'd,  but 
now  Pm  ready  to  receive  him. 

Frank.  You  are,  Sir— and  I'm  Aire  you  can't 
receive  a  kinder  gentleman  $  for  when  Sir  Andrew 
went  to  take  poffeflion  of  his  law  appointment  in 
India,  every  body  was  forry  at  his  departure  j 
whilft  his  brother  the  late  proud  baronet—— 

Doff  or.  The  late  baronet !  pooh  !  to  prove  what 
he  was  in  one  word,  he  wouldn't  accept  an  apology, 
for  when  he  found, out  that  I v continually  took 
delight  in  killing  his  hares  and  partridges,  he  faid 
aflting  pardon  was  a  joke,  and  a&ually  indi&ed  me 
at  the  quarter*  feffions-— but  Andrew !  kipd,  good- 
natur'd  Sir  Andrew  !  oh !  he  has  but  one  fault,  and 
that  is  his  ruinous  pafllon  for  fcribbling,  printing* 
and  publiihing* 

Frank.  Ruinous,  Sir! 

Doff  or.  Ay  j  o'my  confcience  I  believe  an  much 
time  and  money  is  to  be  loft  in  Paternofter-row.  as 
ia  Pall  Mall  or  S.r.  James's  ftreet*  and  by  his  laft 

C2  letter 
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letter  he  is  now  writing  a  df&ionary !  a  new  original 
didtionary— but  here  he  is— go,  and  remember— 

[Frank  exit. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Analyfe. 

Doftor.  Welcome  to  England !  why,  rank  and 
riches  haVn't  the  lead  alter'd  you  *  that  isn't  the 
countenance  of  a  nabob ! 

Sir  And,  No,  do#or—  Vv?  ftuck  W  W$  old 
regimen,  amufenp^nj-rCQnftant  $mufement;  and 
what  with  love,  literature,  and  friendfhip,  I've 
fuch  plenty  in  perfpeftive — firft,  there's  my  adopted 
'  child,  and  for  the.  care  you  have  f^ken  of  him,  I 
(hall  inftantly  iiftfeafe  the  allowance— that's  amufe- 
ment  for  you  $  then  I  (hall  take  a  wife,  doctor, 

Doftor.  Whar !  your  old  flame,  Mifs  Gurnet  ? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  there's  aipufemeot  for  her*  and  <b 
I've  juft  told  her;— then,  "  laft,  not  k*ft,,>  comes 
my  iiew  dictionary  :  ph !  there's  smWeroont  for 
every  body ! 

Dpffor.  I  hope  it  may— -but  pardon,  me,  Sir 
Andrew,  fo  many  authors  have  already  compil'd 
dictionaries     ■■   ■ 

Sir  And.  Aut;hpr!  now,  that's  it — look  into 
Jofynfon.,  Bailey,  and  liule  Enuck,  for  the  meaning 
of  t*?c  Word  c<  author,"  and  you  will  fifld,  it  is-  one 
who  is  a  "  writer,,~.  is  that;  a  definition  ?— why 
they  might  as  well  fay,  an  author  i&  an  author !—  • 
but  look  into  my  dictionary,  and  you. will  fee  under 
the  fame  word,  not  only  ample  explanation,  but 
wix,  facire,  and  character  !  videlicet;—  (taking  manu* 
Jcript  from  bis  pocket,  and  reading)  "  Author-*-ojie 
who  never  lives  till  he  dies — who.  gets  lefs  in  a 
year  than  an  underwriter  does  in  an  hour — who 
gives  the  wall  to  newfpaper  editors,  reviewers,  and 
managers— who  lies  at  the  mercy  of  devils— may 
bg  damn'd  for  a  ftjilling— and  inftead  of  a  crown- 

of 
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laurel,  exit  in  a  little  cock'd  hat,  darn'd  ftockings,- 
and  coat  out  at  elbows/' 

DoSior  That's  very  true — and  I  wonder  you 
think  bf  fo  precarious,  or  rather,  fo  certain  a  pro- 
fefliort. 

Sir  And.  I  can  afford  it — and  better  think  of 
any  thing  than  (he  who  has  fo  crofs'd  and  difap- 
pointed  me x  zounds!  not  only  to  marry  .this 
profligate,  Mr.  Villars,  but,  according  to  Mifs 
Gurnet's  letters,  to  infinuate  that  my  adopted 
infant  was  the  offspring  of  treachery  and  fedudion  $ 
when  all  Calcutta  knows  he  was  the  orphan  of  a 
poor  pilot,  and  that  I  was  as  proud  of  protecting 
him,  as  if  he  had  been  fon  to  my  lord  high  admi- 
ral, and  I  had  indeed  been  his  father. 

Doctor.  No  doubt — and  though  of  courfe  he  is 
much  altered,  indeed  fcarcely  the  fame  perfon  you 
recoiled  him,  you'll  find  the  boy  has  imbib'd 
cmny  of  my  charafteriftics,  particularly  tliofe  of 
manlinefs  and  fpirit. 

Sir  And.  Thai's  as  I  wilh — for  I  defign  him  for 
his  father's  profeflion. 

Doff  or.  What,  the  navy?  I'm  glad  on't — for 
an  Englilh  Tailor,  if  I  know  the  meaning  of  the 
word 

Sir  And.  And  if  you  don't,  I'll  tell  it  you: 
{taking  cut  dictionary)  «  Engiilh  failor— one  who 
rights  for  his  country— honours  his  king — hates  the 
purfer — will  ride  in  a  poft  chaife  and  four— -wont 
cut  off  his  tail — (ticks  to  his  friend — and  doats  on 
grog,  tobacco,  pretty  women,  and  a  Spanifh  war;" 
but  come,  I  mud  be  moving— I  mud  vifit  Mifs 
Gurnet— write  to  young  Analyfe  at  Oxford 

DoEtor.  Young  Analyfe!  *hy  he  is  now  in  this 
place  on  a  party  of  pleaiure. 

Sir  And.  Party  of  pleafure !  that's  againft  him, 
for  if  1   find  he  ncgledls  his  (Indies,  and  proves 

c  4  diffipntcd 
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diffipated  and  diflionourable,  he  (han't  touch  a 
(hilling. 

Doftor.  Then  Vis  all  over  with  htm ;  look,  here's 
his  note  for  nrnety-two  pounds,  overdue  fix  months. 

Sir  And.  Enough — let  him  take  his  fate,  and  the 
prefent  I  defign'd  for  him  (hall  be  beftowM  elfe- 
where,  for  benevolence  is  little  better  than  oftenta? 
tion,  unlef§.it  relieve  the  deferving-?— fo  adieu  doc- 
tor, tQ- morrow  for  friendship  and  your  little  pupil, 
this  eyening  for  love  and  Mifs  Gurnet— 4>ut  flop, 
flop,  nabob  as  I  am,  I  want  ready  money,  though 
I  fuppofe  the  banker  here  will  di (count. 

DoRor.  Oh  !  certajnly-rbut  you  £now  what  a 
banker  is- — . — 

Sir  And.  I  do— I  have  it  here— (/*&*£  out 
diftionary)  ".Banker — one  who  is  fo  careful  of* his 
cuftomer's  money,  that  he  feldom  pays  at  fight— r 
pever  opens  till  after  breakfaft — always  (huts  up 
long  before'  tea-tirpe— and  generally  takes  three 
days  to  fay  grace,  before  any  body  can  get  a  din? 
ntcr,"  [Exit. 

Doftor.  Ha  !  ha!  he's  ours— -his  whole  fortune 
is  mine  and  Mifs  Gurnet's,  for  by  this  time  Giles 
has  remov'd  Villars  from  the  farm — and  for  young 
Analyfe,  my  attorney  will  remove  him      v. 

Enter  Qiles  bajiily.  #-•* 

0 dtsm  Oh !  Doctor !  has'nt  feen  any  thing  of 
Ilenry  ?  of  Mr.  Villars'  darling  fon  ? 

DotUr.  Not  I,  Sir — never  faw,  or  with  to  fee 
him:  but  pray,  Sir,  have  you  confulted  ypur  inte- 
reft,  by  turning  Villars  from  the  farm  ? 

Giles.  V%  have  confqlted  my  intereft— for  all 
that  be  flourilhing  around  would  wither  at  fo  foul  9, 
deed  i  and  dang  it !  ben'c  it  pnough  to  have  loft  the 

lo^elicft  infant >    ~ 

Doftor* 
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Doftor.  Loft  an  infant !  when—where  ? 

Giles.  Now,  in  the  forefl>     ■« 

Doctor.  What  t  Villars  loft  one  ? 

Giles.  Ay,  that  deadly  ftorm— it's  nurfe  did 
faint  with  fright,  and  when  (he  did  revive 

Doff  on  It  was  taken  away ;  that  is,  the  child 
had  wandered— -that  is-*— 'Sdeath,  Sir,  what  bull* 
liels  is  it  of  yours  ? 

dies.  It  be  tvtry  man's  bufinefs  to  do  an  aftion 
of  humanity— and  at  any  rate,  I  may  as  well  pals 
time  in  reftoring  a  poor  infant  to  his  hofrie,  as  in 
Cuming  his  unhappy  parents  out  of  it. 

Doffor.  Villars'  child !  oh,  that  infernal  gipfey. 
*—  Tell  me,  you  met  Sir  Andrew— did  lie  aflc— ? 

Giles.  No-v-he  pafs'd  I  withour  notice— but 
when  he  drives  to  your  fine  houfe,  wi'  all  his  date 
of  fervants  and  of  carriages— if  I  but  (top  at  Mr. 
Villars*  farm,  wi*  only  little  Henry  bymytfide,  an 
Englifli  yeoman  (hall  hold  up  his  head,  as  high 
as  any  nabob  in  the  world. 
-    Doffor.  Ruin  !  diftra&ion ! 

Giles.  What! 

Doftor.  Nothing—  HI  return  immediately— *you 
don't  know  how  your  ftory  has  interefted  and  dif- 
trefled  me.— Now,  whcre's  Frank— fomebody  mufl: 
be  found— fomebody  fix'd  on— -oh!  I  (hall  go 
wild— diftrafled.  [Exit* 

Giles.  By  Gom !  either  thee  be'ft  fo  already—* 
or  thee  do'ft  knaw  more  than  Vs  aware  of— bat 
what  can  he  knaw  ?— mayhap  that  he  have  periJh'cl 
in  the  foreft — it  cannot  be  ! — at  leaft  before  I  will 
belieyric,  1*11  walk  through  England— Europe ! 
—and  here  I  begins  up  Hollybulh  Lane  f    [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE— A  Street— or  Public  Walk  in  the  Town. 

Enter  Mifs  Gurnet. 

.  Mifs  G.  So— fenfe,  virtue  and  pcrfonal  accom- 
plifhments  arc  fure  to  meet  their  juft  reward — 
for  to-morrow  makes  me  Lady  Analyfe! — and  if  • 
fuch  a  thing  ever  did  or  could  happen,  I  (hould 
fear  the  poor  alderman  would  free  himfelf  into  a 
confumption— -but  if  he  does  he  muft  blame  Javifti 
nature,  not  me — for,  had  I  form'd  myfelf,  I'd 
have  been  merciful,  and  fpar'd  mankind  !-^(  fa- 
tar  James) — What,  James  !  again  from  Oxford- 
fhire  ? , 

James.*  Yes,  ma'am — Lady  Davenant  leads  me 
the  jifc  of  a  poft  horfe— firft,  here's  a  letter  for 
you— then  hpre's  another  for  Mr.'Villars. 

Mifs  G.  (taking  letter)  For  me !— oh  !  from 
the  alderman  ! — now  for  racks,  torture,  bleeding 
heart,  and  dead  man  I  (rea&s)  "  Madam  !  By  this 
evening's  long  coach,  1  (hall  fend  back  alt  your 
letters,  and  your  prefent  of  little  Peier  the  Mar- 
mofet— and  wifhing  yoo  may  copy  my  example, 
and  feed   on  better  food  than  love,    I   remain   in 

hafte— Timothv  Turtle. P.  S.  I'll  thank  you 

Tor  Mrs,  G!affe !"— Here's  inioience  !— but  1*11  re- 
turn my  rival  diredtly— come,  Sir — come  and  re- 
ceive his  paltry  ■     ■ 

James*  Certainly,    madam — but   -I    hope    you 
won't  detain  me— this   letter  10  Mr.  Villars  is   of 
the  urnwft  confequence— -my  lady  underftands  he' 
is  the  perfon  who  elop'd  with  Mifs   Sophia— and 

Ihe  is  lb  offended 

.  Mijs  G.  No*  doubt — and  I  won't  detain  you  an 
inftant— -come— but  if  you  meet  Sir  Andrew, 
don't  fay  a  word  of  the  alderman,  or  the  marmofet 
•  •     .  „  9  —at 
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—sit  leaft  not  till  after  we  are  married — then  any 
body  may  fay  any  thing— for  I'm  a  nabob's  wife—* 
the  miftrefs  of  a  noble  manGon— can  dine  and  fcp 
an  hundred  in  a  room— -and  fcandal,  which  has 
influence  at  the  tea-table,  is  harmlefs  when  fupe- 
nor  diflies  call—  ,    [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  and  Young  Analyfe. 

Sir  Andrew.  Don't  tell  me,  Sir*— none  (hall 
(hare  my  favours,  but  thole  who  deferve  them — 
AQd  fa  good  evening :—  and  you  and  Mrs.-  Vi liars 
—who  knew  I  was  dev.oted  to  my  family— you  to 
thwart  my  inclinations !  and  rob  me  of  the  pkafure 
of  faying—*'  Jack — Maria !  here's  twenty  thoufend 
apiece,  my  darlings  1" — oh!  that's  an  injury  never 
to  be  pardopU 

Ja<k.  Sir — you  are  deceived— and  if  I  prove 
that  I  came  to  this  town  purpofely  to  pay  Do&or 

Sir  Andrew-  I  wifh  you  could — but  you  can*t 
— thanks  to  difllpation  and  extravagance,  yoa 
havVc  a  guinea  of  your  own —and  what's  worfe, 
you  won't  have  one  of  mine — ohl  if  'tis  only  for 
thus  difappointing  me.  I  hope  the  doAor  wiH 
dun,  fue,  and  lay  tight  hold  of  you— and  fo,  Sir— 
your  fervant— 

Jack.  You  needn't  be  afraid  of  the  doflor,  Sir 
v  —he  teems  to  be  a  dun  in  the  true  fenfe  of  the 
word. 

Sir  Andrew.  And  pray  Sir — what  is  the  true 
fenfe  of  the  word  ? 

Jack.  Why  Sir^-Doftor  Johnfon  fays — - 

Sir  Andrew.  That  for-  Johnfon  {/napping  bis 
fingers)  —he ar  what  I  foy— -(taking  cut  diStionary) 
— «c  Dun-— one  who  labours  to  fopport  credit,  af- 
fift  commerce,  and  prevent  law — whd  feldom  pays 
viGtt  in  the  city— moftly  in  the  fquares— where  he 

is 


44  "THE  BLlNB  B  ARG  Alt? : 

fe  (o  well  received,  that  he  is  conftantly  afk'd  to 
rail  again — who  is  laugh'd  at  by  people  in  lock-up 
houfeS,  married  ladies— and  M.  P/s — and  who 
can  clear  public  places  of  box-lobby  loungers,  and 
opera  fcene  hunters,  fooner  than  all  the  conftabtes 
and  Bow  Street  officers  put  together/*  [£#*/* 

Jack.  He's  mad — quite  mad— and  this  infernal 
dodtor  will  indeed  lay  hojd  of  me.— (£»/#r  Tourly) 
— Well,  my  friend — what  luck  with  you  ?— have 
you  beheld— implor'd — — 

Tourly.  I  have — and  1  am  your  friend — your 
real  modern  friend  1— for  moft  likely  I  (hall  ruft 
away  with  your  wife,  Jack. 

Jack.  What !  Sophia  has  forgiven  me  I  •  - 
.  fturty.  She  has— but  ihe  won't  name- the  happy 
day-^-ior  when  Ihe  found  that  marriage  robb'd 
you  of  your  only  income,  (he  vow'd  (he'd  work-** 
ihe'd  toil  for  independence— ere  ruin  him,  who 
thus  had  prov'd  his  penitence  and  love. 

Jack.  And  I  mud  emulate  he?  bright  example 
—For  I'm  defer  ted  by  Sir  Andre  w«~our  toe  the 
dotfor  has  undone  us. 

Tourly.  W  hat ! — (hewn  him  our  unpaid  note  I 

Jack.  Yes :  and  (hall  Sophia  link  herfelf  to  po- 
verty,  imprifonmenr,  difgrace. — 

Tcurly.  No— .for  I'll  pay  the  Do&or  1 

Jack.   Vou  ! — how  ? — 

1  curly.  I  don't  know — but  go  to  Sophia— ftiil 
flie  thall  be  yours — and  after  a U,  Jack,  is  there  now 
any  party  of  picafure  like  huiband,  wife,  and  chil- 
dren ? 

Jack.  None — he  who  once  gains  a  virtuous 
woman's  heart,  and  forfeits  it  from  treachery 
or  negledt -,  parts  with  a  treafure  to  beyond  all 
eftimation,  that  after,  let  him  boaft  of  wealth  un-* 
paralleled,  ftill  he  remains  a  bankrupt  and  a  (lave. 
Farewell; — your  own  kind  feelings  (hall  reward 
you.  [£**>% 

%ourly. 


Oft*  HB  AR  IT  OUT.  4J 

Teurly.  I  wifh  they  may— but  lately  they've  been 
fad  travelling  companions.— Oh!  for  fome  ftray 
bank  notes !  but  'tis  in  vain — night  coming  on— a 
ftranger,  and  diftrefs'd ! — no— I'll.to  bed—and  I 
wonder  fucK  poor  devils  as  I  am  ever  get  out  of  is 
—for,  in  bed,  a  man  wants  nothing  but  deep— he- 
don't  want  expenfive  houfes,  horfes,  and  carriage* 
—or  if  he  does,  he  has  them  at  the  cheapeft  rate— 
for  he  gets  them  in  his  dreams  ! — no — I  have  al- 
ready flept  half  my  life — and  now  I'll  go  fnore  away 
the  remainder— and  yet,  if  I  cou'd  contrive— — 

Enter  Frank  {hafiily^  and  muffled  up). 

Frank.  Ha !  is  not  that  a  ftranger  ?— Yes — [re- 
larding  Tourly  attentively) — I  don't  recoiled  that. 
— Sir—  pray  Sir — no  offence  I  hope— have  you 
ever  been  in  this  place  before  ?  {trying  all  the  time 
to  conceal  bis  face.) 

Tourly.  No— why  do  you  aflc  ? 
*  Frank.  Why !— nothihg— yet  as  fomebody  muft 
be  fix'd  on— tell  me,  do  you  want  money  ? 

hourly.  Infernally! 

Frank.  Should  you  like  a  hundred  pounds  ? 

Tourly.  Amazingly ! 

Frank.  And  are  you  us'd  to  out  of  the  way  ad- 
ventures i 

Tourly.  Aftonilhingfy ! 

Frank.  And  can  you  keep  a  fecret? 

Tourly.  Wonderfully  1 

Frank.  Then  follow  me. 

Tourly.  Where? 

Frank.  That  you  muft  never  know— and  there* 
fore — ftrange  as  it  may  fcem  to  you— you  muft, 
confent  to  be  blindfolded. 

Tourly.  Blindfolded  1— you  imp  of  Belzebubl— 
1  fubmit  to— hark'ye,  Sir— if  any  thing  in  my; 

countenance' 
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dine  at  (tipper  time— fee  much  good  company*- 
apd  none  of  my  former  friends  or  acquaintances, 
depend  on't.  [Exit  into  hcufc  with  Servant. 

Sophia.  Unfeeling  woman !— but  I'll  this  inftant 
to  my  brother— -and  if  his  fimple  language  can't 
prevail— and  Ihe  perfifts  to  turn  this  marriage  to 
our  ruin,  may  every  hour — but  no— ere  long,  her 
confeience  will  inflift  jfuch  ftings,  that  we  fhould; 
pity,  not  upbraid  her !  {Exit. 

Enter  Frank,  leading  on  Tourly,  who  is  blindfolded. 

hourly  {entering).  Stay— tell  me,  am  I  above,  or 
under  ground  ? 

Frank.  Here  is  your  fpot,  and  remember— if 
you  remove  the  bandage,  and  watch  what  1  am 
doing— 

Tourly  {trying  fo  remove  bandage).  One  peep  !— 
I  muft  have  one  peep,  if  I  pay  for  it. 

Frank  {preventing  him).  Do — forfeit  yon  honour: 
apd  a  hundred  pounds ! 

Tourly.  True—- and  facrifice  my  fellow  traveller- 
and. Sophia!—  no— fooner  than  that,  I'd  be  led 
thus  to  the  front  of  a  regiment-— but  curiofitf !— « 
think  of  curiofity  !— Oh  woman!  woman!  how  I 
do  pity  you !        .         '  ,     '     " 

Frank.  Don't  be  impatient— and  mind-i-I'm  not 
out  of  fight— I  can  fee  you. 

[Exit  into  Dr.  PliableV  houfe. 

7ou%ly*  Can  you  ?  it  muft  be  through  deal  boards, 
then  !— for  curie  me,  but  I  heard  the  (hutting  of  a 
door.  Tho'  my  honour  and  my  eyes  are  bound, 
my  hands  are  free ;  and  even  if  he  is  watching,  it 
is  na  breach  of  our  bargain  if  I  can  (lily  find,  and. 
mark  the  door,  fo  I  may  find  out  the  vile  authors  of 
this  myftery!~-Bmol — 'tis  here!  {coming  againft 
Mfs  Gurnet' j  door,)— and  now — whoever  you  may 
' -—whether  you're  a  married  man— a  widow— or 
13  old 
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tttd  maid-*-ne*er  play  at  blindman's-bts£  with  young 
Oxonians,  for  wc  art  fure  to  catch  you !  {marking 
Mife  Gurnets  door  with  trayom) — Hark!— he's 
returning  !^mum-*boy — mum!  {coming  down  tfre 
Jiagi.) 

ke-eniet  Frank  with  a  light  wicker  Bajket^  lined 
*&itb  green  Oiljkim 

Frank.  So— flill  unobferv'd !— -come*  come  a 
few  yards  further— and  here  is  your  reward  (Jhaking 
purfi  at  bis  ears). 

Touriy.  I  hear— tranfporting  mufic! — and  what'* 
this  ?— »i  bafkee  !— what's  in  it  ?  (taking  it  front 
Frahk.) 

Frank.  Silence! — mark  me— * 

Tourty.  I  will,  {marking  Frank'*  JboUldcr  with 
crqfon.) 

Frank.  Flavevou  humanity  ? 

Xourty.  Have  I  exiftence  ?-^*be  aflur'd,  the  purfe 
tod  baflcet  cannot  be  in  fafer  hands— for  the  con- 
tents of  one  (hall  make  two  lovers  happy— and  fof 
the  other— hark'ye— none  is  a  better  match  for 
villains,  than  he  who  fets  his  mark  upon  them  :<—* 
come— away— -(Sir  Andrew  opens  Mifs  Gurnet's 
door,  and  is  advancing,  bulfiops  to  obferve,)—\iz  \ 
ba !— I  am  not  fingly  in  the  dark ! — no — there  are 
others  who  will  be  in  the  balket !  {ajide,  dnd  point* 
ing  over  his  Jboulder  to  the  mark  on  Mifs  Gurnet's 
door.)  [Frank  and  Tourly  exeunt. 

Sir  And.  {coming  forward).  What  the  devil  f 
—am  I  in  the  balket I— zounds  !— I'll  follow  !— 
plha!— it  wasn't  me  he  pointed  at— and  Til  this 
.  moment  'bout  the  licchcc ;  for  mfy  intended  is  fa 
apt  at  words,  that  (he's  the  very  wife  to  help  me 
with  my  Didionary,  fweet  foul !— but  then  (he's  fond 
of  fafhion:— u  Fafhion,"  fays  (he,  "  is  that  which 
only  follows  rank  and  merit."—"  Pooh !"  fays  I, 

o  «  Falhion," 
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c<Fa(hion>"  (taking  out  Dictionary  >)  u  fafhion  is  that 
which  follows  patriots,  preachers,  caps,  crim.  cor>, 
and  opera  dancers,  which  fcouts  the  city,  but  often 
vifits  that  part  of  it,  properly  called  Duke's  Place, 
from  the  numerous  nobility  who  frequent  it ;  which 
quizzes  trade,  fells  cards,  paints  faces,  chalks  ball 
rooms,  jigs  <c  Sir  David  jHunrer  Blair, '*  drives 
coachmen,  and,  if  not  in  feparate  beds,  deeps  in 
one  of  fuch  magnitude,  that  whilft  my  lady  dofes 
in  one  parifh*  my  lord  fnores  in  another*.        [Exit. 


END  OF  THE   THIRD  ACT* 
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ACT     IV. 

SCENE,— An  Apartment  at  Pillars* 

Giles  difcoQer'd  fitting  in  a  difconfolate  phfture.*— 
Sophia  liftening  at  the  door  in  tie  fiat. — Clock 
is  beard  firiking*  l 

Giles. 
J7LEVEN  o'clock  and  Mr.  Vilhrs  not  come 
home  yet  j   fpeak,  Sophia,  vtfiy  don't  thee  fay 
fomcwhac  pleafant,  girl  ?— -dang  it— thee  bc*ft  na* 
tion  bad  company. 

Sophia  (coming  from  the  door).— Poor  lady  1— 
Hark,  Giles  1— do  you  not  hear  her  fighs— her 
moans? 

(Giles.  No— nor  I  won't  hear  them— nor  thee 
either,  unlefs  thee  can'ft  fay  fomewhat  more  agree- 
able. 

Sophia.  What  Can  I  fay,  Giles? 

Giles.  Nothing— if  thee  can'ft  fay  that  Mr. 
Villars  do  (lay  out  fo  late,  becaufe  he  has  found 
little  Henry  j  and  fince  thee  can'ft  fay  any  thing 
to  the  pufpofe,  fing  thy  favourite  ditty* 

SONG.— Sophia,, 

I. 
A  Baby  wander'd  from  its  home. 

When  day  was  gently  breaking, 
Long  did  the  pretty  infant  rtam 

Each  Ample*  wild  flower  feeking  3 
But  night  came  o'er  the  drear/  iky,— 
The  wind  among  the  leaves  fo  dry 
Sang  the  poor  Baby's  hufh-a-b/e. 

&N*  Tht 
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n. 

The  frantic  mother  fought  her  child, 

While  the  chill  rain  was  falling* 
Its  lifping  voice,  its  features  mild* 

At  every  blaff  recalling- 
She  wept,  and  with  a  heart-felt  fighr 
Fell  on  a  green  turf  that  was  nigh* 
And  humm'd  her  Baby's  hu(h-a-bye. 

1       m. 

The  Baby*  near  her  ffumb'ring,  woke, 

-  Like  fome  fweet  opening  bloffom ; 
'  Then  through  the  fp reading  branches  brofct> 
...  ^    .     And  leaped  opon  her  bofom. 
The  mother  gave  a  frantic  cry* 
Wip'd  ev'ry  rain-drench  rd  garment  dry, 
And  fung  her  Baby's  hufh-a-bye. 

\     Giles*.    HufKl    what's  that  I   Vis  he— and  wfcfr 
him— (looking  out) — no  i — he's  alone  \ — no  child 
~— no  comfort  for  the  mother !' 

Enter  ViJkrs. 
Villars.  You  here,  my  friend  J— that  at  lcaft  i* 
fortunate — tell  me^  where  is  Maria  I 
r    Gifts*.  Tpnder-— in  that  roorp— and  wehave  partly 
.madp  her  thinks  that  Henry  be  fafe  with  thee. 

Villars.   That's  well — perfift  in   that— deceive 
her  for  to-night— and  'twill  procure  me  time — fay 
I  am  fafe  with  Henry— and  to-morrow— oh,  to* 
.aiorrow!   ■  ■■> 

t  rQiltf..  To-ffl^rpwr  .   ,  •  ,      .    . 

w    Pillars.   AjL»  *fc  me  ritot  the  fad  myfteriotos- 
caufe — but  to  her  fon's,  (he  muft  now  add  her 
hufband's  lofs— can  it  be  poffible  2— for  the  firft 
time  Lam  compeird  to  quit  my  home,   and  to 
endure — but  of  myfelf  I  think,  not-— I  can  bear  any 
thing  but  woundipg  her  f 
Giles.  Quit  thy  home  N— th«  who  did'ft  never — 
Viltars.  Neverwl  knew  too  wdl  kr  pure  fub- 
ftantial  joy*,  to  leave  them  for  an  infant,  and 
now,  at  fuch  an  hour>  when  fhe  fo  needs  ^— but  'tis 
decreed. 
,  hVmct  {without).  Sir  I  Vtiltru 
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Pillars  {pointing  to  the  wing).  Hark!  lam 
Summoned,  and  my  word  is  pledged. 

GUes  (Looking  aset).  Summoned  1—fo  ho  bex 
and  in  fuch  a  ftrange — Lord  1  Soph,  l's  be  all  in  a 
big  fluftration ! 

Sophia.  Who  can  it  be?  perhaps  ferae  enepiy. 

Giles.     You've  hie  it,    and  Til    go   (lily   and, 
let  loofe  on  um,  the  two  Englilh  bull  dogs— 4 
<  wvtt. 

Villars.    Hold-— pride,  honour,  love,  all  com- 
pel  me  to  be  fecret,  and  therefore  for  to-night,, 
farewell  to  you — to  you— and  to  yon  fuffering — 
^approaching  door  and  turning  away  J)     Oh  agony! 
fcut  you  will  guard  her,  and  conceal  her  lofe. 

Giles.  Don't  thee  be  afear'd— and  in  the  morn- 
ing mayhap— 

Villars.  Perhaps  I  may  return— perhaps— mif- 
fortune  fo  preffes  on  misfortune,  it  is  in  vain  to 
anfwer  for  events! — Firft,  flames  furround  my 
farm;  then,  there's  my  child— what's  left]  Ho- 
nour and  her  I  lovel  and  ftill  that's  confolation, 
tut  now  when  tender  fym path! zing  care— 

Voice  {without).   Ski   Sir! 

Villars.  Well,  well !  remember,  ijpare  a  food 
mother  and  a  wifel 

Voice  (without)*  Mr,  Villars! 

Villars.  I  come,  I  come.  [Exit. 

Giles.  Spare  her  1— that  I  wull— if  f  did  know 
how  to  fet  about  it ;  but  foraehow  I  be  not  much 
at  home  at  deception  and  bouncing- be'ft  thee 
Sophia? 

Sophie*  Alas !— where !— where  (hall  we  tell  her 
they're  urfafety  ? 

Giles.  Where?— why  at  home?— at  aunt  Gur- 
net's— and  that  (he  reafon  they  don't  come  back 
to-night,  is  becaufe— becaufe— be— dang  it  — I 
did'n't  ftay  long  enough  in  London— I  (hould  have 
fecn  more  of  Lord  Highborn*, 

pj  Enter 
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Enter  Dr.  Pliable. 

Oh  Doftor  !  thee  art  the  very  man— we  dan'c 
knaw  how  to  tell  a  good  round  fib-^now  thee 
can'ft  help  us  without  trouble.— {Sophia  intercedes) 
He  can  I  for  at  the*  club,  he's  next  to  old  Lieute- 
nant Jobbins, 

Doffor.  Next  to  old  Lieutenant  Jobbins ! 

.Giles.  Aye  5  and  but  for  his  ftojy  of  the,  Alge- 
rines— don't  thee  remember? — When  feized  on 
i  by  thrte  furious  Algerines  *  two  of  jheir  heads  he 
cut  off  in  a  twinkling — but  for  the  third — icod  I 
he  fwore  the  third  did  cut  off  his ! — £nd  ever  fince, 
inftead  of  "  That's  a  lie!" — the  club  all  fay  that 
"  'Tis  a  Jobbins!"  when  if  thee'd  had'ft  thy 
right,  I  mud  confefs  they  would  have  faid  it  was 
"aDoaorl"  * 

Dqffor.  Silence,  Sir — no  impertinence  —and  let 
me  inftantly  fend  Mrs,  Villars  to  deteft  her'huf* 
band. 

Giles.  Deteft  her  hufband! 

Dbftot.  Ay  :  let  me  fee,  if  (he'll  repeat  to  me— 
c<  There  lies  your  way,.  Dodor;" — no — I  can 
now  convince  her  he  is  gone  to  Lady  Davenant* 

Sophia.  Gone  to  Lady  Davenant ! — impoffible ! 
—Heavens  1 — who  told  you  this  ? 

Giles.  Who  ! — why  Jobbins ! — and  as  I  do  think 
thee  wilt  get  more  by  going  to  .cure  thy  patients, 
than  by  coming  here  to  kill  other  people— there 
lies  thy  way,  Do£lor|— there  lies— 'Raten  !  didn-'r 
I  tell  thee  (he  had  loft  bcr  child  ? 

Do&ir,  Weill  if  you  did— what's  that  to— 
look'ye,  Sir— your  aunt  has  proof— 

Giles*  And  look  you,  Sir— in  Mr.  Villar'a  ab- 
fence,  1  be  the  man  o'  the  hovfc— his  wife  be  under 
m>L_prQtc&ion— and  fince  both  aunt  and  .thee  do 
ffern  mainfond  of  fcaqdal :  knaw,  I.fhall  watch  her 
all  night  long— and.fo  far  rtyrefent  her  Jiuiband, 
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that  flic  (hall  feel  no  forrow  I  can  help!— fo  there 
,  be  thy  door— here  mine— and  now,  Soph— 'ftead 
of  a  low  and  odious  falfhood— now  for  an  honeftf 
gentlemanly  plumper. 

DoSlor.  'Sdeath,  Sir ! — this  won't  do— you  muft 
apologize — 

Giles.  Muft  I  ? 

Bo  ft  or.  Ay:  youmuftafk  pardon! 

Giles.  Icod !  you  muft  Ihew  I  the  way,  then — for 

as  I  dan't  offend,  fo  Ps  not  apt  to  ftoop  or  kneel 

•   —never  except  zt  church — and  if  thee'd  oftener 

try  that  mode— he!  he!— mayhap  thee  would'ft 

be  lefs  upon  thy  knees  clfewhere  ! 

DoBor.  Mighty  well,  Sir— but  I'll  inftantly  re- 
port you  to  your  aunt  —  (he— fhe  Xhall*  talk,  to 
you   i  ■  ■■ 

Giles.  Let  her — and  let  I  .talk  to  her  of  her 
cruel  'haviour  to  Soph  and  her  lover — and— but 
— I  won't  ferve  her,  as  thee  do  ferve  Mr.  Vil- 
Jars— I  won't  judge  aforehand — for  by  the  law  of 
this  land  every  perfon  be  innocent,  till  they  be 
prov'd  guilty — always  "  hear  it  out"  1  fay— and 
you  do  knato  it  were  three  whole  clubs  before  I  • 
did  (hake  my  head  at  thee  and  Jobbins — fo  I  do 
wi(h  thee  fafe  through  the  foreft— don'?  thee, 
Soph  ? 

Sophia.  Indeed  1  do — for  'tis  a  dark  and  dreary 
road. 

Giles.  Ay :  and  alone,  and  in  bad  company  !— 
dang  it— I  be  quite  frighten'd  for  him — for  when 
we  crofs  it  on  long  wintery  nights,  we  call  in  con- 
fcience  to  amufe  us — and  that  we  eyer  may — come 
—let  us  lofe  no  time  in  doing  good— but  he— 
dang  it! — I  be  quite  frighten'd  for  him. 

[Exi{  with  Sophia. 

Do  ft  or.  Frighten'd  for  me ! — plague  on  the  fel- 
low for  putting  fuch  thoughts  in  my  head  j — but 
pfha !— Frank  has  already  rid  mc  of  one  fear— and    - 
-  d  4  though 
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though  I  came  to  fecure  Mifs,  Gwnet' s  marriage 
by  keeping  M*sf  Villars  from  her  uncle— yet  ftill 
they  can't  prevent  it*p-no~rand  that  accomplifh'd, 
I  will  atone  in  earned — for  1  begin  to  feel  tha 
guilty  have  the  worft  on't-r-ajid  fo  far  I  agree  with 
Mr.  Giles— d^-P  me,  I  wilh  I  wa3  fafe  through  the 
foreft?  [£*/*. 


SCENE—  the  Street   in  the    Totpn.-v-Out/ide  of 
Dr.  PliableV  and  Mifs  GurnetV  Houfes. 

$nter  Tourly  with  the  lajket—tbe  bandage  is  r$* 
moved  front  bis  eyts. 

Tourly.  So*— here's  a  blind  bargain  ! — and  never 
was  poor  traveller  more  completely  trick'd  by  a 
rafcally  jack  o\  lantern. — He  is  gone**— and  when  I 
pull'd  the  bandage  off,  and  peep'd  into  the  baflcet— 
and  faw  a  little  fleeping,  ruddy— -Oh  !  I  (hall  live  the 
laughing  ftock  of  Oxford — of  the  world  !—  I  hear 
them — there  goes  Charles  Tourly  and  his  bafket ! 
—unlets— and  there  again  !-*-the  mark's  rubb'dout ! 
■—the  mark's  effae'd ! — I  cannot  find  it  in  the  town, 


Enter  Jack  Analyfe. 

Jack.  Oh  !  I'm  glad  I've  found  you— we  want 
^our  management— Sir  Andrew  is  about  to  form  4 
match,  that  will  for  ever  part  me  from  Sophia-w 
and  were  we  free,  we  might  prevent  this  dreaded 
pmon— bur,  as  it  is,  the  doftor  and  his  myrmi- 
dons— 

Tourly.  I  know— and  could  I  find — {runs  to  4 
dwr  in  the  wing,  and  examines  |V,)— what's  here- 
to— curfe  it — 

Jack.    Why,  what  the  4efil  *rc  you  poking 

•far? 

fpurljf. 
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fourly  (examining  doer  after  door).  Whafs  that  to 
My  body  ?— and  chiefly  you,  Jack,  who'll  crow  over 
my  bad  management  —  who'll  chuckle — {coming 
figainfi  Mifs  Gurnet' *  <foflr.)— Huzza!  for  the 
honour  of  Oxford !  —  Oh  !  Sinon  and  his  Trojan 
horfe— Columbus  and  his  new  world — Sir  Ilaac 
Newton  and  his  folar  fyftcm— they  will  be  nothing 
to  Charles  Tourly  and  his  little  fcratch!  (rings 
loudly  at  the  door.) 

Jack.  Zourftls  !-*-whofe.  is  that  houfc  ? 

Tourly.  Curfe  me,  if  I  know  or  care — but  I'll 
teach  them  to  play  tricks  on  travellers!  (Enter 
David,  the  Servant,  from  Mifs  GurnetV  boufe.)  It 
won't  do,  my  lad !  —  here's  your  prefent  back 
again  !  (giving  him  the  bafket.) 

David.  Prefent  back  ! — Oh !  from  the  alderraaiT  \ 
(afide.) — 'Tis  little  Peter,  isn't  it  ? 

Tourly,  Yes— yes — 'tis  little  Peter ! 

David.  Any  thing  to  pay  ? 

Tourfyt  No— I'm  paid  handfomcly— and  now 
you're  paid  handfomely-*-(iS>rtftf»f  exit  into  boufe. 
With  the  bajket.} — Take  care  of  the  door — and 
now  we'll  go  pay  the  Do&or  hand  Comely— look ! 
~*(Jbaking  purfe>)—z  hundred  guineas  ?— heh  !-^ 
who's  cock  of  the  party  now  ? 

Jack.  Heavens ! — how  could  you  get  a  hundred 
guineas  ? 

Tourly.  How ! — by  playing  blindman's  buff,  my 
boy !  (Enter  Sir  Andrew  Analyfe  behind.)— by 
catching  fome  poor  devil  in  the  dark !  (pointing  to 
Mifs  Gurnet's  boufe,) — but  now  to  find  the  Doctor 
—and  then— Oh  Jack  !  if  carrying  bafkets  always 
be  fo  profitable,  that  (fnapping  bis  fingers %)  tor  old 
Oxford  and  the  Temple !— my  court  of  prafticc 
fhall  be  Covens  Garden— dear— darling— jovial 
Covent  Garden  1  {Exit  with  Jack* 

Sir  And.  {advancing.)  So— (fanning  bitnf elf  with 
Hf  bat,)  ftill  in  the  bafket !— upoq  my  word,  this 

3  ■ 
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is  the  mod  extraordinary (Looking  out.)  That 

fellow  again!  and  Jack  with  him!  Zounds!  I'll 
look  into  it,  and  if  I  find  I  am  impofed  upon,  I'll 
be  a  great  Encyclopedia  of  revenge,  [Exit. 


SCENE — An  Apartment  at  Mifs  Gurnet' j. 

Enter  Mifs  jGurnet  and  Daviij. 

Mifs  G.  Very  well— poor  little  Peter,  and  fall 
afleep,  you  fay  ? 

Davjd.*¥es,  Ma'am. 

Mifs  G.  And  in  my  dreffing-room  ? 

Davifc  Yes,  Ma'am*  little  Peter  is  faft  afleep  in 
your  drefling-rootfi. 

Mifs  G.  Then,  mind  he  is  not  difturbed  till — 
(Sir  Andrew  /peaks  behind.)  Retire — here  is  Sir 
Andrew.  [Exit  David, 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Analyfe. 

Sir  And.  Pfha!— I'll  rid  it  from  my  mind—I'll 
banifh   low.fufpicion,  and  think  only — (afide.)— 
Yes—"  look  in  her  face;  and  1  forget  it. all/' — 
my  dear  Mifs  Gurnet 
/  Mifs  G.  Oh  Sir  Andrew  ! 

Sir  And.  Hfere  is  the  herald  of  approaching  blift 
—here  is  the  licence— -and  below  my  fteward  waits 
to  hear  how  beft  our  nuptials  can  be  crewn'd  with 
eaftern  fplendour  and  magnificence ! 

Mifs  G.  Nay,  Sir  Andrew— -the  heart  .that's  full 
of  conftancy  and  love,  admits  no  room  for  worldly, 
oftentatious  thoughts— and  when  I  think — Oh  ! 
how  could  Mrs.  Villars  fo  negleft 

Sir 'And.  Don't  talk  of  her — I  lov'd  her  as  my 
own  child;  nurs'd,  watch'd,  educated  her,  and 
though  (he  has  flander'd  and  forgotten  her  old 
uncle— —no — 1  have  forgotten  her— and  (he  fhall 

fee 
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fce  that  lovrand  literature  alone— [taking  MMi 
G.'s  band,  and  kiffing  it.) 

Enter  Giles  from  the  door  in  the  back  June. 

Giles.  There  he  be— that's  rigjit — come,  Sir 
Andrew,  come  wi*  I,  and  I  wull  fhew  thee  (port 
that  I  be  told  thee  often  tak'ft  delight  in. 

Mifs  G.  Giles  here !  and  through  my  dreffing 
room— why,  Sir,  how  dare  ' 

Giles.  Why  ye  fee,  when  a  poor  mother  and  a 
wife  do  name  a  medicine  that  wull  do  her  good,  I 
come  the  (horteft  way— and  having  leap'd  o*er 
walk  at  rifle  of  maftiffs  and  fteel  guns,  Ts  not 
afraid  of  dreffing  rooms  :  he  !  he  !  there  be  no  man 
traps  there ! 

Sir  And.  No  man  traps— fpeak  Sir,  what  is  it 
you  want  ? 

Giles.  Thee/  and  thy  poor  niece,  poor  Mrs. 
Villars  want  thee ;  for  when  (he  heard  thee  wer'c 
in  England,  (he  rais'd  her  head  from'  off  her 
couch,  and  pre  fling  to  her  lips  the  parting  prefent 
thee  did*ft  make  her*       » 

Sir.  And.  What,  my  pi  dure !  does  (he  wear  it  ? 

Giles.  Ay,  always ;  and  killing  it,  (be  faid 
"  His  fmiles  might  (till  confole  me"— come,  and 
I'll  try  to  help  thee  fmile— >but  if  thee  don't, 
though  fights  o'  merriment  may  cheer  us  for  a 
time,  a  cafe  o1  real  grief  -do  make  one's  heart  fo 
glow  with  charity  for  all  mankind,  that,  dang  it  1 
one  do  think  o'  nought  but  faving  fellow  creatures 
—come,  and  thee  alio,  aunt,  Vs  fure  thee  can't  do 
better. 

Mifs  G.  What,  take  Sir  Andrew  to  his  enemies  1 
begone,  Sir,  this  is  all  artifice,  hypocrify — and  you, 
who  ~  know  that  (he  has  fcandaliz'd  the  belt  of 
uncles  and  of  friends — * 

Sir  And.  Ay,  anfwer  me,  Sir,  hav  Vt  you  been 
told  this  ? 

Giles. 
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Giles.  Ees,  by  Jobbins  and  fuch  lilce-^but 
mayhap  thee  dan't  knaw  that  Jobbins  be's  a  new 
meaning—— 

Sir  And.  New  meaning !  why  you  rafcal#  do 
you  afpire  to  the  dignity  of  di&ionary  writer  ?  Mifs 
Gurnet,  you  are  right ;  I  fee  it  is  all  artifice,  and  I 
requeft  you  to  inftrud  the  fteward  — 

Giles.  What!  won't  thee,  when  one  pitying 
look— —(Mifs  G.  aftde  tries  to  flop  him  by  pulling 
bis  coat)  Be  quiet,  twitching  won't  ftop  I,  were  ic 
at  church,  at  court,  I'd  fay  aloud  that  Mrs.  Villars 
be  belied !  that  (he  do  love  her  uncle  wi'  her  hear: 
—and  if  they  be  not  friends,  I  were  not  born  in 
England,  but  on  fome  fa v age  fpot,  where,  unlike 
Ehgliihmen,  they  take  delight  in  cruelty  and  tor- 
cure. 

Sir  And.  And  you'd  fay  right,  if  (he  were  wor- 
thy of  a  reconciliation;  but  during  my  (lay  in 
India,  did  (he  write  me  a  (ingle  letter?  while  this 
confident,  conftant  friend— p(ha  !  I  discriminate-— 
I  treat  actions  as  I  do  words  ;  and  I  Ihould  be  z 
pretty  lexicographer,  if  I  confounded  affeftion 
with  ingratitude*— go,  Madam,  go,  and  give  orders 
for  our  nuptials. 

Mifs  G.  I  will,  Sir  Andrew— for  I  perceive  their 
kind  intentions,  and  I'll  reward  them  amply  :  oh  ! 
now  my  triumph  is  fecure.  [Exii* 

Giles.  Wh^t !  it  be  all  fettl'd— thee'lt  give  up 
thy  relation?,  ^nd  marry  (Sir  Andrew  nods  affenf)  j 
well,  be  it  fo— 1*11  back  to  poor  heart-broken  Mrs, 
Villars — without  little  Henry— without  her  huf- 
band-^without— only  take  thee  care,  that's  all, 
mind  aunt  don't  jilt  thee  as  (he  did  alderman. 

Sir  And.  Alderman-*— who  the  devil's  alderman  ? 

Giles.  What,  don't  thee  knaw  ?  oh !  ho !  han't 
thee  heard  that  (he  did  fend  him  pledges  o*  love 
and  conftancy,  and  confiftency,  as  you  dp  call  it  ? 
and  now  he  do  find  that  thee  art  chofen  happy 
fwain,  why  he  has  fent  them  back  again— mum, 

one 
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one  be  yonder  in  a  bafket  (pointing  to  the  door  of 
Jr effing  room).  - 

Sir  And.  What— in  a  bafket  ? 

Giles.  Ay,  and  fervant  tells  I,  it  be  little  Pet* 
(Sir  Andrew  rujhes  towards  the  door  of  dreffing 
roam)  \  dang  thee,  don't  hurt  it  out  of  jealoufy. 

Re-enter  Mifs  Gurnet. 

Mifs  G.  Jealoufy  !— ftop,  ftop,  Sir  Andrew  (Sir 
Andrew  by  this  time  has  open'd  door),  'tis  only  a 
little  marmofet 

Sir  And.  {entering  the  room.)  Madam,  you  never 
fent  me  little  marmofcts  (re-entering  and  leading  on 
a  child').  So — another  new  meaning  \  for  "  pledge 
of  love"  read  "  little  Peter." 

Giles.  What— no— yes-^he  do  know  me  (the 
child  runs  to  Giles,  who  clafpi  him  in  bis  arms)  5 
oh !  blcfs  yc  i  blefs  ye !  (kiffing  it  violently)  I've 
got  thee  at  laft, .  and  fafe,  unhurt  (feeling  bis 
limbs)  :  ftand  by,  clear  the  way — 'twull  favc  his 
mother's  life— 'cwull — ftand  by— oh  I  blcfs  yc! 
blefs  ye!  (kiffing  child  and  exit.) 

Sir  And.  What  does  he  fay  ?  bat  no  matter— J 
fhall  learn  elfewhere  (going). 

MifsG.  How— dare  you  fuppofc—— 

Sir  And.  I  fuppofc  nothing — I  understand 
nothing;  but  by  this  paper  (producing  it)%  which 
was  found  with  the  child,  'tis  clear  that  it  was  kept 
afleep  by  ftratagem  and  art  $  and  though  no  father, 
I  can  fo  far  boaft  the  feelings  of  that  honed  coun- 
tryman, that  while  I  envy  him,  I  pity  thofe,  who 
want  hiikindnefs  and  humanity— -and  fo9  Madam, 
heaven  blefs  you  and  the  alderman. 

Mifs  G.  Mighty  well,  Sir;  perfift  in  this  treat- 
ment, and  you'll  find remember,  Sir,  I  have 

your  promife   of  marriage  (Sir  Andrew  fmiles)  \ 
what,  laugh  at  me— then  know,  whilft  you  have 

been 
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been  waft'mg  time  on  your  dictionary*  I  have  a  firft 
coufin  who  has  been  ftudying  law,  who  is  now  an 
eminent  barrifter-— he — he  (hall  let  you  know  who 
he  is*  4 

Sir  And.  He — I'll  let  him  know  who  he  is 
{taking  out  di8ionary)i  "  Barrifter— one  who  lives 
by  agitation,  confutation,  crofs  examination,  and 
botheration — who  cuts  attornies  in  public,  but. nods 
to  them  in  private — who,  on  day  of  trial,  propofea 
.arbitration — returns  brief— but  keeps  fee." 

[Exeunt. 
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A  C  T     V. 

/ 

*     SCENE.— An  Apartment  at  Dr.  Pliable'/*, 

Enter  Div  Pliable  and  Mrs.  Villars. 

Mrs.  Villars. 

VES,  Sin—  but  yefterday,  I  boafted  fuch  a  fon 

and  fuch  a  hufb'and! — now  both  are  Joft  to 

m*c ! — and  haply  with  them,  I  am  robbM  of  reafon, 

but  not  of  feeling ! — no— would  to  Heaven  I  were ! 

DoSor.  As  to  your  hufband,  you  know,  Ma- 
dam, I  told  you— 

Mrs.  Villars.  You  did — and  'tis  moft  ftrange 
that  he  Ihould  now  negleft — negleft! — what!  fuf- 
picious  of  my  Villars! — then  reafon  has  indeed 
forfaken  me  ! — fors  he's  but  gone  to  feek  our  dar- 
ling child  — *and  whilft  his  heart  is  breaking  like 
my  own— I !— I  to  cenfure  and  fufpeft  him  I 
{weeping.) 

Doffor.  Very  well,  Madam— you  may  believe 
what  you  pleafe ;  but  if  you  want  me  to  intercede 
with  Sir  Andrew— 

Mrs.  Villars.  I  do — for  honeft  Giles  return'd 
not  to  the  farm-— and  I  impatient  and  diftraded— * 
confider,  Sir— could  I  behold  my  unde— 

Do&or.  Behold  him !— impoffible !— he  is  now- 
preparing  for  his  nuptials— 

Mrs.  Villars.  I  know—- but  if  I  wrote— fpeak— 
if  I  appeal  to  him  by  ktcer,  will  it'effend— en- 
rage?—. 

Doffor. 
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Doffor*  That  I  can't  fay— but  if  you  chufe  to 
try— there  is  pen  and  ink  in  the  next  room— -and 
depend  on  this— ( fignificantlf) — 1*11  take  care  of 
jthe  letter. 

Mrs.  Villars.  Indeed  ! — then  let  me  fly— but 
what  will  it  avail? — he  only  thinks  of  his  adopted 
child— child  !— oh  !  I  did  hope  that  little  NHenry 
might— 

Doff  or.  Nay— nay— go  write  the  letter-— and  if 
Sir  Andrew  forgets  he  is  an  uncle,  do  you  forget 
you  are  a  niece. 

Mrs*  Villars.  Yes  :  but  can  I  e'er  forget  I  am 
a  mother  ?  at  leaft  that  1  have  been  one!— but  I 
will  make  this  effort  whillt  I've  power-— and  if  it 
prove  that  Heaven  has  call'd  its  little  angel  home! 
—may  griefs  accumulate,  till  death— no— for  poor 
Villar's  fake,  1*11  live  and  fmile  1—1*11  fmile  though 
hidden  anguilh  tortures  and  devours  me  ! 

"  .  {Exit. 

DoSor.  Blefe  my  foul !— I  wifh  the  marriage 
%ere  over— for  I  want  to  begin  repenting  dire&ly 
—they  arc  fo  flow,  I'm  afraid  I  (hall  be  too  late— 
however  it  can't  be  broken  off:  for  by  this  time 
the  two  Oxonians  are  as  fafe  as  Mrs.  Villars— and 
fo  before  the  day's  out,  I'll  confefs  every  thing, 
and  afk  pardon  of  every  >body— and  if  getting 
through  fuch  a  job  as  that  in  one  day,  isn't  dil- 
jpatching  bufinefs— why  the  devil's  iri't  1 

£ nttr  Sir  Andrew  Analyle* 

Sir  A*irtw.  So  Dodtar — 'tis  all  over ! 
DoSor.    Whatl   thanks  to  Mifs  Guft£t   and 
the  parfon ;  you  are  a  happy  married  man ! 

Sir  Andrtw.   No— thanks  to  the  alderman  and 

little  Peter,  I  am  a  miferable  bachelor— but  I  hope 

.1  havVt  been  rafli— I  hope  I  havVt  made  atafty 

definition— 
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deSmtton— and  therefore  I  am  come  for  your  ad- 
vice— firfti  who  is(  this  Alderman  ? 
,  Doffor.  Why,  a  great  friend  of  Mifs  Gurnet's— 
and  nothing  more,  believe  me-— come— come— I 
guefe  how  this  ha*  got  into  your  head— young  Ana* 
lyfe  or  feme  other  difappoirftcd  relation- 
Sir Andrew.   Right— the  Oxonians  began  it— 
but  afterwards— I  fay— fuppofe  we  fend  to  theta. 
Dott&r.   We  muft  fend  to  the  county  gaol  then. 
Sir  Andrew.  What!  Jack  couldn't  pay  I 
DoSer.  No — he  told  you  that  he  came  here  for 
that  honourable  purpofe— but  I— in  fhort,  my  good 
friend  (taking  bis  band),  when— when  did  I  ever 
deceive  you  i 

Sir  Andrew  (taking  bis  band).  Never  t  and  fay 
fliat  I  am  wroiig- 

Do8or.  I  do— and  you  (hall  fay  it  to  Mifs 
Gurnet— come— but  be  regular— -marry  firft,  and 
be  furry  afterwards. 

Enter  Tpurly* 

Tcurfy.  Hal  ha!  ha  I  (laughing  and  leaning 
ngainft  tbeftage  door.) 

Dvftor.  You  here  I— why  zounds!— how  did 
you  raife  money— 

Ttmrfy.  How ! — why  by Ha  I   ha !  ha  1 

Sir  Andrew  (having  ob/erved  bim  attentively). 
It  is !— 'tis  my  bafket  acquaintance  (afide) — fpeak 
Sir — what !  or  who  is  it  you  are  laughing  at  ? 

Tourly.   >Jot  you,  Sir*  on  my  honour— for  I 
havVt  the  pleafure  of  knowing  you— but  if  like 
myfelf,    you  are  travelling  for  amufement — ha ! . 
ha!— would  you  like  to  hear  a  merry  adventure? 

Sir  Andrew.  That  I  (hould — fo  begin--- 

Ydurly.  Why  then,  Sir,  about  a  year  and  a  half 
ago,  one  Sir  Andrew  Analyfc,  a  good  natur'd 
credulous  old  Dictionary  maker,  configns  from 
India  an,  adopted  infant,  to  the  care  of  one  Paul 

*  Pliable, 
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Pliable,  a  cunning  apologizing  apothecary— <verjr 
well  Sir! — on  the  dece^fe  of  this  child— 

Sir  And.%  Deceafe ! ,     ;  , 

hourly.  Softly,  no  interruption  ;  the  doltor  em* 
frioys  a  certain  gipfey  to  procure  him  another— -and 
that  other,  molt  unexpectedly,  proving  to  be  the 
fon  of  a  certain  Mr.  Vi liars,  the  dodtor  naturally 
wilhes  to  get  his  own  neck  out  of  the  halter:  very 
well— and  who  fhould  hjj  fix  on  for  his  baflte: 
carrier,  but  a  certain  facetious  young  Oxonian  of 
the  name  of  Tourly— who  now  not.qaly.  pays 
him  ninety-two  guineas  with  his  own  money,  but* 
gives  him  the  odd  eight  by  way  of  helpjpg  him  at 
the  next  afiizes  (giving  Doctor  the  pur/ie) ;  ha !  b*J 
you  take  the  joke,  don't  you  ? 

Sir.  And.  No,  Sir,  'tis  no  jokes  aa^. before  ft 
believe  one  fy.llablc 

DoSor.  Don'r,  'tis  all  falfe.        .  .;> 

Sir  And.  Yes,  Sir — 'tis  no  laughing  mptjter*:  i . 

hourly.  Isn't  it  ?  then  it  will  be — for  you  mud 
know  that  this  faid  facetious  Mr.  Tourly,  mark'd 
the  wrong  door;  and  inftcad  ;of»  depositing <his 
charge  at,  the  faid  do&or's,  'iced,  he  qpft  it  at  an 
old  maid's,  ihc  intended  wit  of  the  poor  dj&ionary 
maker:  now,  don't  you  take  the  joke  now?  don't 
you  fee  old  lexicon  peeping  into  the  bafket, 
and,  inflead  of  a  littie  monkey,  faying  ''.vide,,  a 
little  mah!1'  \'\+: 

Sir  And.  No,  Sir,  t  dp  not  fee  old  lexicon.— but 
know,  to  your  confufion,  you  do.    -,    - 

Tourly.  What,  Sir  Andrew  !  then  I'll  tell  you 
more ;  fo  eager  were  the  faid  old  ma: J,  and  her 
faid  affociate  here,  to  pocket  all  your  rupees. aotj 
pagodas,  that  knowing.  Mrs,  Villars  was  .your 
favogrite,  they  kept  back  her  letters  tojndia-?^- 

Sir  And.  What,  did  (he*  write  to  me— prove 
this,  and  fpite  of  every  thing,  I  may  laugh  with  you, 

DoSJor.  He  can't— he-  has  no  evidence— 

'      ■   fourlj. 
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Tourly.  No !— what  think  you  of  your  own  fer- 
vant !— what  think  you  of  old  blind  man's- buff,  my 
boy  ?  (/mocking  Doftor  on  the  Back,  who  holds  down' 
bis  beady  and  turns  away.)— Who  met  me— knew 
me- — and  faid  he  couldn't  leave  the  kingdom,  till 
he  had  made  atonement— and  I  politely  gave  him 
leave  to  depart-^as  I  do  you— Mifs  Gurnet— the 
alderman— and  little  Peter— but  not  Sir  Andrew  I 
-*-he  muft  (lay  and  be  merry  with  his  relations—* 
and  when  I've  finiQi'd  my  travels,  which  will  be 
many  years  hence,  Til  come  home,  and  hear  hit 
Dictionary  ! 

Sir  And*  You  fliall  hear  it  now— now,  (taking 
out  diSionaryi)  if  'tis  only  for  releafing  me  from 
—(reads,)  "  Old  maid !— An  animal  who  delights 
in  cards,  calumny,  curiofity,  and  cats— moflrly  to 
be  found  in  cold  climates— often  in  no  climate— 
and  may  be  taken  alive  on  May  -  day,  Valentine's 
day,  and  all  other  days  I99— (Reading  on  :) — "  Doc- 
tor !— Vide  Undertaker — Wig — Ready  Money— 

i  Small  Talk-Calf  s  Head— Barber's  Pole— andOld 

3  Woman/' 

|B  DoBor.  Sir  Andrew !— as  I  am  ready  to  atone 

,         to  others,  To  I  expeft— but  no  matter—*!  forgive 


at     y°u 


Sir  And.  You  fbrgivc  me !— when  you  have 
placed  me  in  a  Gtuation,  perhaps,  never  to  forgive 
myfelf— poor  Maria  1  and  poor— Zounds  J— I 
fliall  never  dare  to  look  th«p  in  the  face ! 

Reenter  Mrs,  Villars  with  a  Letter. 

Mrs.  V.  (to  tbe  Dodor).  Here  is  the  letter,  Sirs 

.  —and  may  it  prove  Heavens ! — mv  uncle  I 

r  —Oh  !  let  me  kneel !  (croffes,  and  throws  berfelfat 

-^  bis  feet ;— Sir  Andrew,  from  agitation,  turns  away 

-r  bis  bead.)-* What  1— 'tis  confirm'd !—  he  (h»n$-r 

i^  forfakes  mc ! 
^  12  Str 
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Sir  And*  {raifing  btr  up.)  Maria ! 

Mrs.  V.  Ha I  that  well  know  found  !— and  may 
I  hape—Mio— -no— your  onceJqv'd  niece  has  a 
new  rival— ihe  now  muft  yield  to  your  adopted 
child—. 

Sir  And.  You  have  a  rival  in  my  adopted  child 
•* -for  look  ! — behold  him !  (Giles  rujhes  in  with 
ItM&e  Henry  in  bis  urms>  and  places  him  at  Mrs. 
Vtlta-s'/'f-)  There !— there  is  my  adopted  child  1 

Mrs*  V.  (clajpjng  bim  in  ber  arms.)  My  boy  !— 
my  Henry  I      ■       f 

Giles.  Ay:  Henry!— and  I— Giles  Woodbine, 
found  him  !**-pray  ye  (land  back— one  look ! — let 
1  once  fee  him  ding  around  his  mother  !— <• there  !— 
afk  no  more,  Gentlemen — l's  afk  no  morel 

Sit  And.  Alk  any  thing-— every  thing— except 
thefe  darling  treaftires  I  {embracing  Mrs.  Villars 
and  Henry.) 

Mrs.  V.  Both !  both  rcftor'd  to  me  at  once ! 

Tifurly.  Tea,  Madam — and  if  you  want  to  khow 
*hfe  particulars,  I  fancy—How  d'ye  do,  my  little 
gentleman  ?  {to  Henry.)  How  d'ye  da?— you  don't 
irecttllefr  my  face,'  ptrhaps — but  hang  me!  if  ever 
I  (hall  forget  yours !— ihall  you,  Db&or  ? 

Sir  And.  Nay :  leave  him  to  his  own  reflections 
**-and  bot  for  this  paper-— fouhd  with  the  infant 
foffcrer — which  fcews  fome  feeling  for  its  future 
fates  and  proves  the  motive  was  nrceffity. 

Doffor.  It  was— and  I  beg— 

Tourly.  No,  Sir;  1  beg  your  pardon* 

DoSor.  I  have  but  one-* 

Tourly.  I  beg. a  thoufand  pardons.— Good  hve ! 

[ExiVDodor. 
And  now,  Sir  Andrew,  «Uow  me  alfo  to  retire 
*-tbr  \  muft  *cM  my  fcMow  traveller,  thai  'fteid 
*f  ^yoatfelf,  <yoo  mean  to  give  away  Sophia  Wood- . 

-Sir 
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$ir  And.  I  do— and  to  make  Jack  a  young 
nabob,  for  getting  me  related  to  fuch  a  brother  as 
Sophia's. 

Tourfy.  (Jbaking  bands  with  Giles.)  There  !— 
tMs  is  the  refult  of  not  ftudying  wicked  mathema- 
tics !— and  fooner  than  hot  be  one  of  the  family,  I 
think  I'll  marry  the  old  maid  /—-Till  we  meet  again 
—•yours — yours — and  yours  my  little  deeping  part- 
ner !     \Ex{t  bowing  to  tittle  Henry,  who  returns  it. 

Mrs.  V.  And  now,  by  what  ftrange  miracle 

but  no — inform  me  firft — has  Villars,  like  myfelf, 
beheld  this? 

Giles.  No,  Madam— there  be  the  worft  on't— and 
I  do  fear— 

Mrs.  V.  Fear  what ! — Heavens !— is  he  not  yet 
return'd  ? 

Ciles.  Ecs— no— that  is  lifter  Soph,  do  fay- 
dang  it  ?— 'Ratcn !— Why  don't  thee  fpeak,  Sir 
Andrew? 

Sir  And.  Becaufe  I  gucfi  that  he  has  left  his 
home  from  mod  abandon'd  motives-— and  to  negleft 
a  wife,  whole  name  upheld— whole  fortune  has 
fupported  him !  f  Mrs.  Villars  appeals.)  Ay— fup- 
ported  him  1— didn't  your  worthy  father  pay  him 
thole  thoufands  which  your  aunt  bequeathe  you  ? 

Mrs.  V.  My  father  did  t 

Sir  And-.  Come  then— let  us  go  forth  and  at 
certain— but  if,  as  I  fufpeA,  he  has  brought  Lgndon 
fafliions  into  rural  life— — 

Giles.  No— that  he  haVt— for  I  do  pretty  well 
underftand  falhion  myfelf— but  this,  (pointing  to 
Henry>)  I  underftand  better— and  if  thele  be  the 
cares  of  a  family— give  I  a  hundred  fuch  cares  I-* 
for  dang  me,  if  I  wouldn't  rather  be  feyther  of  one 
little  Henry,  than  leader  of  all  the  fafhions  in  the 
vniverfe  !# 

Sir  And.  Ay :  let  Mr.  Villars  look  to  it— and  if 
he  thinks  I  can  wield  no  weapon  but  the  pen— ht 

e  3  hasn't 
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hasn't  heard  that  I  fail'd  from  India  in  that  fleet- 
yes — they  faid  I  was  old  enough  for  the  cockpit— 
but  I  fought  againft  the  common  foe  till  1  had 
ram'd  down  beft  part  of  my  diftionary,  and  font 
my  new  meanings  againft  the  French  admiral's 
head;— aed  talk  of  invaflon — pooh! — even  our 
trading  veffcls  are  lb  invincible,  that  were  the 
enemy  in  the  Thames— curfe  me,  but  our  very  coal 
barges  would  be  coo  hot  for  them.  [Exeunt x 


SCENE— Cto/jW*  of  VilW  Hou/e  in  the  Fareft. 

Enter  Tourly  and  Jack  Analyfe. 

Jack.  My  dear  Charles— how— how  (hall  I  prove 
my  gratitude  i 

Tourly.  How !  by  entering  *hat  houfe — by  teU 
ling  Sophia  you're  a  young  nabob— by  winding  up 
our  tour  with  a  wedding! — Oh  you  rogue!*—  isn'e 
this  worth  travelling  for  ? 

.  Jack.  It  is— and  next  trip,  you  (hall  drive  all 
the  journey— order  dinner  to  your  own  liking- 
have  the  beft  bed— 

Tourly*  What !  and  the  liver,  .wings,  and  firft 
warming  pan  1 — But  now  for  Sophia — and  as  to 
thanks— ferioufly  fpeaking,  Jack,  we  are  all  fellow 
travellers  "  towards  that  bourne  from  whence  no 
traveller  returns/'— *nd  he  will  make  a  bad  journey 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end,  who  won't  ftep  a. 
little  out  of  his  road  to  aid  a  helplefs  and  bewilder'd 
paffengqr,  [Exeunt  into  Houfe. 

Enter.  Sir  Andrew,  Giles,  Mrs.  Villars,  and  Henry, 

Sir  And.  Well — well— leave  it  to.  me.  (Giles 

irojfeibaftily,  hading  Henry.)— Why,  where  now  ? 

%  Giles. 
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Giles*  To  be  the  firft  (9  (hew-him  to  his  feyther 
—  I  know  it  be  unfair;  but  for  the  foul  of  mc$ 
1  cank  refill  the  felfifti  joyous.-  feeling— come— 
come •>  [Exit  into  Uoufe  with  Henry. 

Sir  And.  And  may,  be  find  his  father— but  here 
again  !  (pointing  to  boufe.) — Is  this  an  habitation  $* 
— could  not  your  fortune  have  procured  a  mar\fion 
more — — "  ..         , 

Mrs.  V.  Nay— nay-— retirement  v^&  my  choice  t 
—and  till  laft  nighr — - 

Sir  And.  And  wherefore  then?— was  darkoefs 
the  fit  hour  to  fearch  for  his  loft  Henry  ? — Well  V 
well  !r- 1  will  not  add  to  your  diftrefsr-bot  if  ,Vm 
rights—remember — to  pardon  indifcrimmately*  is  to 
encourage  vice,  at  the  expeoce  of  virtue  ! 

t.     ■  •  • 

,   \       Re-enter  Gilts  from  the  Ylouft.  .     ' 

v ■ Glfis"  So— it  be  all  over  !— Mr.  Villus  be,  x\ol 
domfc  back— and  Bfter  Sojjh  do  fay  that' Ilady 
Davenant— -ho — not1  Lady  Davcnant  ?— or,"  if  fhe 
did,  <J8n*c  bclrevt  her*-^  ■'  '  *  \  '":~  / ''/  * 
*  :  Mrs.  V.   !5peak !— inform  me  Y—  or  from'  her- 

fcif —  ;:•'  - s 

Giles.  Why,  then  Lady  Dav6nattt  iiaVeMiift  fent 
%drd,ihe'do  reperft  of  wlat  has  paft,  ana  will 'let 
Mr;Viliirscomehdtfte'direaiy!       "  J   ;'%         ' 

Mrs.  K  (after  a-paufk1)  Vm /ftjfiiftfcd— ydtir 
arm",  5ir-^-(/D  Sir  Aricfre™}— riow  lead  me  wherp 
ybuwFH^^Heaverre!  fie1*  Here  !-— Oh*  f  "hide  mc 
— fave  me! — I  have  notcouTagc-i—^  ;\ 

.  »8rr7tori<  fcttt'J1  have— fupport  her,  Giles,  fcftlfl: 
I  inform  him— (MrJ;  filiate  reclities  en  Gilesi 
rtrmyLv&w  if  V  can  btlt1  be  (AoM^-bvc  at  prefent 
Calcutta  3s  an  Ice-ftoulc  to  nic!  . '    -  •'        l~       ; 
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\  Enter 
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Itnter  Villars. 

Sir  And.  So— you  are  here,  Sir— and  I  am 
heret — I,  Sir  Andrew  Analyfe,  who,  though  a 
ftranger  to  your  perfon,  am  none  to  your  pro* 
ftigacy  1 

Pillars.  How  !  again  this  perfection !— again 
infulted  and  Invaded  !-*-but  let  me  pafe— and  in 
Maria's  faults,  forget  the  harflinefs  of  her  haughty 
friends— My  life !— my— 

Mts.  V.  Oh  Villars !  Villars  !  (turhing  away  and 
towing.) 

Villa**.  What !  avoid  me !— Ijpeak— whifft  I 

have  reafon 

Strand.  'Tis  in  vain,  Sir!— (he  has  heard 
of  Lady  Davenant—  (he  knows  laft  night  was 
pafs'd  in  vile— abandon'd— — 

Villars.  'tis  falfe— I  pafs'd  it  in  a  prifon!— 
(Giles  and  Mrs.  ViHars  exprefs  ajtonijbment  *)*+*Af 
—in  a  prifon  i  and  I  had  borne  the  fecret  to  my 
grave— out  flnce  her  love's  in  danger— all  fcruplei 
vanifli— in  my  own  vindication  i  rrruft  reveal  the 
fecret  that  preys  upon  my  peace*  and  in  a.  word 
avow  my  poverty  and  ruin  1 
Mrs.  V.  Avow  your  ruin ! 
Sir  And.  No— he  avows  his   dj(Bpation*~tht 
worft-of  dMBpatoin  !•— fi>f  he  confeflfes ,  that  your 
fortune  has  been  fquander'd— 
,    Villars,  it  has  been  fquander'd  !-*but  not  by 
Villars— and  let ,  that  fufficc— ftili  I  would  fpar« 
her  feelings  and  your  own. 

Sir  And.  All  cvafion  I— *nd  ky  ^*om-^-r»iiays 
I  infift— by  whom  bpx  YiJIars*** 

Villars.  By  your  oyn  brother  tfiea— by  hfr  fa- 
ther— --there!  there]  (giving  bifn? pager)  read  the 
proud  Sir  Edward's  poor  excufe. 

Sir  And,    {reading  it.)    Whatl— >Sir   Edward, 
MV0r  paid  it  1— and  ow»siie  loft  it  at  the  gaming 
%  table} 
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tabic!— —and  you  !— for  year*  you  have  conceal'd 
.  this  fecret  from  your  wife 

Villars.  Ay— -whilft  you  would  goad  her  with 
her  hufband's  diffipation,  I  fcorn'd  to  tell  her  of 
her  father's !— and  though  reproach  Jd  with  being 
her  dependent,  I  was  too  fond  to  hint  that  (he  was 
nunc!— I  toild  for  her  fupport— and  (he  mod 
humble  and  domeftic— our  moderate  wants  were 
eafily  fupplied — till  all  the  produce  :  of  our  farm 
was  buried  in  deftru&ive  flames— then  one  who 
call*d  herfelf  my  friend*— -marks  this— (he  proffer'd 
me  a  loan— and  1  believing  her  intentions  friendly, 
moft  gratefully  received  it — but  fqon  her  motive 
was  apparent — for  ftung  with  anger  at  my  cold* 
nefs — and  wild  at  hearing  I  had  caus'd  Sophia's 
flight—die  fuddenly  imprifon'd  me!-—but  if  I  felt 
refentment  or  regret—'twas  at  the  paltry  fuppofi- 
tion  that  bondage,  menaces,  or  death  could  (hake 
one  atom  of  my  love  for  her,  who  giving  me  her 
heart,  gave  me  what  monarch*  might  account  a 
rich  inheritance* 

Giles*  I  faid  fo— all  along,  hear  it  out,  fays  I 
—and  I  do  fuppofe  then  the  peribn  who  did  laft 
night  call  out  for  you,  was  no  other  than  a 
bailiff. 

Villars.  It  was—- and  not  an  hour  ago  this  rafli 
imftaken  woman  repented,  and  reftor'd  me  to  that 
home-*»which  has  of  late  been  fo  infefted  with  ca- 
lamity! that  it  requir'd  not  a  new— {advancing  to- 
wards Sir  Andrew,  and  frowning  on  bin*).— -Sir, 
henceforth  condemn  not  on  report— condemn  not 
till  you've  ample  proof  j  for,  as  vice  often  gaina 
.  the  -world's  applaufe  by  wearing  virtue's  malk,  fo, 
virtue,  a&ing  from  itfelf,  and  carelefs  of  external 
forms,  becomes  foul  (lander's  mark  j  but  you  per- 
ccive,— fo  high  it  foars,  that  the  uavenom'd  ihaft 
falls  hurtlefa  to  the  ground* 

[Exit  Giles  into  the  boufe. 
Mrs. 


EPILOGUE. 

SONG.~r«w,  «  O  Mifs  Bailey." 

Sung  by  Miu  Emb*t. 

T  BEG  you'll  not  alarm  yourfelves,  I  don't  mean  to  diftrefs  yoo, 
*  By  talking  of  our  Comedy ;  it's  not  the  faihioo,  bleft  you, 
For  t'epilogue  to  have  to  do  wi'  what  has  gone  afore  it, 
-  And  if  you  want  the  play  again,  you're  welcome  to  encore  it* 
Any  day,  you  chufe  to  fay,  you're  welcome  to  encore  it* 

Our  authors  here  ftrange  ftortes  write,  for  brafs  in  hopes  of  felling , 

'em, 
And  being  ouire  afbamed  themfelves,  fet  other  folks  a  telling  'era. 
They've  called  me  Giles,  and  made  me  talk  as  feemed  to  them 

expedient, 
When  they  know  my  name's  John  Emery,  who  am  your  moft 

obedient.  ^  , 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  I  am  your,  &c. 

They've  made  me  tell  a  raft  o'thingsTve  feen  i'London  town  too. 
And  yet  there's  full  as  mony  tricks  in  parts  that  I've  been  down  tow 
And  being  lately  in  the  north,  as  well  as  .other  places, 
f  called  on  tailyer  Stich  at  York,  and  axt  him  to  the  races. 

Oh !  what  a  deal  I've  heard  and  feen,  and  all  about,  See* 

But  Bill,  who  is  a  clever  lad  as  any  at  his  trade,  Sir, 

Says  1, 1  can't  go  now,  you  fee  I'm  working  for  a  lady, 

Why  aye,  you've  trimmed  her  jacket  well,  but  tho'  they  all  are 

dreffy  belles, 
What  the  deuce  can  ladies  want  with  leather  inexprefltblea. 
What  the  deuce  can  ladies  want,  &c. 

To  Brummagum  I  went,  and  faw,  believe  it  if  you  can,  Sirs, 

No  counterfeit*  a  little  boy,  who  acled  like  a  man,  Sirs. 

Don't  take  my  word,  for  here  you  foon  may  fee  his  clever  phis, 

Sirs, 
Then  let  each  one  that's  not  a  judge,  bring  one  wi'  him  that  if. 

Sirs, 
Oh !  what  a  very  clever,  pretty  little  rogue  he  is,  Sirs. 

I'f  e  been  to  Dover,  where  I  thought  wi'  Frenchmen  to  have  fpoke, 

Sirs, 
But  heard  their  guns  begin  wi'  noifc,  and  only  end  i'  fmoke,  Sirs. 
They  feem  to  hold  us  vaftly  cheap,  but  let  em  come  and  try  us, 

Sirs,    .  x 

They'll  find  but  a  blind  bargain,  if  they  cheaply  think  to  buy  us, 
Sirs. 
They'll  find  but,  *c. 

Bat 


EPILOGUE. 

Bat  yet  no  matter  where  I've  been,  you'll  always  find  it  true,  Sirs, 
That  none  of  us  are  forry  to  come  back  again  to  you,  Sirs  i 
Your  faces  we're  right  glad  to  fee,  and  proud  when  we  can  cheer 

'em, 
And  for  your  hands  HI  no*  but  hint,  we're  quite  as  glad  to  hear 

'cm.         *  "      '  * 

Oh  I  we're  very  glad  to  fee,  and  quite  as  glad  to  hear  'cm. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN   BY   A   FRIEND, 
AND  SPOKEN  BY  MR.  BRUNTON. 

ERE  yet  November  o'er  the  Sons  of  Care 
lias  shed  the  influence  of  her  flagging  air, 
J  A  Bank  who  oft  Jbas  found  protection  here, 

Once  more  attempts  *ach  drooping  heart  to  cheett 
Assays  to  bid  corroding  thoughts  retire, * 
And  strike  the  sprightlier  note  upon  the  lyre. 
But  oh !  with  fearful  heart  and  anxious  Jbreasjt. 
Once  more  he  comes  to  stand  the  awful  test. 
Used  to  the  smiles  of  an  indulgent  town, 
He  feels  a  double  terror  at  its  frown. 
Yet  though  his  Humbler  efforts  urge  no  claim 
To  the  brighx  meed  of  literary  fame, 
He  boasts,  that  while  he  strives  the  laugh  to  raise, 
It  ever  shall  he  done  by  honest  ways  : 
And  if  your  smiles  their  favoring  aid  impart, 
He  still  can  lay  his  hand  upon  his  heart, 
And  say,  while  listening  to  your  kind  applause, 
I  have  not  injured  Virtue's  sacred  cause. 
With  this  one  claim,  he  dubious  leaves  the  rest 
To  the  kind  justice  of  each  candid  breast. 
He  oft  has  ranged  thro'  Natures  *mple  fields, 
Tried  what  the  garden,  what  the  forest  yields, 
Cull'd  every  flower  that  lay  within  his  view, 
And  when  he  wove  it,- brought  the  wreath  to  you* 
y  If  then,  amid  the  garland  of  to-night, 

Some  simple,  modest  flowerets  start  to  sight, 
Your  fav'ring  plaudits,  like  the  genial  ray, 
Will  spread  jhe  opening  blossoms  pf  the  day  ; 
But  should  our  friends  deny  that  fostering  power, 
The  Author's  bops  must  wither  like  the  flower. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  l.~0*tfdetf Hermitage— Spika,&c. 
Enter  Sja  Ej>wa&&  Sbecjous. 

Sir  Edward.  , 

SO;  this  is  the  houfe;  and  that  no  time  may 
be  loft  (rings  the  belt)  Faith  !  'tis  a  ftrange 
awful  fort  of  habitation  ;  but  no  matter ;  were  it,  a 
town  impregnable,  in  fuch  a  caufe,  I  would  af- 
fault  it. 

Mnter  Nicholas,  an  old  tottering  'Gardener. 

Come,  (hew  me  to  Mifs  Stoic.  ' 
Nich.  My  miftrels !  mercy  on  me !  do  you  know 
who  ftie  is  ? 

Sir  Edw.  To  lie  fare ;  (he's  a  wMaan-— 
*  Nich.  And  you  vei— 
Sir  Edwx  A  man  ! 

Nich.  The  more  the  pity  !  Good  day  ! 
Sir  Edw.  What  the  devil !  am  I  pitied  for  being 
a  man  ? 
\Nich.  Certainly— my  miftrefs  pities  all  mankind; 

a  3  that 
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tbat  is,  tbey  are  fo  hateful  to  her,  that  (he  has  for* 
fworn  the  world,  and  lives  alone  in  that  hermitage. 

Sir  Edw.  Alone  !  why,  what  are  you? 
-  Nich.  Me !  pooh  !  I'm  nothing ! 

Sir  Edw.  No !  but  nothing  as  you  are,  I  fancy 
there  never  was  a  female  hermitage  without  fome- 
fting  like  ybu—  But,  don't  be  alqrm'd — I  vifit  the 
old  lady  for  the  fake  of  a  young  one,  the  lovely 
Mifs  Olivia. 

Nich.  Mifs  Olivia  ! 

Sir  Edw.  ,  Ay  :  I  met  ber  laft  night  at  a  frien<f  s 
houfe, — and  hearing  (he  wad  the  adopted  child  of 
your  miftrefs,  Mifs  Stoic's  brother — 

Nich.  She  is ;— of  the  galla,nt  Major  Tornado, 
who,  bleflings  on  him,  arrived  here  two  days  ago. 

Sir  Edw.  Major  Tornado!  tell  me — was  he 
lately  at  Naples  ? 

Nich.  I  can't  fay :  but  its  not  unlikely,  for  he 
came  over  land  from  India. 

..  Sir  Edw.  From  India!  'tis  the  fame — I  "met 
him  there,  on  my  travels,  three  months  ago-,  and 
a  more  active,  animated — But  a  hermitage !  Major 
Tornado  two  whole  days  in  a  hermitage!  with  no 
companion  but  this  Petrarch  in  petticoats — Zounds! 
is  he  alive  ? 

Nich.  Hardly!  the  quiet  of  a   country  life  is. 

almoft  death  to  him';  and  whilft  his  lifter  is  con-' 

^ilantly  praifing  the  charms  of  retirement,  be  is  fe« 

cretly  curling  them.   .  But  here  he  comes,  to  de- 

fcnbe,  in  perfon,  bis  diflike  to  rural  felicity. 

[Exit  into  the  Houfe. 

Enter  Major  Tornado. 

Sir  Edw.  Major  Tornado !  I  rejoice  to  fee  you. 

Major.  Sir  Edward  !  my  dear  fellow  1  how  long 
have  you  been  in  England  ?  the  fight  of  a  civilized 
being  is  pleafant  any  where  ;  but,  in  the  country, 
amidfl  trees  that  never  move,  profpe&s  that  never 

alter, 
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alter,  and  brutes  that  never  utter— Where  do  you 
live?  Where  are  you  going  ?  don't  fhirk— for,  like 
a  drowning  man,  Til  cling  to  you,  till  we  both  fink 
together. 

Sir  Edw.  You  are  very  good  ;  but  I  don't  mean 
to  fink.  The  country  has,  for  me,  a  thoufand 
charms ;  and,  for  civilized  fociety — anfwer  me— 
can  cows  fpeak  fcandal,  or  (heep  tell  lies  of  us. 

Major.  No ;  I  wi(h  they  could — any  converfa- 
tign's  better  than  none ;  for,  is  it  to  be  expe&ed, 
that  an  old  foldier,  who,  for  forty  years,  has  been 
liftening  to  the  glorious  rattle  of  the  cannon,  can 
now  fit  down  contented  with 'the  baaing  of  lambs, 
and  the  fqueaking  of  little  pigs?  No,  give  mo 
noife,  battle,  occupation  !  And,  fooner  than  pafs 
another  two  (days  of  ftill  life  in  that  hermitage, 
curfe  me,  but  Til  do  good  to  the  community  by 
fending  challenges  to  all  the  apothecaries,  and 
bringing  a&ions  againft  all  the  attornies. 

Sit  Edw.  Tis  very  (Irange !  pray,  have  you  tried 
rural  fports  ? — (hooting — fifhing— 

Major.  Shooting  !  that's  very  well!  as  if  a  man, 
that  has  been  •  accuftomed  to  wing  game  fix  feet 
high,  can  take  intereft  in  popping  at  partridges  ! 
and  for  fiftiing,  I  tried  that  yefierday;  and  falling 
(aft  afleep  with  the  line  round  my  hand,  the  firft 
bite  from  a  large  jack  plumped  me  foufe  into  the 
water.  But,  I'll  tell  you  what— I've  one  refource 
— I  mean  to  build  a  neat  cottage,  on  the  modern 
plan. 

Sir  Edw.  On  the  modern  plan  ? 

Major.  Ay ;  that  is,  a  houfe  with  dining  rooms, 
drawing  rooms,  ball  rooms,  and  (tabling  for  about 
fifty  horfes — and,  if  the  workmen  will  be  fo  mer- 
ciful, as  to  take  two  years  to  finifti  it,  I  (hall  have 
all  ^he.pleafure,  without  any  of  the  fatigue  %  for, at 
that  time,  my  leave  of  abfence  expires,  and  I'll  re- 
turn to  India  without  once  fetting  foot  in  it 

Sir 
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Sir  Edw.  Why,  you  are  in  a  barf  way  indeed! 
Have  you  no  mental  refources  ?  Nothing  to  excite 
love  or  friendfhip,  or — 

Major.  Don't  talk  of  it : — I  have  *n  adopted 
chikl ;  but— 

Sir  Edw.  But  what  ? 

Major.  She's  undutiful  to  me,  ungrateful  to  my 
fitter  here,  Mifs  Stoic,  and  Fmforryfor.it.  Her 
ftory  iuterefted  me,  it  cut  me  \o  the  heart ;  and 
though  I  adopted  Olivia  without  feeing  her,  yet  I 
pl&ufed  to  myfelf  a  lovely,  helplcfs  orphan-,  bid- 
ding me  welcome  by  the  name  of  father — bene* 
fa£k>r — But,  now,  look  ye,  Sir  Edward,  if  time 
don't  make  his  clocks  tlrike  months  inflcad  of 
hours,  my  leave  of  abfence  will  extend  much  be- 
yond this  world  ;  for  I  can  find  no  peace- or  corn-^ 
fort  but  in  war,  battle,  and  general  uproar* 

Sir  -Edw.  Undutiful,  and  ungrateful,  do  you 
fay  ?  How  !   in  what  manner  ? 

'Major..  How!  why,  when  her  beft  friend,  there, 
.my  After  (pointing  to  Hermitage)  finding  her  mind 
untutored,  and  her  manners  awkward,  wifhed  her 
to  remove  from  her  prefent  negligent  governefs, 
Mifs  Olivia  refufed  to  comply  forfooth— But  l*ve 
done  with  her— As  foori  as  I  can  find  a  bbufe  to 
place  her  in,  fhe  fhall  bid  adieu  to  this  neighbour- 
hood  for  ever;  and  to  me,  and  my  friendfhip,  and 
—no,  hang  it,  after  all,  perhaps,  if  I  muft  have  em- 
ployment, h  can't  pals  time  much  better  than  in, 
now  and  then,  fending  a  bxank  note  to  a  poor,  aban- 
doned orphan. 

Sir  Ediv.  Right,  Major!  do  not  quite  forfake 
her — and  as  you're  fuch  a  ftranger  here,  if  I  can 
be  of  fervice — My  aunt,  for  inftance,  has  a  hottfe, 
a  few  miles  off,  and  will,  I'm  ffire,  be  ready  to  re- 
ceive her.  •        ♦' 

Major.  Indeed  !.  that's  the  very   thing ;  for  I 
promifed  my  lifter  (he  ihould  be  feat  away  to- 
night, 


OR,  SEEING  COMPANY.  9 

night,  and  I'll  go  tell  her  directly.  But,  I  fay, 
who  i$  to  conduct  her  ?  For,  tho'  I've  the  higheft 
opinion  of  your  chara&er,  Sir  Edward  ■      ■ 

Sir  JSdw..  'Sdeath,  fir  !  if  you  doubt  that  Pm 
a  man  of  honour ! 

Major.  .  Qh  !  no ;  not  at  all. — But,  begging 
ypur  pardon,  it  is  poffibleTnpw-a«-days  to  be  a  man 
of  very  great  honour,  and  yet  be.  a  very  fad  raical: 
for,  feducing  the  wife  or  daughter  of  your  friend, 
and,  afterwards  (hooting  him  in  a  duel,  don't  in 
the  lead  deprive  you  of  the  fafhionablq  appellation. 
Yet,  ferioufjy,  Sir  Edward,  you  rank  fo  high  in 
every  good  man's  praife,  that  I  fefely  m^y  truff 
you. 

Sir  Edzv.  You  may  depend  on't — I  fee  you 
would  avoid  Olivia. — I  will  inform  her  of  your 
withes. 

Major.  Do ; — drre&ly — while  I  prepare  an  at- 
tendant (going  towards  the  Hermitage).  Look  ! 
what  a  mifcraUk  hole  am  I  going  into  !  My  lifter 
has  a  ftrong,  enlighten'd  mind,  aad  can  fupport 
folitude;  but  Pm  fo  little  of  the  hermit— Hark, 
ye  !  come  back  as  fail  as  you  can,  and  PU  take  a  - 
peep  with  you,  at  all  the  pretty-faces  in  the  pubKc 
walks;  for,  tbo'  Mils  Stoic  hates  our.fex,  Pm  very 
fond  of  hers ;  and  if  I  find  I  can't  manage  time 
any  other  way,  i'cod  Pll  take  a  wife. 

Sir  Edu\     Do. 

Major.  I  will ;  for,  next  to  war,  I  know  no- 
thing more  likely  to  give  a  gentleman  ample  em- 
ployment, 

[Exit  into  Hermitage. 

Sir  Edw.  Bravo  !  Sir  Edward  !  You  have  won 
the  prize — and  yet,  (han't  lofe  each  good  man's 
praiic ;  for  here's  the  ftalking-horfe,  to  cloak  my 
guilt ;  here  is  the  defperate  and  convenient  friend, 
that  is  to  anfwer  for  his  patron's  crimes. 

Enter 
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Enter  the  Delinquent. 


Why  what's  the  matter  ?  What  agitates  you  ? 

Delhi.  That,  which  gives  joy  to  you,  the  fight 
of  England,  of  your  native  land — No  friendly, 
kindred'  fmile  hails  my  return  ;  -and  I,  who  once 
was  welcomed,  and  lov'd  Jike  you,  now,  if  I'm 
'known,  I'm  known  to  be  deftroyed. 

Sir  Edw.  Be  patient,  and  remember  well— 
Tis  but  a  year  ago  fince,  in  a  poor  Italian  inn,  I 
found  you  almoft  perifhing  for  want. 

Delin-  You  did ;  at  Lucca — and  I  repeat 
what  then  I  told  yclu,  much  as  my  life  is  worth, 
fb  much  I  owe  you.     (Withfullen  pride) 

Sir  Edw.  Remember,  too,  I  knew  you  at  firft 
fight.  Knew  you  were  the  man,  who  had  fo 
wrong'd,  and  fa  deceiv'd  my  father ;  but,  bury- 
ing in  oblivion  all  paft  injuries,  ofter'd  to  protect 
you. 

Delin.  You  have;  and  what  arc  your  com- 
mands? I  fee  you  have  in  view  fome  daring, 
defperate  fervice;  and  I  am  bound,  and  pledg'd 
to  undertake  it. 

Sir  Edw.  Why,  then,  in  brief,  here,  at  the 
neighbouring  fchool,  there  is  a  lovely  girl,  and 
none  can  thwart  me  in  my  plans,  but  her  fut 
picious  governefs.  You  understand. — fhe  muft  be 
fomeway  filene'd,  -and  yet  my  name  kept  fecret. 

Delin.  And  mine  proclaimed — Well,  be  it 
fo  ;  yet 

Sir  Edw.  No  remonftrance :  be  it  yours  ;  be 
it  yours  to  execute  my  wifhes ;  no  hefitation, 
or 

Delhi.  And  do  I  hefitate?  No;  yet  think 
a  little,  Sir  Edward — you  can,  as  yet,  look  into 
'yourfelf :  can  fee  a  fpotlefs  and  untainted  heart ! 
and  if,  expanding  with  its  pangs,  hereafter  it  would 

burft* 
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burft  ifs  bonds,  as  mine  would  now,  how  will  you 
curfe  the  felfiftinefs  of  him  who  joined  to  Screen 
you  fr6m  the  world's  reproaches,  but  left  you  tor* 
tured  by  your  own. 

Sir  Edw.  Farewell !  I  have  not  leifure  for  this 
bufy,  dull  advice.  You'll  wait  for  me  at  home— 
and,  mind,  thof  I've  the  power  to  overwhelm  you, 
it  is  ray  wifti  to  ferve,  and  to  befriend  you. 

££**/. 

Delin.  Still,  ftill  mud  I  fmother  in  my 
proud  bread  all  feeling  of  a  man.—- Mud  I,  who 
once  was  equal  to  this  worldly  youth,  in  power, 
and  wealth,,  and  fame,  dill  mull  I  fubmit  to  be 
menaced  and  commanded  ?  better  the  penalty  of 
my  delinquency  were  death  at  once,  than  to  en- 
dure this  daily  refpite  from  perdition  (going)  ;  yet, 
no ;  death  robs  me  of  the  hope  of  finding  that, 
for  which  alone  I  ventured  to  revifit  England ;  and, 
could  I  clafp  the  long  loft  treafure  to  my  heart!— 
Oh !  that  tender  thought  recalls  me  to  my  former 
felf ;  and,  when  I  think  of  what  I  was— Di (frac- 
tion !  when,  when  will  merciful  forgctfulnefs  yield 
that  repofe  which  cruel  men,  and  too  fevere  a  def~ 
tiny,  deny  me. 


SCENE  II.— 4  Room  at  Mrs.  Aubrey's. 

Enter  Mrs.  Aubret. 

Mrs.  Aub.  'Tis  very  ftrange !  Olivia  not  re- 
turned !  Oh  !  fhe  little  thinks  each  .minute  feems 
an  age  1  And,  much  I  wi(h  her  generous  bene- 
fadtor  would  arrive,  for  I  fufpecSfc  I  aip  her  qnly 
friend,  and  friendfhip,  fuch  as  mine,  alas !  is  but 
of  poor  avail* 

Enter 
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* 

Enter  OLrviA.  * 

*  Olivia.  Oh,  ray  dear  madam  !  what  do  yott 
think?  I'm  afraid  you'll  be  fo  angry;  for. rye 
loft  fomcthing,  indeed  I  have — fbmethiug  you've 
had  pofleffien  of  ever  fince  I.firft  faw  you. 

Mrs.Aub.     Speak  !  what  is  it,  Olivia  ? 

Olivia'.  My  heart — nothing  lefe  than  my 
heart.  I  took  it  out  with  me,  butfomehow  I 
dtapt  it  on  the  fea-fhore,  and  who  fhould  piqk  it 
up  but  fuch  a  fweet,  rude,  delightful — Do  you 
know  when  I  afk'd  him  for  it  again,  he  down- 
right refuifed  me,  and  fo  I  told  him  to  give  me 
Mather— and  he  did,  very  civilly  ;  he  gave  me  his 
own  ;  and  they  beat  in  fuch  unifon,  that  I  don't 
thitik  either  of  us  will  be  forry  for  the  change  as 
long  as  we  exist. 

-  Mrs.  Aub.     Heavens  !  who  is  it  ?  ^  Not  Sir  Ed- 
ward Specious  ? 

Olivia.  Oh  !  no ;  the  confident  creature  only 
arrived  just  time  enough  to  fee  me  infulted  by 
two  intoxicated  coxcombs;  fo  flying  to  my  af- 
fiftence,  and  forcing  them  to  acknowledge  they 
had  both  got  drunk  and  forgot  themfelves :  "Get 
drunk  again/'  fays  he,  "  for  you  can't  do  better 
than  forget  what's  fo  little  worth  remembering/* 
— Lord !  ma'am,  tho*  you  don't  like  Sir  Edward, 
I  do  verily  helieue  we  (hail  quite  quarrel,  and  pull 
caps  about  this  gentleman. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Olivia,  yours  is  the  age  of  danger ; 
antf,  judging  by  your  own  of  other's  merits,  man 
has,  with  you  no  art,  the  world  no  vice ;  but,,  after 
feyen  long  years  of  tendernefs  and  care;*  now, 
when. I  hoped  to.  reap  ,the  harveft  of  my  toils,' 
think,  fliottld  I  fee  it  blighted  and  defpoiled  by 
infedls,  venomous  as  vile  ? —  , 

Oliviai    I  thought,  as  'twas  holiday  time,  and 

all 
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all  my  ycwrag  friends  were  gone  to  theif  refpe&ive 
homes,  that  I  might  amufc  tnyielf  in  my  turn ; 
and  I'm  fare,  lofing  one's  heart  is  very  pretty 
awu  foment;  but,  if  you  think  otherwife,  I  had 
rather  it  had  broken  into  a  thouiand  atoms,  than 
that  the  beft  of  monitors  and  friends,  (hould^  for 
one  inftant,  think  Olivia  thoughtleft;  and  un- 
graceful. 

Mrs.  Aubr.  Oh  !  but  for  you — (tmbrating  herf 
and  weeping)  yott  fee  my  weaknefs — fhould  you 
forfake  toe  ?— 

Olivia.  Forfake  you !  You,  who  have  13f 
watched,  and 

Mrs.  Aubr.     Have  I  ? 

Olivia.  And  fure  I  needed  it ;  for  all  Jbut  me,' 
alas !  have  homes,  have  parents*  * 

Mrs.  Aubr..  Hold,  I  implore  yoo  \  Tis  the* 
fubjetSl  upon  which  lie  who  adopted  you  has  com* 
manded  a  fix'd  and  eternal  fiience. 

Enter  Sir  Edward  Specious. 

Sir  Edw.  Ladies,  your  moft  obedient.—-!  have' 
the  honour  to  inform  you  that  Major  Tornado  is 
arrived  from  India.  • 

Mrs.  Aubr.  Arrived !  Where?  Oh !  let  us 
fly  to  meet  him. 

Sir  Edw.  Nay ;  Ym  (brry  to  add,  that  Mift 
Otiva  has  offended  his  lifter,  and,  at  her  requeft, 
{he  is  iitf  antly  to  be  removed— 

Mrs.  Aubr.  Removed  !  Oh  !  flaaderous,  for- 
did woman  !  Trs  to  monopolize  her  brother's 
wealth  (he  thus  defames  the  rival  that  fhe  dreads. 
I'll  confront  her  with  the  beft  of  proofs.— (faking 
Olivias  hand)  That  look  of  artlcfsncfs  and  truth, 
oppofed  to  ber's  of  treachery  and  guile,  fhall 
fialh  conviction  on  his  mind,  and  innocence  (hull 
triumph.    Come ! 

tfir  Edw.  You  are  wrong— leave  it  to  me — I 

have 
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have  fettled  with  the  Major,  and  flic  wilt  be  fent 
this  v,ery  night,  to  a  friend's  houfe  of  mine. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Sir,  you  arc  very  kind;  but  tet  'era 
bartifh  her  todiftant  climes,  I'm  alfo  bantsh'd;  for, 
but  with  life  Til  leave  her. 

Sir  Edw.  Stop— one  word — [taking  her  afide] 
Are  you  aware  that,  of  my  large  cftate,  this  houfc 
forms  part?  And,  as  my  Steward  tells  me,  there 
arc  arrears  of  rent.— 

Mrs.  Aub.  Ha  !  .do  you  menace  ? 
.  Sir  Edw.    Not  at    all':    Between   ourfelves,    I 
would   accommodate— L^— Befriend  my  fuit — be  a 
complying,  civil  Governefs,  and 

Mrs.  Aub.  Begone !  at  prefent,  I  arn  miftrefs 
of  this  houfe,  and,  not  me  alone,  you  miftake  your 
country,  if  vou  think  there  lives  one  Guardian  of 
an  Engliih  feminary,  that  would  unite  with  liber- 
tines, like  you,  to  blaft  the  hopes  of  parent  and 
of  child — Begone  1  or  I'll  proclaim  you,  Sir. 

Sir  Edw.  And  who'll  believe  you ;  he,  who, 
for  years,  has  courted  popularity,  by  public  afls  of 
Spirit  and  humanity,  can  laugh  at  private  malice, 
and  therefore,  be  prepared  for  a  mod  powerful 
and  deadly  foe.  [Going. 

Olivia.  Detain  bim  !  make  friends  with  him  ! 
I  tremble  at  his  threats  !— Sir! 

Mr*.  Aub.  There  is  the  door,  fir. 

Sir  Edw.  Madam,  I  comprehend  you.  (U 
Olivia)  And  if  the  Major  fail  to  influence  this 
bufy  friend,  ftill  Til  not  defpair;  for  the  afpiring 
mind  yields  not  to  common  obftacles ;  but  in  a 
conteft,  glorious  as  the  prefent,  is  mod  determin'd 
where  'tis  moft  oppos'd.  Farewell !  and  truft  to 
tbofe  who  are  your  real  friends. 

[Exit,  looking  at  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

Olivia.  Dear  Madam,  why  were  you  fo  ra(h?— * 
my  heart  forebodes ..  .  .  ■ 

Mrs*  Auk    Tear  not,  but  away — Thof  weakeft 

arm'd. 
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arm'd,  we  have  the  ftrongeft  caufe ;  and  the  proud 
courage  o(  the  virtuous  few  can  vanquifh  hods  of 
braggards  fucfi  as  thefe.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  tlL—OutJkk  of  Hotel— (Zeajhore) 
a  Yacht. 


Enter  Landlord,  and  Waiter  from  the  Hotel, 

Land.  Come,  buttle,  buttle !  for  fee  what 
crowds  of  carriages  are  pouring  down  the  Kilt— 
Look!  isn't  it  a  noble  fight?  chaifes,  fociables, 
phaetons,  curricles,  gigs,  whifkies,  tandems,  taxM 
carts,  and  dog-carts — and  all — all  flocking  from 
the  races  at  the  next  town,  to  make  fport  for  Paul 
Pigeon,  and  the  Pelican. 

Waiter.  Ay;  but  have  they  cafh  to  pay  for  it? 
for,  of  many  that  went  from  this  town,  with  full 
pockets,  I'm  Aire  moft  will  come  home  with  empty 
ones. 

Land.  And  fee!  here's  one  already. — Here's 
honeft  Tom  Tackle— I  warrant  they've  ftript  him 
of  the  laft  feather,  and 

Enter  Tom  Tackle. 

Well,  Tom,  racing  is  a  bad  bufinefs,  isn't  it  ? 
(Tom  crojfes)  Why,  what's  the  matter  ?  Are  you 
going  to  buy  a  rope  to  hang  yourfelf  ? 

Tom.  No;  I'm  going  to  buy  one  of  tbofe 
fmart  koind  of  dog-carts  yonder,  becaufe,  now  I've 
got  the  poney,  why,  like  other  pups  of  fafhion,  I'll 
turn  coachy,  you  fee. 

Land.    Got  the  poney  ?  How ! 

Torn. 
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Tofiu  Why,  T*y  jockeytinp  tb  be  fure— Look ! 
(Jhew'wg  a  putfe  full  tf  guineas)  He  !  be  !.  he ! 
mother  only  made  me  a  fort  of  a  fimplc  failor,  to 
be  fure ;  but  then,  good  foul,  (he  alfo  made  me  a 
north  countryman — and  I  don't  think  (he  could 
have  done  more,  for  me*  if  (he'd  made  me  great 
Cream  of  Tartary — And  fo,  you  fee,  tho'  Mifs 
Fidget  wfcrfe  the  favourite,  and,  all  hollow,  the  beft 
horfe,  yet  fomehow  I  found  the  blacklegs,  as  they 
call  'em,  were  all  for  taking  the  long  odds  oq. 
Mafler  Jacky;  fo,  thinks  I,  I'd  better  be  for  Mafier 
Jacky  and  Blacklegs  too;  and,  of  courfe,  you 
know,  we  won  ;  and  accordingly  I  went  up  to  your 
lords  and  baronets,  to  touch  my  winnings,  when, 
woVd  you  believe  it,  they  talk'd  of  fettling  with 
me  two  hundred  miles  off — at  one  Tatterfal's,  at 
Hyde  Park  Corner—"  But"  fays  I,  "  Gentlemefi, 
I  hope  you  be  joking,  for  I  hate  to  feem  awkward 
or  unfaftiionable;  but,  if  you*rfc  fcriOus,  I  rfmtl 
really  horfewWp  you  all  round  the  race-Goaffe** — 
and  I  juft  gavfc  a  fmack  or  two,  and  here's  the 
prize-money.  He !  he !  he !  I  might  have  known 
it  all  along,  for  we  Jack  Tars  are  fure  to'  win  k, 
ay,  tho1  the  odds  be  a  million  to  one  againft  us. 
Land.     So  you  are ;  but  then,  Tom,  to  bfe  fo 

*  rude  to  your  fuperiors. 

Tom.  Superiors!  blefs  ye,  there  be  no  fuch 
thing  at  races,  or  any  kind  of  gambling.  (Landlord 
flares)  No ;  betting  do  bring  on  fuch  a  fvveet  fa- 

*  miliarity,  and  we,  fporting  gentlemen,  be  fomehow 
{o  all  on  a  footing,  that,  at  the  ordinary,  when 
Lord  Tiffany  propoied  a  maggot  race, «  Dotie  Tiffy" 
cried  I — And  when  fir  William  fwori  heM  Win  ail 
the  hearts  in  the  ball-room,  iC  I'll  tell  you  what, 
Billy"  fays  I—"  I'll  make  love  for  a  hundred 
pounds  to  any  beauty  in  the  room,  and  make  it  play 
?md  pay,  and  croffing  and  joftling,  juft  as  you  like" 
and  then  they  all  langhM,  and  I  latighM  too— 

And, 
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And,  icod !  I  only  wi(h  they  had  tried  me*  for,  at 
making  love — making  punch — and  dancing  ahorn- 
pipe,  Tom  againft  the  field*  boy! — But  now  for 
my  carriage !  {whipping) 

Land.  Stop;  you  forgot  that  that's  Sir  Edward's 
yacht ;  and  that  you>  as  matter  of  it -  l 

Tom.  No  ;  and  if  Ned,  that  isvSir  Edward,  do 
choofe  a  race  upon  the  water,  mind  if  I  don't 
jockey  fea-fharks  as  neatly  as  I  have  done  land 
ones. 

Voices  without.  Here— flop — draw  up ! 

Tom.  There  they  are,  and  here  I  go  !  And,  t 
fay,  ftiould  any  of  the  moft  genteel  and  tip  toppeft 
o'your  cuftomers,  like  a  game  at  Put,  or  Scratch, 
or  Sneezums,  or  Pope  Joan,  why,  you'll  fend  for 
me  to  mother's  cottage. — As  its  the  beft  way  to 
make  a  fortune,  fo  I'll  pu(h  it,  while  fortune  be 
in  the  humour — I  fay  (holding  up  his  pur/ej  Jack 
Tar,  North  Country,  and  Maftet  Jacky,  againft 
the  field!  be!  he  1  he! 

Land.  There  they  are  indeed  !  and  foremoft  in 
the  rank,  two  fuch  wealthy  looking  gentlemen, 
ftepping  out  of  their  own  pbft  chaife  and  four-*- 
Why,  during  race-time,  fortune  feems  in  humour 
with  every  body  I  think. 

Enter  Young  Doric,  Dorville*  and 
Post-boy. 

Y.  Doric.  Go,  mind  the  horfes,  fir.  [Exit  hoy. 
And  mind,  1  fay  again— 'tis  fortune  has  undone 
me. 

Dorv.  And  I  fay  again,  you're  ruin'd  by  feeing 
company. 

Land.  Oh !  ruin'd,  are  they  ?  Now  I  look  at  'em 
again,  I  think  I  never  faw  two  more  vulgar,  (har- 
per-like— Tom*  we've  no  beds,  no — mum  ! 

[Exit  Tom  into  the  Hotel 

B 


40  THE    DELINQUENT: 

mjr  friend  (hall  (hare  in  my  Aiccefs.  "f  is  my  Iaft* 
(lake,  and  by  heav'n  I'll  make  the  moft  of  it.  So, 
here !  houfe !  waiter  rooms,  wine  and  (upper  for  a 
hundred, 

[Exeunt  into  the  Inn. 


END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT* 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. — A  Room  injide  of  the  Hermitage.    JDoor 
in  the  back  Scene. 

Mifs  Stoic  difcovered  fitting  with  a  Book  in  her  Hand, 
reading. 

Mifs  Stoic. 

\i  f\H>  world,  world  !  but  that  thy  ftrange  mu- 
tations make  us.  hate  thee,  life  would 
not  yield  to  age  !"  Well,  well !  So  long  milan- 
thropy  has  chill'd  my  foul,  fo  long  I've  (hunn'd 
life's  miferable  fccnes,  that  fometimes  I  prefer  to 
read  thofe  bards  that  point  its  bleffings  out.  Sterne, 
Congreve,  or  a  modern  German  play — oh,  had  I 
met  with  focial  minds  like  thefe — but  here's  my  . 
brother;  and  for  a  time  I  muft  afiume  the  love  of 
folitude  and  rural  peace. 

Enter  Major  Tornado. 

Well,  fir,  I  hope  the  hour  of  reafon  has  arrited, 
and  that  you  own  your  error. 
J  Major.  I  do :  you  were  right,  Dorothy,  you  are 
always  right ;  but  when  I  abnfed  a  country  life,- 
I  little  thought  it  could  afford  fuch  pleafures. 

Mifs  Stoic,  (with  triumph)  Oh,  the  country  can 
afford  pleafures  then/* 

Major.  Plenty  !  'tis  the  place  of  all  others  for  an 
old  foldier  to  retire  to ;  for,  Til  tell  you— Sir  Ed- 
ward took  me  to  their  club,  to  their  accadian  meet- 

ipg 


41  tHE  DELINQUENT  : 

ing,  and,  upon  my  honour — that  is,  for  the  time  it 
lafted — I  don't  think  I  ever  fsiw  a  more  general  en- 
gagement, or  much  (harper  fighting. 

MifsStoie.  Fighting! 

Major.  Aye  t  it  feems  thene  are  three  parties  in 
this  vale  of  peace  and  innocence;  'Squire  Dobfon's 
•party,  Vicar  Robfon's  party,  and  Apothecary  Hob- 
ion's  party  ;  and,  like  good  quiet  neighbours,  they 
have  been  at!  in  Chancery  thefe  twelve  years,  about 
the  right  of  fifhing  in  a  gudgeon  ftream  ;  which 
ftream  proving  to  be  the  fame  .1  tumbled  inio 
^efterday,  one  faid  I  might  at  any  time  fifli  and 
drown  myfclf  there  with  his  leave,  and  another 
faid-  I  (hould  not  drown  myfejf  there  without  his 
leave,  till,  from  words,  thefe  rjiral  Yorks  and  Lan- 
cafters  got  to  blows,  and  then — oh,  I  was  wrong 
lifter ;  for  I  fee  now  there's  no  difference  between 
camps  and  country  towns,  except  that,  by  combat- 
ing for  kingdorns,  you  fometimes  gain  promotion^ 
but,  by  fighting  for  gudgeons,  you  don't  even  get 
"  half-pay  for  your  fervices. 

Mjfs  Stoic.  For  fhame !  for  (hame !  this  is  the 
fex  ;  this  is  your  boafied  male  fociety  !  Had  you 
kept  company  with  fuch  as  me 

Major.  What,  with  the  ladies  !  Oh  Lord,  their 
parties  run  ten  times  higher;  for  we  drank  tea  with 
the  Sheriff's  wife,  an  old  Red  Rofe  dowager ;  and 
her  oppofite  neighbour,  a  White  Rofe, having  lately 
built  a  new  bow-window  to  improve  her  profpe6l, 
ourte  me  if  Mrs.  SherifFdidn't  order  her  huiband  to 
ere6V  a  gallows,  and  hang  a  tall  highwayman  plump 
in  the  front  of  it.  It  will  do,  it  will  do  !  I  am  al- 
ready chuck-full  of  rural  ardour,  and  to-morrow  I 
{hall  have  more  of  it ;  for  Sir  Edward  Specious 
gives  a  grand  concert  to  both  armies,  and  has  ap- 
pointed roe  gencraliffimo, 

Mifi  Stoic.  You ! 

Major. 
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Major.  Aye:  I  am  to  maHhal  out  the  riiufic; 
reconnoitre  for  the  fingers,  and  manoeuvre  the 
band  :  and  I  know  what  I'm  about  j  for  inftead  of 
the  ruftic  carol,  and  the  (hepherd's  pipe,  they  (hali 
have  nothing  but  war's  alarms,  and  wind  inftru- 
ments.  And,  fee,  I'm  not  to  fparc  expence ;  no, 
he  hfcs  given  me  thefetwo  hundred  pounds  (shew- 
ing bank-notes.) 

Mifs  Stoic.  Two  hundred  pounds  ! 

Mrs.  Auh.  {without)  Let  me  pafs  !  I  mufl  and 
will  fee  him  ! 

Mifs  Stoic.  Heavens !  here's  infolence !  Mrs. 
Aubrey ! 

Major.  What,  the  bad  govcrnefs!  The — now 
we  (hall  hear — 

Enter  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

Mrs.  Auh.  Oh,  fir,  admit  Olivia  !  She  is  with- 
out, imploring  to  behold,  for  the  firft  time,  her 
friend,  her  fole  protedlor. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Then  there  let  her  (lay  :  I  wholly  in- 
fluence my  brother's  mind,  and — 

Major.  You  do,  $fter  >  and,  think  you,  madam, 
(/o  Mrs.  Aubrey)  lean  wilh  to  fee  one  fo  un- 
tutored and  ungrateful  ? 

Mrs.  Auh.  Ungrateful  !  Oh,  your  pardon,  fr  ; 
but  the  inventor  of  a  flanderous  tale  is  fcarce 
more  criminal  than  he  who  wantonly  believes  it ; 
for  calumny  would  perifh  in  its  birth,  but  iV.'.  a 
credulous,  misjudging  world  rufh  forth  to  hail  and 
to  mature  it. 

Major.  Why,  that's  very  true,  indeed. 

Mrs.  Auh.  Judge  for  yourfelf  then,  fir, 'and  oft 
you'll  find  that  from  fome  random  and  unmeaning 
caufc,  vice  gains  that  credit  which  virtue  would 
for  ever  lofe,  but  for  its  own  fuperior  triumph, 

x  ,  Major. 
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Major,  True  again  :  for  ivhilft  our  old  colonel 
was  never  accufed  of  inebriety,  though  his  face  ftas 
the  herald  of  three  bottles^  a  day;  yet,  becaufe  I 
once  in  my  life  quaffed  too  much  port,  the  whole 
regiment  raifed  the  cry  of tc  mad-dog/'  and  I  was 
nick-named  Major  Blackftrap  ever  after.  So  let 
pie  inveiligate — — -  .• 

Mrs.  Aub.  Oh,  I  will  fly—  * 

Mifs  Stoic.  Hold  !  (he  treads  not  on  this  hal- 
lowed ground  !  And  for  you,' brother,  dare  to  dis- 
pute my  word  ;  and  on  fuch  poor,  fufpicious  evi- 
dence as  her's. 

Mrs.  Aub.  (with  pride)  Madam  ! 

Mifs  Stoic.  Aye  :  whence  came  you  ?  What's 
your  myfterious  flory  ?     Why  conceal I 

Mrs.  Aub.  Conceal!    'Tis  known  that  years  ago  j 

I  came  as  governefs  tot  Mrs.  Lorimer,  and  on  her 
death  was  her  fucceflbr.  What  more  (hould  I 
reveal-  ? 

Mifs  Stoic.  Only  why,  in  frantic  grief  you  have 
fo  often  proclaimed  yourfelf  a  guilty  wretch  ;  aye, 
and  at  Olivia's  lights  have  bid  her  (bun  you  as  a 
peflilence,  a  fiend — (Mrs.  Aubrey  Jhews  great  agi- 
tation)— Deny  it  not. 

Major.  How  !  Is  this  true  ?, 

Mrs.  Aub.  No — yes  :  pity  me,  fpare  me ;  but, 
for  prote&ing  her— thus  let  me  kneel  and   blefs   v 
you ! 

Major.  What!  '  v 

Mrs.  Aub.  She  has  no  faults,  nor  have  I  one  to 

,her.     Oh  yes,  I  have — but  not  as  monitrefs  ;  for, 

fchooled  myfclf  in  error,  I  would  have  rather  died 

a  thoufand  deaths  than  not  have  profited  by  fuch 

-  pxample,  and  taught  Olivia  gratitude  and  truth. 

Major,  Enough — you  have  confirmed  my  lifter's 
ftory  ;  guilty  yourfelf,  you  have  corrupted  her, 
$04  Tye  for  eyer  loft — Go,  leave  me  ! 

Mifs 
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-  Mifs  Stoic.  Stay — I  infift  Olivia  is  removed  to* 
night. 

Major.  She  (hall. 

Mrs.  Aubr.  Where  ?  not  to  Sir  Edward's  !  You 
cannot — will  not — 

(Major  points  towards  the  door) 
What!  you  perfiftJ  Weil,  let  me  go  :— But,  till 
Olivia  (hall  herfelf  confent  to  be  the  facrificc  of 
art  and  falfehood,  I  will,  alone,  be  furety  for 
her  honour — Farewel  !  once  'more  my  bleffings 
wait  you  (tyfling  his  hand)  ;  and,  did  you  know  the 
fecrct  motfves  that  direct  me — 

Major.  Relate  them  now. 

Mrs.  Auk.  Never ;  they  would  complete  Oli- 
via's ruin.  And  yet  I  hope  the  eventful  hour  will 
come,  when  a  poor  orphan,  long  from  its  kindred 
branches  torn,  (hall,  in  defiance  of  the  withering 
ftorm,  ftill  grow  and  flourilh  in  its  native  foil. 

{Exit. 

Major.  Now  this  IT  call  a  very  odd  woman — a 
very  odd  woman  indeed  |  and  what  with  one  kind 
of  rural  felicity  and  another,  I'm  all  over  in  a  fort 
of  charming  conflagration.  Poor, girl !  poor  Olivia! 
I  fay.  lifter,  Vis  luckyl  never  faw  her. 

Mifs  Stoic.  It  is :  nor  had  you  feerv  this  artful 
governefs,  but  for  my  fenfelefs  fervant — He  knows 
that  none  of  human  form  gain  entrance  in  this  calm 
abode. 

Enter  Old  Nicholas,  hajlily. 

Nicln  Lord,  ma'am  !  I'm  fo  flurried  !  Here's  a 
fervant  from  one  Mr.  Jack  Doric,  of  Piccadilly, 
Loudon ;  and  he  iniifts  on  your  company  this 
evening  to  a  ball  at  the  hotel. 

Mifs  Stoic.  My  company  ! 

Nick.  Ay:  and  vours  alfo,  Major — here  are  the 
cards. 

Mifs  Stoic.  I  (hall    run  wild.     Brother,  go  forth 

yourfel^ 
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two  gentlemen  from  the  Victualling  Office/'  Bra- 
to  !  they  bite — and  if  they  come  in  crowds,  why, 
'tis  the  London  mode;  for,  when  the  gala  feafon 
once  fets  in,  they  flock,  like  gecfe,  and  cackle  for 
their  fupper !  Ah,  but  the  Major— What  fays 
Olivia's  benefactor ! 

Serv.  Oh,  fir  !  he  is  fo  cagei*,  and  fo  pleas'd, 
that  he  is  gone  to  the  ball-room  already.  f 

£  Exit  Servant. 

Y.  Doric  There,  George  !  what  fay  you  to  my 
iyftcm  now  ?  Had  I  gone  cringing  to  the  Major's 
door,  would  it  have  ferved  Olivia  ? — But  back'd  by 
balls,  and  fuch  a  hoft  of  guefts,  may  I  not  hope  to 
aft  him  to  a  wedding  fupper  next !  And  then,  no 
longer  will  I  fend  out  cards  of  invitation,  with  the 
words,  "  at  home  ;9\ — but,  grown  domeflic,  I 
ffcall  advertifc,  that  I  am  u  out,**  the  whole  year 
found. 

EnUr  the  Delinquent, 

Delin.  Tour  pardon,  fir;  but,  if  your  name  be 
Doric  (to  Dorville). 

Y.  Doric.  I,  fir — I  am  that  happy  gentleman. 

Delin.  One- word  in  private,  then. 

[Young  Do\it  beckons  Dorville  to  retire. 
Your  name's  familiar  to  my  memory, — and,  when 
I  read  it  on  the  card  you  fent  Sir  Edward  Spe- 
cious  

Y.  Doric.  My  card  !  what,  you're  left  out !  My 
dear  fir,  if  I  had  room,  I'd  afk  all  Europe  ;  but  at 
this  rate,  I  (han't  get  in  myfclf. 

Delin.  Sir,  y6u  miftake — feeing  your  name,  I 
merely  came  to  afk  if  you  ever  heard  of  one  Sir 
Arthur  Courcy. 

Y.  Doric.  Oh  !  is  that  all  ?  Courcy  ? 

Delhi.  Ay  ;  of  Rowland  Caftle,  in  Nprthuaw 
berland  ;  he,  who  fled  for  debt.    N 
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Y.  Doric.  Debt!  no—(conjidering) — yes — didn't 
my  uncle,  Mr.  Doric,  rebuild  the  caftle,  by   his  . 
orders  ? 

Delhi.    He  did  :  fpeak  quickly— do  you  know 
fir  Arthur's  perfon  ? 
.      Y.  Doric.  No 

Delin.  Sure  !  are  you  quite  Aire  ? 

Y.  Doric.  Quite,  or  if  I  did,  and  his  diftrels 
-proceeded  from  misfortune,  do  you  fufpedfc  that 
I'd  betray  him?  No ;  rather  I'd  invite  him  to  my 
ball,  and,  fcorning  modern  oftentatious  (hew,  re- 
vive that  antient  Englifli  hofpitality,  that  cheer'd 
the  wretched,  and  upheld  the  poor. 

Delin.  Would  you  !  I  knew  him  weh  (Jhakivg 
Young  Dorics  hand  violently). 

Y.  Doric.  Indeed ! 

Delin.    And  on  fome  future  day   perhaps 
where,  where  can  he  repay  thofc  thanks  I  offer 
now  ? 

Y.  Doric.  There— flaking  a  card  out  of  his 
pocket  J.  And,  for  yourfelf,  pray  join  us  at  the  ball, 
* — You'll  fee,  at  leaft,  one  objc6l  worth  the  feeking 
—the  lovely  Mifs  Tornado. 

Delin.  Mifs  Tornado!  What !  (having  the 
pocket-book  open  in  his  handy  to  place  the  card  in  it.) 

Y.  Doric.  Ay  :  attended  by  her  kind,  her  worthy 
governefs. 

Delin.  Worthy  !  {trembling,  and  in  his  agita- 
tion,  letting  a  letter  drop  from  his  pocket-book,  un- 
fern  by  him).  You're  deceived — (he  is  moft  guilty— 
and,  not  to  part  her  from  her  lovely  charge,  by 
any  means  however  defperate — (K  Doric  appeals) 
yet  if  (he's  innocent,  the  deed  will  drive  me  mad. 
— Oh!  that  I  were  already  Co — then  might  I  plead 
infanity  for  pardon  ;  for  none  but  madmen  would 
forfake  that  peace,  which  virtue  yields— preferve 
it — cling  to  it— fortified  with  that,  you  boaft  a 
bulwark  may  defy  the  world  !  [Exit* 
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y.  Doria  Now,  is  this  an  old  complaint,  or  fud« 
denly  brought  on  from  my  not  aiking  him  to 
fupper.  I'll  go,  and— (treads  on  letter)  Oh  ho ! 
this  may  explain,  perhaps — liften,  (reads)  '■  Where 
have  you  been  loitering  ?  I  have  kept  Major  Tor- 
nado out  of  the  way,  by  employing  him  to  provide 
fingers  at  a  great  expence  for  my  concert :  and, 
by  the  enclofed  affignment  to  you,  of  Mrs*  Au- 
brey's houfe,  you  may  keep  her  out  of  the  way, 
by  arreting  her  dire&ly  in  your  own  name,  for 
the  40A  due  for  rent.— Proceed  in  this,  whilft  I 
v  proceed  to  bear  away  her  pupil — Edward  SpecU 
ous" — So !  a  moft  lively  town— and  I  fliall  h<*ve 
ft  goodly  company.     What's  to  be  done  ? 

Dor.  What  indeed  I 

Y.  Doric.  You've  not  a  guinea  to  difchargc  the 
debt,  and  my  laft  (hilling  muft  difebarge  the  bill- 
but  come — **ere  this,  the  ball's  begun,  and  fhould 
it  crofs  Sir  Edward  in  bis  plots,  and  this  poor  tenant 
be  releas'd  from  bondage,  let  the  floor  crack  with 
crpwds  of  company — His  is  the  genuine  focial  plan, 
who  cheers  the  men  and  makes  the  women  happy* 

lExii. 


SCENE  \\\.—Ball.—Anti-Chamber.--Musu. 

Enter  Major.  Tornado. 

Major.  So! — hard  at  it  again. — The  Yorks 
and  Lancafters  have  been  drawn  out  in  regular 
line  of  battle,  and  to  decide! — Who  (hould  lead 
down  firfi>  couple  ! — They  all  called  for  the  court 
calendar,  but  that  not  having  the  honour  of  know* 
ing  any  of  them,  "  Molly  put  the  kettle  on,"  cried 
I,  and  looking  fierce,  and  banditog  out  a  Tweet, 
interefting  partner,  they  all  grounded  their  arms 
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and  trtpt  after  me,  like  fo  many  prifoners  of  war. 
But  where's  Mr*  Doric,  and,  who  the  deuce  is  be  ? 
Nobody  feems  to  know  him  ;  but,  they  fay,  that's 
nothing ;  and,  for  my  part,  I  like  this  new  ac- 
quaintance fyftem  as. well  as  any  of  them  ;  for,  if 
a  man  only  visits  friends,  egad  !  he  won't  be  alk'd 
out  twice  a  year.     (Mufic  repeated.) 

Young  Doric  is  Jim  receiving  thefalu* 
tations  of  the  company  in  the  recefs. 
That's  him  !  ahem  !  (pulling  out  bis  chit ter I'm y  &c.) 
I  muftn't  be  behind  band,  for  1*11  confult  him  on 
Sir  Edward's  concert— afk  him  for  fingers  aod 
muficiaris. 

Y.  Doric  (advancing).  Major  Tornado,  I'm 
inform'd  (talking  his  hand).  Nothing  un  plea  fen  t, 
I  hope,  has  fo  long  detained  you. 

Major.     Sir !  (bowing) 

Y.  Doric;  Detained  !  Oh  !  no — I  (laid  away  on 
purpofe.  We  never  arrive,  now,  'till  an  hour 
after  our  company 5  and  generally  go  to  another 
party  and  leave  them  ;  for,  you  don't  come  to  fee 
me,  you  know,  nor  I  to  fee  you— but,  you  come 
—you—pray,  why  do  you  come  i 

Major.  Why,  be-  upon  my  foul,  I  can 
hardly  tell  you. 

Y.  Doric.  No  !  and  therefore  to  relieve  both 
hoft  and  vifitor,  why  not  the  plan  that  I  propbfe  ? 
Why  not  thefe  great  confectioners  and  cooks,  pre* 
pare  the  company,  as  well  as  the  provisions. 

Major.     Prepare  the  company. 

Y.  Doric.  Ay ;  isn't  it  as  eafy  to  make  a  little 
Lord  as  a  large  trifle !  a  woman  of  fafhion,  as 
awhipt  fyltabub?  or  a  purfe-proud  citizen,  as 
calf s-foot  jelly  ?  And  then,  Major,  we  (hould 
have  the  beft  of  parties  on  the  beft  of  terms  ;  for 
they'd  eat  no  fupper,  talk  no>  nonfenfe,  and  be 
taken  off  with  the  fragments. 

Major. 
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Major.  You  are  the  very  man  I  want.  Sir** 
can  you  help  me  to  condudl  a  concert  ? 

Y.  Doric.     To  be  fure  I  can. 

Major.     To-morrow,  at  Sir  Edward  Speciops'8 

1boufe?    and,    between   ourfefves,    we've  not   one 

linger    yet :    but,    as    dire&or,    I'm   empowered 

to  ufe  all  thefe  bank-notes :  look  !  to  the  bed  ad-. 

vantage  (Jhewing  them). 

Y.  Doric.     And  Sir  Edward  wants  fingers  ? 

Major.     He  does  indeed ! 

Y.  Doric.  And  that's  to  pay  for  them  ?  {Major 
nods  ajfeni)  Then,  in  the  next  room  there  is  a  lady 
with  the  cleared  and  divined  tones !  but,  by  this 
letter,  which  I  found,  a  favage  landlord,  for  a  debt 
of  forty  pounds,  now  waits  to  cage  the  warbling 
bird.  Bdt  pay  the  rafcal  with  Sir  Edward's  money, 
and  he  himself  (hall,  late  or  early,  own,  that  you 
have  ufed  it  to  the  bed  advantage. 

Major.  So,  he  will. — Here,  aflc  the  lady- to 
give  her  notes,  and  thus  I  give  Sir  Edward's— 
Yet,  hold !  thig  savage  landlord  fhould  not  gain 
his  point. 

Y  Doric.  No,  he  wont :  for,  hark  ye !  he  ar- 
reft's  her  to — (whiff  ering  and  laughing) — He !  he  ! 
and,  better  dill — her  name  is  Aubrey. 

Major.     Aubrey  !  what  Aubrey  ? 

Y.  Doric.  Oh  !  be  has  heard  her  voice  before, 
but  not  to  such  a  tune  as  this— So,  whild  you 
live,  fee  company,  Major  j  for,  at  the  rate  of  forty 
pounds  a  head,  you'll  soon  grow  rich  by  hofpi- 
tality — and,  for  Sir  Edward,  tell  him,  the  next 
time  the  fchool  is  in  arrears,  he  had  bed  make 
it  help  his  education,  by  taking  it  in  leflbns, — ha ! 
ha. — You've  u(ed  his  money  to  the  bed  advantage! 
(Smacks  him  on  the  bach.)  \Exit+ 

Major.  What !  what,  Mrs.  Aubrey  ?  Surely, 
not  Olivia's  governefs !    Yet,  now  1  recoiled,  my 

fiftcr 
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fifter  faid Blefs  my  foul !  there's  no  end  to 

rural  diverfion  !  and,  haply,  whilft  parfuing  that, 
I  have  forgot  the  beft  diverfion  life  affords— that 
of  afiifting  the  unfortunate. — Poor,  poor  Olivia ! 
Zounds!  if  I'm  duped — {going) 

Olivia  appears. 
Oh  !  here's  my  partner ! — the  unknown  lady,  that 
I  danc'd  with. — Tfha  !  I've  nb  fpirits  now. 

Enter  Olivia. 

Olivia.  So  !  Pvc  found  you,  fir,  at  laft — Upon 
my  word,  a  very  truant  gentleman !  to  leave  your 
partner  ftaring  round  the  room — Pray,  fir,  do  you 
mean  to  dance  again  ? 

Major.     No,  madam  ;  I— 

Olivia.  No  !  I  wifh  you  had  told  me  fo  an 
hour  ago ;  for  I've  refufed  a  dozen  gay,  young,— t- 
but,  then,  perhaps,  they'll  never  think  of  me  again 
—and,  fomehow,  you — come,— come, — go  with 
me.  / 

'     Majqr  (turning  away).     I  cannot. 

Olivia.  Dear!  {looking  in  his  face)  How  you're 
altered ! — You  looked  as  cheerful,  and  as  plcafed— 

Major  (taking  her  hand).  Farewell !  arid,  unlike 
her  who  occupies  my  thoughts,- may  you  ne'er 
meet  a  parentis,  or  protedtor's  cold  negledt ! 

Olivia  {burjling  into  tears).  Parents!  alas!  you've 
touched  upon  the  firing  — 

Major.     In  tears !  what !  they're  no  more  ? 

Olivia.  I  know  not ;  but  he,  who  for  years 
fupplied  to  me  their  lofs, — he,  who  engrofled  my 
b  I  effing  and  my  prayers,  has  liftened  to  abafe,  ca* 
lumnious  tale,  and  caft  mc  on  the  world,  the 
wretched  orphan  that  he  found  me. 

Major.     Orphan  ! 

Olivia.  He  has!  he  has; —  but  his  part  kind- 
nefe  ftill  ruihes  on  Olivia's  memory,  and  her  over- 

c  flowing 
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flowing  heart  ( filling, ai  his  feet) "thus,  thus  poors 
forth  its  gratitude  and  love. 

Major  (trying  to  raife  &*r,).01ivia  ! — come  to  your 
prote&or's  arms!  (embracing  her) 

Olivia.     My  more  than  parent — my;bdnefa<5ior. 

Major.     My  bleflings  on  thee  ! 

Enter  immediately  from  tlte  back  feme,  Ydung  Doric 
and  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

Y  Doric.  And  mine !  and  this  wrongM  lady's 
on  you  both—<and,  henceforth,  if  !l  can  but  raife 
one  guinea  in  the  world,  Til  give  a  little  party 
to  fome  friends,  juft  for  the  chance  of  a  defiert 
like  this. 

Olivia  (flying  to  Mrs.  Aubrey).  Oh  !  Mrs.  Au- 
brey !  you,  who  have  (bared,  and  oft  outfmil'd  my 
borrows,  does  this  (kiffing  the  Major  s  handy  does 
this  repay  you  ? 

Mrs.  Aubrey.  Moil  ariply ;  and  now,  if  we 
are  doomed  to  part— 

Major.  Part !  (hew  me  who  dare  propofe  it. 
Shew  me  another  villain  like  Sir  Edward 

Y.  Doric.  And  Til  pay  him  with  his  own  bank- 
notes— Major,  the  debt's  difcharged. 

Major.  Well,  well ;  of  him  I  think  not — let 
us  this  inflant  to  the  Hermitage ;  for  I  am  fure  my 
fitter  is  as  much  impofed  on  as  myfelf ;  and  her 
iecluded  life  pleads  fome  excufe ;  but  I — I  to 
quarrel,  and  offend — 'tis  the  air,  'tis  the  country 
air — I've  caught  the  breezes  of  the  Yotks  and  Lan- 
caftcrs,  and  they  have  blown  metop-fide  down- 
But  here's  my  haven  and  my  hope— come,  come ! 
Mrs.  Aubrey  {curtjying  to  Y.  Doric).  Sir,  I've 
to  thank  you  for  your  kind nefs. 

Olivia  (curtjying).    And  I  once  more,  fir.— 

Y.  Doric.  And  I'm  fure  I've  to  thank  you,  la- 
dies*; for  never  felt  I  rapture  like  the  prefent ; 

{ladies 
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{ladies  and  gentlemen  crofs  the  ftage)  and  fince  the 
trade's  fo  pleafant  and  productive,  fhould  I  again 
turn  dealer  in  fuch  merchandize-— -(points  to  balU 
room). 

Major.    Oh  1  we'll,  we'll  be  your  cuftomers. 

Y.  Doric.  Indeed !  then  Til  this  moipent  to 
my  guefts,  and  boldly  alk  them  to  a  concert  next. 
—To-morrow,  Major,  i^e'll  oppofe  Sir  Edward ; 
and  if  you'll  join  in  the  direction,  his  fhall  con- 
clude in  a  difcordant  folo. 

fy[ajor+ Oarsin  full  chorus  of  harmonious  joy. 

[.Exetmt* 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  l.—Outfde  of  the  Hermitage. 

Enter  Miss  Stoic  and 'Nicholas from  Hermitage. 
Mifs  Stoic. 

DOLT!    dotard!  to    fend  away  Sir  Edward 
Specious*  fervant — Go— call  him  back  di- 
re&ly. 

Nich.  Lord,  ma'am,  what  can  I  do  ?  You  abufe* 
me  for  admitting  Mrs.  Aubrey  in  the  morning, 
'  and  then  the  major  brings  her  home  at  night. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Ay  j  and  Olivia  with  her ;  and 
therefore  Sir  Edward  is  the  very  perfon  I  would 
hear  from.     Away !  [Exit  Nicholas. 

Olivia's  innocence  confirm'd,  I  cannot  turn  her 
from  my  door,  but,  like  my  brother,  muft  con- 
fers I've  been  impos'd  on  by  a  flanderous  world ! 

Re-enter  Nicholas,  with  Sir  Edwarb's  Servant. 

.Ser.  From  sir  Edward  Specious,  Madam,  (giv- 
ing her  a  letter.) 

Mifs  Stoic.  Now,  then!  (reads)  "  As  I  muft  rtot 
have  the  pleafure  of  feeing  you,  owing  to  your 
folitary  life,  I  write  to  fay,  I  have  been  deprived 
of  Mifs  Olivia's, hand  and  heart  by  the  malignity 
of  her  artful  Governefs;  but  with  your  kind  af- 
fiftance,  I  Hill  hope  to  call  her  Lady  Specious."— 
With  my  affiftancc!  Oh!  I  underihnd — and  he 
{han't  want  an  opportunity — I'll  fend  an  anfwer 
in  an  hour,  and  till  then,  let  calm  philofophy  com- 
pofe  his  mind ;  (Exit  Servant)  for,  as  the  antient 
Bard  expreffes  it,  "  Man's  but  a  vapour,  and  full 
of  ^oes— juft  cuts  a  caper,  and  down  he  goes." 

[  Enter> 
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Enter,  bajiily^from  the  Houfe,  Major  Tornado, 

Major.  Help,  Sifter!  help  to  relieve  the  garri- 
fon,  or  it  will  furrender  at  discretion;  for  there's 
Olivia  has  been  ftorming  it  with  fuch  a.volley  of 
interrogatories, 

Mifs  Stoic.  What  interrogatories  ? 

Major.  Why, poor  girl!  fuch  as,  Why  I  adopted 
her  without  feeing  her — why  I  concealed  from  her 
her  parents'  names — and  I  can't  ftand  it — I  can 
inarch  up,likeahero,to  the  mouth  of  a  lighted  can- 
non, but  the  voice  of  a  fupplicating  woman ! — Do 
you  know,  becaufe  I  named  Lord  Danvers  with 
unufual  feeling,  fhe  (hatched  his  picture  from  me* 
.  Mifs  Stoic.  Lord  Danvers'  picture? 

Major.  Ay  :  and  fhe  put  it  round  her  neck,  and 
I  can't  get  it  back  again  j  but  I  hope — Zounds!  I 
don't,  know  what  I  hope. — Sifter,  befriend  me,  tell 
her  at  once  my  facred  promife  to  Lord  Danvers. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Your  facred  promife ! 

Major.  Ay :  to  her  former  benefa&or — to  that 
gallant  friend,  who,  wounded  in  his  country's 
caufe,  and  dying  upon  India's  plains,  implored  me 
to  proted  his  infant  charge — "  Take  her/' he  cried, 
"  and,  to  fecure  her  from  her  parents'  power, 
fwear  never  to  reveal  their  names,  but  call  her 
by  your  own!"  I  preffed  his  hand  in  token  of 
compliance;  he  told  me  more  of  the  difaftrous 
tale,  and,  bleffing  me,  expired — Impart  tbjis  much, 
and  pity  for  us  both  will  teach  her  tQ  be  filent. 

Mifs  Stoic.  And  if  pity  don't,  pfiijofophy  will ; 
for  fhe  fhall  copy  my  fuperior  mind,  and  fmile  at 
this  world's  vain  purfuits.     — Brother,  'tis  done. 

Major.  Thanks,  thanks ! — Be  careful  though, 
hjnt  not  Lord  Danvers  was  her  grandfather,  but 

fay 


3$'  THJf  DBXiiHQtfENT  : 

fay  that  he  adopted  her,  like  me,  from  motives  of 
humanity. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Think  you  HI  help  her  to  unfold  the 
paines  of  patents  trift)  fo  wronged  her  ?  No ;  I 
have  hitherto,  myfelf,  negle&ed  her,*  andtherefore~ 
fhall  atone  by  tender,  fifterly  and  philanthropic 
pare. 

Major.  What  a  pair  of  treafures!  (kijftngher 
hand)  '  -  PExit  Mifs  Stoic. 

Blefe  my  foul!  Fm  fo  agitated,  and  fo  happy — HI  * 
build  my  cottage  this  moment' — PU  tufrn  country 

gentleman  for  life,  and,  with  dear  Olivia,  a 
ufband  for  her  like  Mr.  Doric,  a  young  family,* 
a  pack  of  hounds — Yorks,  Lancafters,  and  a  large 
farm  in  piy  own  hands,  HI  bring  rural  ta&ics  to 
fuch  perfe&ion,  that  retired  brother-officers  fball 
fay;  Gibraltar  befieg'd  is  dull  to  my  modern  cottage. 
&. Doric,  (withoift)  Very  glad  to  fee  you  indeed,' 
old  boy — and  that's  the  houfe  of  the  old  Her- 
mitefs j  is  it  ? 

Major.  How  now !  old  Herotitefs !  More  agita- 
tion !  oh  ho !  (retires) 

Enter  Old  Doric  and  Tradelov*. 

Tradel.  Your  hand  again,  old  fchoolfellow! 
"What,  fo  yoix  came  here  for  amufement,  I  fop- 
pofe? 

0.  Doric.  Quite  the  contrary — came  on  bufi-> 
riefs— call'd  fuddenly  from  London  to  Somerfet- 
fhire— piet  Bob  Smalltalk  at  Briftol — know  Bob 
Smalltalk  of  your  tdwn  ?  Got  into  goffip — told 
xfte  of  all  yont  new  building-jobs — pew  towri-hall, 
bridge,  family-feats — fo  being  only  forty  miles  off, 
r6de  poft-hafte  on  fpeicuhtion,  and,  except  horfe 
bolting  after  fox-chafe,  and  pitching  me  from  one 
c&unty  to  another 

Tradel:  Indeed!— why  We!  werfe  you  niueh 
hurt?  - 

P.  Diric. 
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O.  Doric.  No;  quite  the  contrary.  And,  now 
I'm  here,  mean  to  take  one  George  Dorville  by 
furprife;  and,  over  a  bottle,  thank  him  for  the  ac- 
count of  Jack's  reformation,  (producing  a  letter) 
Harkye,  another  Inigp  Jones— going  to  town  to 
turn  active  partner — and  would  fooner — but  bad 

company miftook,  and  went  to  weft  end  & 

town ;  when,  notorious  now,  fafhionable  peojdk 
all  come  into  the  city. 

Tradel.  What!  to  pay  money  into  their  bank- 
ers' hands? 

O.  Doric.  Quite  the  contrary;  to  borrow  money 
of  their  bankers — and  where  one  ftnait  equipage 
jogs  down -St.  JamesVftreet,  twenty  rattle  up 
Ludgate-hill — But  time's  precious ;  muft  make  in«i 
tereft  'gainft  my  rival  architects — fo,  mum! — firft 
canvafs  Nick's  old  fweetheart  here; 

Major,  (behind)  Nick's  old  fweetheart!     . 

O.  Doric.  And  mine  alfo,  ha!  ha!  We  wtfre  th$ 
honest  men  long  Searched  for  in  the  dark  by  old 
Diogenes  the  fecond; 

Major,  (advancing)  Sir,  anfwer  me — Who 
the  devil  do  you  call  old  Diogenes  the  fecond? 

0.  Dorit.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir? 

Major.  Every  thing,  fir :  and  I  infill  you  own* 
this  lady's  hatred  to  the  world  proceeded  folely 
from  her  hatred  to  its  vices  {pointing  to  the  Her* 
mitage.) 

O.  Doric.  No:  quite  the- contrary. 

Major.  What! 

O.Doric.  Why,  don^t  I  know?  Didn't  fke 
Write  red-hot  love-verfes  in  the  newfpapers,  under 
the  fignature  of  Laura  Seraphma  ;  and  didn't  my 
friend,  Ned  Nick,  the  attorney,  anfwer  thetn  by 
the  name  of  Rolando  Furiofo  ?  And  didn't  thtf 
prefs  groan  for  months  with  "  Feelings  amaran- 
thine !  Cjiains  adamantine !  and  bleeding  hearts 
panting?" 

Major. 


40  .  THX  DELINQUENT  I 

Major-  What  then,  fir  ? 

0,  Doric.  Why,  then  didn't  Furiofo,  that  is," 
Nick,  the  lawyer,  work  himfelf  into  fuch  a  real 
paflion  for  his  unknown  Seraphina,  that  is,  Do- 
rothy, the  fpinfter,r— that,  after  chafing  the  incog- 
nita through  fylvan  vallies,  and  thro*  flowery 
meads,  he  at  laft  found  her  in  the  dark  alcoves 
of  Crutched  Friars  ;  and,  alas  !  inftead  of  the  ro- 
feate  youth,  and  dazzling  fmiles  the  glowing  poet 
fancied,  he  faw  fuch  wrinkles,  and  fuch  wizen 

looks,  that,  to  confole  his  heart's  despair,  he- 

Major.  He  what,  fir  ? 

0.  Doric.  Why,  he  charg'd  her  6s.  and  8d.  for 
every  ftanza,  and  fent  Seraphina  a  bill  of  cofts,  as 
long  as  his  own  face  !  and  then  I  went  between 
fem,  as  their  modern,  mutual  friend — and  being, 
as  you  fee,  a  fort  of  lady's  man,  ftie  forced  me  to 
rejeft  her  too,  and  then,  like  all  philofophers,  (he 
left  the  world,  becaufe  the  world  left  her  ;  hut  I 
can  make  her  think  it  ftill  a  paradife — and  the 
reward  I  afk — hark  ye!  (pulling  Majot  towards  him} 
is  to  be  architect  to  her  old  fiery,  bully-loving 
brother. 

Major.  What  old  fiery,  bully-loving 

.  0.  Doric.  Why,  he  from  India ;  and  he  muft 
comply;  for  the  poor  nabob's  Seraphina's  pi- 
geon. 

Major.  Very  likely,  (jutting  on  his  hat  ^fiercely). 
But  he's  hot  your's — a   fiery,  bully-loving — r»  . 
dare  you,  to  my /ace,  repeat  that  ? 

0.  Doric*  No  j  quite  the  contrary,  (in  great 
alarm) 

Major.  'Tis  well ;  and  I'll  this  moment  to  my 
fitter  ;  not  to  diftrefs,  but  to  amufe  her  with  your 
vanity;  for  if  fhe  ever  deign'd  even  to  look — 
pooh!  ftick  to  your  trade — raife  houfes  upon  terra 
ftrma,  and  don't  build  caftles  in  the  air ;  for,  tho' 
not  bullying,  as  you  fuppofe,  I  prize  my  fitter's 
•••*...        .  •  honour 
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honour  as  my  own,  and  carry  arms  for  you  and 
Furiofo.  [Exit  into  Hermitage. 

O.  Doric.  What!  refleft  on  my  profeffionl 
ftop— come  back ! 

TradeL  Nay,  now,  'tis  but  a  paltry  cottage,  and 
you  are  lofing  better  jobs.  Come,  I  have  one  in, 
view  for  you  myfelf. 

O.  Doric.  Indeed ! 

TradeL  Ay  :  with  a  man  of  real  confequence. 
I  cannot  exa&ly  recollect  his  name, — he  gave  a 
fumptuous  ball  laft  night,  and  all  are  pufhing  for 
his  cuftom.  I've  got  it  for  myfelf  already,  and 
now,  I'll  kindly  fpeak  a  word  for  you.  / 

O.  Doric.  Will  you  ?  that's  noble !  lead  on— 
and,  for  yon  fwaggerer's  bafe  reflections — zounds! 
let  him  be  told,  'tisn't  the  occupation  makes  the 
man,  it  is  the  man  makes  the  occupation.  And, 
iji  this  great  commercial  land,  an  honeft  trades- 
man, who  can  pay  his  way;  may  ftrut  with  any 
nabob  in  the  world.  So,  if  you  think  I  am  afraid 
-r-pooh !  quite  the  contrary,  (putting  on  his  hat) 

\ExeunU 


SCENE  II. — A  room  in  Sir  Edward  Specious** 
houfe. 

Enter,  the  Delinquent. 

Delin.  'Sdeath  !  I  grow  weary  of  his  villainy ; 
It  is  not  further  to  be  borne ;  for,  whilft  thus  con- 
ftantly  employed  in  covering  his  detefted  crimes, 
perhaps  the  object  that  I  feek  calls  loudly  for  pro- 
tection; and,  aefperate  as  I  am,  would  I  not  rather 
fuccour  than  opprefs,  even  my  deadlieft  foe  ?  but 
one,  who's  twined  around  my  heart — Oh !  let  me . 
burft  my  ignominious  chains,  and  fly  from  this 

ciifgracefui 

1  Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Edward  Specious  bq/lily. 

.  Sir  Edw.   So  ; — this    is    fortunate  [—partake, 
partake  my  triumph  !  for,  fpite  of  all  their  paltry: 
arts,  the  faithlefe  fair  is  in  my  power. 
.  Delin.  Indeed!  (furlily.) 

Sir  Edw.  Ay :  the  lady  fhe.refides  with  xneansr 
to-night,  to  take  her  to  a  concert, — and,,  mark- 
not  only  on  the  road,  will  leave  her  to  your 
care — 

Delin.  Mine! 

Sir  Edw.  Ay :  but  fo  confine  this  hated  gover- 
nefs  by  ftratagem  and  art,  that,  bear  her  pupil  butt 
en  board  my  yacht, 

Delin.  Never !  '  ~ 

Sir  Edw.  How  !  dare  you  ?— 

Delin.  I  dare^—when  firft,  abroad,  I  anfwered 
for  your  faults,  they  were  the  offspring  of  gay,, 
giddy  youth  ;  and  ftill  the  noble  name  of  gentle-' 
man  was  not  quite  loft  in  your  purfuits ;  but 
when,  to  gratify  licentious  paffion,  you'd  doom- 
one  virtuous  woman  to  confinement,  and  force 
another  to  defpair  and  infamy,  you  wrong,  with- 
out redrefs^  that  fex,  which  man  but  lives  to  love 
and  to-proteft* 

Sir  Edw.  Wretch !  traitor  I  muft  I  remind  you 
who  you  are  ? 

Delin.  No;  tell  me  who  I  was* 

Sir  Edit?.  I  will ;  for  it  will  gall  you  to  refleft, 
that  you,  the  proud  Sir  Arthur  Courcy,  of  Nor- 
thumberland, famed  for  his  landed  and  com- 
mercial rank,  implored  my  father  to  become  his 
bail,  and  meanly  left  him  todifcharge  the  debt. 

Delin.  Ha! 

Sir  Edw.  {holding  Delin.}  And  after  that,  when 
this  Sir  Arthur's  bankruptcy  enfued,  dared  he  ap- 
pear to  his  commission!  no;  he  fled' the  king- 
dom—  and  now,  as   outlaw  — ay,  a$  outlaw* 

may 
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may  b£  tried  for  crimes,  mod  flagrant  aiu)  felo- 
nious. 

jD*/m.  Peace !  or,  by  heaven  !-*— 

Sir  Edw.  Nay,  more, — this  outlaw  fpreadfiich 
defolation  round,  that  many  a  pe&fant's  cheerful 
Home  was  changed  to  drear  Imprifonmcnt ;  and 
his  own  family  befide— — 

Delin.  (breaking from  him)  Nay  take  my  life, 
for  every  word's  a  dagger  to  that  heart,  that  ftiH 
could  prove  its  motives  were  not  evil ;  but  that 
it  boldly  has  involved  itfelf,  not  Ikulk'd,  like  you, 
beneath  another's  name.  , 

Sir  Edw.  'Tis  well,  fir ;  but  there  was  a  time 
when  you'd  have  own'd  yourfelf  obliged 

Delin.  Knelt!  proud  Sir  Arthur  would  have 
knelt !  and  rifen  prouder  from  the  grateful  pof- 
ture;  but  when  you  trample  on  a  worm,  re- 
member it  had  feelings — haply  tender  as.yomr 
own. 

Sir  Edw,  Well,  well,  perhaps  I  was  too  warm  ; 
forget  what's  paft,  and  fome  more  defperate  agent 
Hull  be  found. 

Delin.  What !  you're  refolved! 

Sir  Edw*  I  am !  and  had  you  granted  this,  my 
laft  requeft,  it  might  have  led  e'en  to  reverfing  o£ 
your  outlawry ;  For  all  -thofe  bonds  my  father 
purchafed,  from  revenge,  had  been  returned  into 
your  hands,  and  freedom  thus  reftored,  you 
might  indeed  regain  the  noble  height  from 
whence  you  fell. 

Delin.  What!  freedom? 

SirEdw,  Ay:  and  expeft,  befides,  another 
bright  reward:  the  lovely  prize  but  once  on  board 
the  veflel,  we'll  fail  dire&ly  for  Northumberland. 

Delin.  Northumberland! 

Sir  Edw.  Yes;  to  that  very  fpot,  where,  beyond 
doubt,  the  tender  treafure  that  you  feek,  now 
claims  the  pity  you  fo  wifh  to  prove. 
*  >  Delin* 
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Delirt.  (having  Jhewn  much  joy  during  the  pre* 
ceding  fpeeth)  Will  you  ?  I  am  no  longer  mafter  of 
myfeli— nature,  refifHefs  nature  mounts  within 
toy  foul,  and,  like  a  whirlwind,  hurries  me  to  ac- 
tion.— The  time, — the  place  ■■■  ■ 

Sir  Edw*  There — this  letter  will  explain  (giving 
him  letter)  no  more — away  ! 

DeVm.  Aht  to  my  native  fliore,— to  liberty, 
to  life !  (ruJJies  out.) 

Sir  E$w.  Within  there ! 

Enter  Servant, 

,Serv.  Where  is  the  mafter  of  my  yacht  ? 

Serv.  Tom  Tackle,  Sir  ?  Oh  !  he's  below  in  the 
hall,  Sir. 

Sir  Edw.  Pll  come  to  him,  [_Exit  Servant. 

Pride — love — revenge  !—  all,  all  will  triumph 
now!  [Exit. 

'SCENE  III— Outftde  of  the  Hotel, 

Enter  Doryille  from  the  Hotel* 

Dorv.  Not  yet  returned !  Surely  no  creditor  has 
come  from  town  and  fuddenly  arretted  him. 
Plague  on't !  if  there  has — now,  at  the  moment 
when  this  letter  from  his  uncle  gives  hopes  of 
lading  happinefs  and  wealth.  Well,  well,  Pll  feek 
and  fliew  him — Oh,  he's  here;  and^  as  I  feared— » 
-  by  heaven !  two  bailiffs  with  him ! 

Enter  Young.  Doric,  followed  hy  two  Ptrfons. 

So,  you're  at  lad  rewarded  as  you  ought. 

T.  Doric.  Yes,  I  am,  exaftly ;  for  this  gentleman, 
an  aftive,  enterpriiing  upholfterer  (Uphol/terer  bows 

very 
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very  tow)  has  almoft  forced  me  to  take  a  rea'dy  bur 
niflied  villa  of  his  about  a  mile  off.  And  this  gen- 
tleman, a  fmart  advertifing  wine-merchant  ( Wine- 
Melxbant .  bows  alfb)  a&ually  infifts  on  flocking  it 
with  his  own  beft  port  and  Madeira ;  and  'tis  no 
fault  of  mine,for,  as  I  faid  before,  upon  my  honour, 
gentlemen,  I  doubt  very  much  whether  I  can  pay 
you. 

Wine  Mercb.  Oh,  we  know  who  we're  trufting ! 
One  who  is  vifited  by  all  the  town. 

Upbol/i.  So  noticed,  fo  refpefted— and  by  fuch 

folid  and  fubftantial — Do,  pray  indulge  us ;  fay 

'tis  a  bargain,  and  we'll  fly  to  execute  your  orders. 

T.  Doric.  Well :  fince  I  muft  indulge  you — fly, 

fly,  my  fine  fellows ! 

Upholjh.  Enough  : — And  we  ftiall  ever  feel  fo 
much  indebted  to  your  kindnefs.   {Bowing  both 
.  very  low) 

T.  Doric*  (returning  the  bow)  Not  more  than  I 
fhall  feel  indebted  to  you,  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  Wine- Merchant  and  Upholjterer* 
And  for  the  fair,  induftrious  tradefman's  lake,  I  am 
glad  that  you.  are  match'd ;  for  'tis  fuch  pufhing 
and  high-priced  extortioners  that  injure  credit, 
and  make  fwindling  fiourifh. 

Dorv.  It  is;  but  they  are  right  in  their  furmifes 
now ;    for,  by  this   friendly  letter    from   your 

partner 

T.  Doric.  My  uncle !  What,  from  honeft  old 
Toby !  and  to  you  ]  Oh, let  me  readl  — "  Dear  Mr. 
Dorville,inanfwer  toyourpleafing  account  of  Jack's 
reformation,  clofe  fludy  of  archite&ure,  and  being 
now  on  the  road  to  London,  to  take  part  as  adtive 
partner" — Oh,  you  dear,  friendly,  lying,  corref- 
pondent ! — CA1  heartily  thank  you,  and  as  I  cou'dn't 
fay  more,  if  I  were  to  write  volumes,  Your  s, 
Toby  Doric.  P.  S.  Hope  Jack  will  be  in  town, 
to-night,  being  fuddenly  called  on  a  building  job  to 

Briftol." 
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Briftol/'  So,  by  this  letter,  I  am  now  in  London 
— and  I  am  here,  furrounded  by  a  wholp  town,  all 
dreffing  for  my  concert* 

Dorv*  I  know;  but  if  I  write  that  you're  de- 
tained* from  over  ftudy  and  fatigue — 

Y.  Doric.  Do:  write  this  inftant;  for,  back'd  by 
him,  Olivia  may  be  mine!  And  then  commence 
your  book  of  travels— you'll  knock  up  old  Mun~ 
chaufep. 

{Exit  Dorville  into  hm. 
Oh !  ever  credulous  and  complying  uncle  !  let  ine 
but  coax  you  to  a  trifling  fettlement,  only  a  paltry 
twenty  thoufand  to  begin  with — Oh  !  (kiffing 
the  letter.') 

Enter  Old  Doric  and  Tradelove. 

Young  Doric's  back  is  towards  them. 

Tradelove.  That's  the  great  man — and,  at  the 
concert  that  he  gives  to-night — this  famed  Von- 
Rapidotz,  fo  puff  M  for  months  in  all  the  London 
papers. — 

O.Doric.  What!  that  great  Ruffian  fidler!  he  in 
England !  Go,  and  if  no  building  job,  get  hiin  ,to 
aflt  me  tt>  his  concert. 

Tradelove.  Mum  ! — (going  up  to  Young  Doric.) 
Sir,  my  friend  here  is  an  architect. 

T.  Doric,  (not  turning  round\  Pooh!  Pooh!  I 
havn't  time,  (turning  up  towards  the  Hotel.) 

0.  Doric.  Stop — let  me  try.  Sir,  my  name  is 
Doric,  of  the  Minories. 

T.  Doric.  What !  (much  agitated,  but  not  turning.} 

O.  Doric.  Doric  and  Nephew,  that's  the  firm— 
and  if  you  want  a  Blenheim,  Wooburn,  or  ^ 
Gaftle  Howard,  Jack  is  quite  capable,  quite,  (with 
difficulty  moves  Young  Doric  round,  who  is  trying  to 
get  away,  and  they  meet  face  to  face.)  Death  and 
fury  i  quite  the  contrary* 

T.  Doric. 
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T.  &oric.  What,  nunky !  my  dear  .fir! — (going 
U  embrace  Jbim.) 

0.  Doric.  Keep  off,  and  anfwer  me.   Is  this  your 
ftyle  of  ftudying  architecture?    And  will  thefe 
: bills  md  concerts,  and  Von  Rapidotz,  get  y op. one 
jCUftomer,  or  friend,  you  profligate  ? 

T.  Doric.  To  be  fure ;  for  don't  great  panias 
lead  to  great  connexions? 

0.  Doric.  No:  for  when,  at  your  requeft,  I  gave 
my  gala  in  the  Minories,  thofe  I  left  out  all  quiz- 
zed me,  as  "  Beau  Bricklayer;"  and  for  my 
guefts — fomelaugh'dat,  none  knewme,andnqany 
iwore  I  was  a  damn'd  bad  waiter. 

T.  Doric.  And  where's  the  wonder  ?  When,  in- 
ftead  of  chalking  the  floor,  you  painted  it ;  and  fo 
late  in  the  afternoon,  that  the  wet  oil  trlpt  up  all 
the  dancers  ;  and  when  fongs  commenced,  didn't 
you  claim  your  privilege,  as  mailer  of  the  houfe, 
and  roar  "  Lullaby  ,"  and  the  "  Beautifuf  Maid," 
'till  you  were  left  clapping  and  encoring  yourfeif  ? 

0.  Doric.  And  if  1  did,  wafh't  I,  for  a  whole 
week  after,  almoft  poifon'd  and  ftarv'd ;  for  n>y 
old  houfekeeper  wou'dn't  allow  me  a  bit  of  frefh 
meat,  'till  I  had  fairly  eat  up  every  fcrap  and  frag- 
ment.  But  we're  no  longer  partners — no,  a  lawyer 
{hall  this  inftant  draw: up  articles  of  diflblution, 
and  I'll  not  only  never  quit  you.  till  you  fign  then), 
but  fo  expofe  you  in  the  town 

T.  Doric.  Expofe  me,  fir !  Expofe  a  gentleman ! 

0.  Doric.  Ay,  there  it  is — though  born  to 
trade,  your  father  bred  you. as  a  gentleman j  and, 
to  my  mind,  we  are  all  gentlemen  and  ladies 
how ;  for  whilft  each  maid  ouUgrecians  and  out- 
attitudes  her  miftrefs,  my  milkman's  daughter, 
Mils  Gloriana  Georgiana  Chalky,  daily  rubs  out 
her  father's  fcores,  by  learning  lcores  from  Mon- 
fieur  Kickpailini — and  fo,  expect  me  with  the 
articles. 

r.  Doric. 
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T.  Doric.  Stay,  fir — one  word.  You  ufed  to 
love  me  as  a  fon  j  and  if  I  fhould  gain  trade  by 
thefe  affemblies — 

O.  Doric.  Why  then — pooh !  'tis  impoflible ! 

T.  Doric.  Nay,  join  the  concert — hear  but  this 
famous  Ruffian  play j  and  if  he  don't  tickle  them 
like  trout 

O.  Doric.  What !  he'll—  (smiling.*) 

Re-enter  Dorville  from  the  Hotel,  with  the  Letter >  . 

Dorv.  Here — here's  another  batch  of  lies— 
here's  another  tickler  for  old  Toby. 

Q.  Doric.  Hem  !  (jutting  on  his  hat.)  Quite  the 
contrary. 

[Exit. 

Dorv.  Why,  zounds !  what  brought  him  here  ? 

T.  Doric.  And,  zounds  I  what  brought  you 
here,  juft  at  the  moment? — but  I'll  be  after  him, 
and — No,  dam'me,  1  am  wanted  at  the  concert — 
fo,  follow  him,  and  make  amends — Speak  of  my. 
villa,  and  my  ftock  of  wines — prove  that  the  town 
quite  likes  to  be  deceived — fay  I  am  in  love — fay — 

Dorv.  Fear  not — I  know  the  prize  that  you 
contend  for. 

T.  Done.  Aye:  I  fay  'tis  not  rank,  or  riches, 
or  renown  j  but  more  than  all  combin'd ;  for  'tis 
fair  woman,  and  connubial  blifs j 

And  if  it  ends  in  but  a  valued  wife — 
Say  I'm  at  home,  and  architect  for  life. 

[Exeunt. 

END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  I. — An  Anti-Chamber  leading  to  Concert* 
Room. 


w 


Enter  Young  Doric,  meeting  the  Major. 

Major. 
HERE'S' this  Von  Rapidotz,fo  longextoll'd 


in  every  public  print  ?  Why,  he  has  fo  cut 
pp  Sir  Edward's  concert,  that  there's  more  fidlers 
than  company. 

T.  Doric.  And  Pm  overflowing  j  but  Mifs 
Olivia,  Major — 

Major.  Oh!, the  dear  girl;  my  filler's  grown 
fo  fond  of  her  fociety,  that  {he  can't  bear  her  from 
her  fight,  and  therefore  brings  her  in  a  chaife  her- 
felf;  and,  now,  if  you  would  know,  befide,  the 
perfon  that  Olivia's  fond  of,  come  here — I'll  whif- 
per  in  your  ear. 

T.  Doric.  'Slife!  whom,  Sir  ? 

Major.  Doric — Jack  Doric — I  told  her  you 
fhould  know  the  fecret ;  and  I  am  glad,  with  all 
my  heart ;  for  you've  fo  true  a  tafte  for  rural 
fports,  that  poets  well  may  paint  the  blefiings  of  a 
country  life,  if  all,  like  you,  thus  made  the  welkin  . 
ring  with  fong,  with  dancing,  and  with  revelry. 

T.  Doric.  Sir,  you  amaZe — tranfport — 

Major.  I  know,  and  therefore  I  will  tell  you 
more. — Prove  you  are  no  adventurous  fortune- 
hunting — your  pardon  ;  but  as  we're  total  ftran* 
gers,  and  as  9^via  has  fuffered  by  man's  perfidy 
fo  long,  pray  (taking  bis  band)  pray  excufe  me,  but 
were  you  guardian  of  fo  fweet  a  flower,  you  would 
do  much  to  IheUer^it  from  danger. 

T.  Doric.  And,  as  her  lover,  I  could  kifs  the 
d  hand 
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hand  that  raifed,  that  nourifhed,  and  would  thus 
defend  it.  Be  fatisfied — I  will  not  think  of  an 
alliance,  till  you're  convinced  that  I  deferve  it. 
,  Major.  Enough— and  now,  once  more  advance 
we  to  the  rural  warriors.  Mind  tho',  my  fiftqr 
muft  confent ;  for  'tis  my  pride  to  follow  her  ad- 
vice, in  fpite  of  Rollo  Furiofo.  (going,  returns) 
I  hope — I  truft  you'll  be  Olivia's  hufb^nd, — you 
were  her  friend  when  I  forgot  that  name,  and  if 

your  motives  be  not  worthy , 

T.  Doric.  Look,  fir,  is  this  the  countenance 

Major. No  ;  you've  thofe  open  fafcinating  fmiles, 
that  would  enliven  e'en  recruiting  officers  ;  ay,  or 
make  lawyers  chuckle  in  vacation — Ahd  fo,  I 
charge  you,  let  me  quickly  give  the  twobeft  par-  - 
ties  an  old  man  can  witncfs — a  wedding  and  a 
chriftening  dinner,  boy. 

[£*//. 
T.  Doric.  Ay ;  or  a  young  man's  either — for 
they're  fubftantial  food — Oh  !  rapturous  thought! 
Olivia  may  be  mine!  But  how!  unlefs  my  uncle 
will  relent,  I'm  the  adventurous  fortune-hunt- 
ing  

Enter  Dorville. 

Well,  George,  what  luck  ?  Did  you  o'ertake —  ? 

Dorv.  I  did  :  I  found  him  .at  the  lawyer's,  and 
he's  fo  anxious   to  diffolve  the  partnerfhip,  that 
they  are  a&ually  preparing  the  articles. 
T.  Doric.  What  I  there's  no  hope  ? 
Dorv.    None — but   the  chance  of  this  night's 
concert.     He  can  do  nothing  till  to-morrow. 
'      T.  Doric.  Right — and  if  Olivia  would  arrive — 
0.  Doric,  (without J  I  will — I  will  come  up,  I 
tell  you. 

T.  Doric.  So,  there  ends  the  battle,  at  a  knock- 
down blow— Try^  try  again— -I'll  ftand  apart* 

(Retires  upjiage. 
Enter  Old  Doric,  with  paper  in  bis  band. 
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0.  Doric.  So — all  in  grand  ftyle,  I  fee — friends, 
fidlersf  footmen,— crowds,  coronets,  conftables, 
pick-pockets,  peace-officers — and,  tell  me,  fir,  was 
I  infulted  by  my  nephew's  orders? 

Dorv.  Infulted*  fir !  by  whom? 

O.  Doric.  By  his  conftables — his  ftaff-officerfe 
from  London  ;  for*  taking  me  for  an  Old  Bailey 
acquaintance,  they  cock'd  their  eyes,  and  bawl'd 
aloud,  "  Vy,  Dicky,  you  be'nt  expefted." — "  No," 
fays  I,  "  nor  Toby  either ;  but  I  warrant  we're 
both  of  us  as  good  as  many  of  the  company" — 
and  fo  I  forced  my  way,— and  fo,  fir,  fliow  me 
to  the  concert-room,  for  Jack  {hall  fign  thefe  ar- 
ticles dire&ly. 

Dorv.  Nay,  fir,  confider — you  will  be  his  ruin. 

0.  Doric.  Well  let  him  thank  himfelf — he 
knows  he  was  my  favourite,  and,  now,  when 
building  is  the  firft  profeffion, — —  aye^  ypu  may 
ftare,  fir — but,  are  not  all  men  meafured  by  their 
houfes?  Stand  they  not  long  or  fllort  in  public 
eftimation,  according  to  the  fize  of  their  apart- 
ments? And  don't  great  rooms  make  painters, 
dentifts,  and  e'en  furgeons  great?  for,  who  will 
follow  genius  to  a  garret?  None — fo,  lead  the 
way,  and  quick!  difpatch!  for  if,  as  partner,  I 
pay  half  the  piper — i'cod!  Til  hear  fome  piping 
for  my  money.  [Exit  with  Dorville. 

T.  Doric.  Wheugh!  beat!  beat  for  ever!  and, 
at  the  very  crifis,  when,  with  his  friendly  aid,  I 
might  have  fhouted  viftory  !  Well,  well,  I  cannot 
blame  him — (Mujic  within*)  Ah!  there's  Von 
Rapidotz— Pooh !  his  famed  flouriflies  are  ufelefs 
now,  (More  mufic,  and  cries  of  "  Bravo — Bra*bif- 
Jimo"  within)  Hark!  with  what  fhouts  they  hail 
his  firft  attempt^  I'll  roufe!  I'll  profit  by  the 
found ;  for  mufio*  that  can  bend  the  knotted  oak, 
may  foften  e'en  old  Toby's  heart. 

d  2  Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Old  Doric,  with  the  Articles. 

0.  Doric*  Sign,  fign  dire&ly,  or  we  fmafh  to- 
gether— Oh!  you're  indeed  an  a&ive  partner, 
I  thought  at  moft  it  would  have  coft  five  pounds ; 
but  here  to  have  the  firft  appearance  of  a  player, 
whofe  price,  in  Rufiia,  is  two  hundred  ducats. — 

T.  Doric.  Who  fays  fo,  fir-? 

O.  Doric.  Who  ?  every  public  print :  and  'tis 
no  wonder,  for  the  whole  room  was  in  an  ecftacy, 
almoft  before  he  moved  his  elbows — Ay,  and 
when,  by  chance,  he  dropt  his  diamond  pin, 
young,  old,  lame,  fpienetick,  all  tumbled,  neck 
and  heels,  to  have  the  glory  of  replacing  it. 

T.  Doric,  '{with  exultation)  Indeed ! 

O.  Doric.  And  one,  a  travelling  gentleman, 
who  often  had  been  charmed  with  him  abroad, 
fwore  inftinft  was  his  mufic-mafter,  for  that  hi* 
father  was  a  poor  Coffack. 

r.  Doric.  That's  capital !  for  I'm  his  father  ! 

O.  Doric.  You  I 

T.  Doric.  I  made,  I  nam'd — I  praifed — him,  at 
.:••  you  heard:  and  fam'd  Von  Rapidot  is  Jack's 
own  child. 

O.  Doric.  What !  {with  ajlonijhmenu) 

T.Doric.  Mum!  he'sapooremigrantfrom  Swifler- 
land,  who,  having  nothing  to  fupport  himfelf, 
his  children,  and  his  wife,  but  fome  wild  talent  in 
the  art  of  mufic,  applied,  in  vain,  to  get  employ- 
ment— in  vain,  becaufe  he  wanted  name  and  re- 
putation— I  gave  him  every  thing — I  puff 'd  him, 
as  a  prodigy,  and  all  good-naturedly,  fo,  take  my 
.word,  that, — ha!  ha!  ha!  whjlft  one  hears  him* 
where  he  never  played,  others  huzza  before  they 
hear  at  all., 

0.  Doric,  (failing)  Zounds!  you  raoft  impu- 
dent  
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T.  Dork.  Why,  Where's  the  harm?  when  thus 
they're  in  fuchecftacy?  (pointing  to /A*  raw)  He  came 
here,  exprefs,  to  tell  me,  he  had  glorious  offers 
now,  and  fpeak  his  own,  and  his  lov'd  partner's 
joy — And,  fiiould  it  aid  my  partner — fhould  it 
but  lead  to  trade  and  to  connexion,  I  may  regain 
an  old  friend's  love,  which,  on  my  life,  I  covet 
from  my  heart;  for,  while  yon  fenfelefs  fhouts 
afford  no  blifs,  his  approbation  will  fecure  my 
own. 

0.  Dork.  It  will — it  will — (tearing  the  articles.) 

T.  Doric.  What !  you  are  jefting ! 

0.  Doric.  No  ;  quite  (tearing  on)  quite  the  con- 
trary. (Embracing  Young  Doric.)  Dam'me !  I'll 
give  another  gala  myfelf,  and  at  this  villa  Dor- 
ville  fpoke  ot ;  and  a(k  a  certain  perfon,  caHed 
Olivia — and,  name  what  fettlement  you  pleafe ; 
don't  ftand  upon  a  thoufand  pounds  or  two — a 
concert,  and  a  fupper  will  foon  fettle  that. 

T.  Doric.  Thanks — Thanks  i  and  for  my  villa, 
confider  it,  at  leaft,  as  half  your  own. 

0.  Doric.  Half!  we're  partners,  Jack — and,  as 
I  long  to  fee  it,  and  there's  that  old  fiery,  bully- 
loving  Major,  now  brandifhing  his  cane  about  the 
concert-room — come,  I'll  be  off. 

T.  Dork.  Do;  and  my  chariot,  which  now 
waits  to  take  home  vifitors,  fhali  inftantly  convey 
you — and,  when  the  concert's  over,  we'll  have  a 
quiet  fupper  by  ourfelves,  and  drink  fuccefe  to 
harmony,  Von  Rapidotz  and  trade — come! — 

Enter  DorvHle,  with  a  Servant ,  from  Concert-Room. 

Dorv.  Stay,  fir — one  word. 
T.  Doric.  I  can't — I  muft  attend  'my  uncle. 
Dorv.  What !  to  fign  articles  of  diffolution  ? 
T.  Doric.  No  :  quite  the  contrary. 

[Exit  arm  in  arm  with  Old  Doric* 
£>orv>  Bravo  J  that's  excellent — and,  William, 

fince 
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Cnce  the  Major  cannot  guefs  why  Mifs  Tornado 
is  detained  fo  long,  go  fee  if  flie  be  coming.     ' 

Will.  Lord,  fir,  there  are  fuch  crowds  of  car- 
riages and  people,  that  'tis  impoffible  to  fee,  or 
>  hear,  or — • — 

Dorix.  No  irtatter;  he  is  fo  vexed  at  her  delay, 
that  I  defire  you'll  obey  him.  [Exit  William. 

Re-enter  Young  Doric,  laughing. 

What !  what  adventure  now  ! 

V.  Doric.  Oh!  the  beft  yet— the  night's  fo  dark, 
and  there  is  fuch  confufion  'mongft  the  carriages, 
that  my  ftunn'd  uncle,  in  his  fright  and  buftle, 
feeing  the  door  of  a  brown  chariot  opefl,  coolly 
whips  in,  and,  thinking  it  is  mine,  orders  the 
coachman  to  drive  home  dire&ly. 

Dorv.  'Slife!  and  whofe  chariot  was  it  ? 

T.  Doric.  I  know  ho  more  than  he  does ;  but 
this  I  know,  the  fervants  were  fo  drunk,  that 
they  miftook  him  for  their  matter ;  for  they  all 
bow'd,  and  drove  him  off  in  ftyle — and,  let  them 
land  him  where  they  will,  be  it  a  palace,  or  a  pri- 
vate gentleman's,  he'll  fwear  it  is  his  partner's 
-villa,  and  call  for  half  of  eVery  thing  he  likes. 
But  cjome — ere  this  Olivia  is  arrived. 

Dorv.  No;  and  1  guefs  the  caufe — she  is  de- 
tained by  this  Mils  Stoic; — and, now  I  recolleft — 
what  colour  is  the  Major's  chariot? — don't  it  re- 
femble  your's  ? 

T.  Doric.  It  does ;  and  fliould  they  drive  him  to 
the  Hermitage! — Mum!  we'll  afkdire&ly — and* 
as  'tis  clear  flie'd  part  me  from  Olivia,  may  honeft 
Toby  take  her  houfe  for  mine  !  for  he's  fo  hafty, 
and  fo  obftinate,  that  fliould  they  charge  him  to 
decamp,  1  fhou'dn't  wonder  if  he  charged  her  too, 
and  boldly  march'd  the  hermit  to  the  round- 
houfe.  N  '   [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  U.—Infide  of  the  Hermitage. 

Enter  Nicholas,  drunk^with  a  Tankard. 

Nich.  So !  fuccefs  to  folitude !  for  the  Major's 
gone  to  the  concert,  and  Miftrefs  and  Mifs  Olivia 
are  gone— and  Mrs.  Aubrey ; — no,  {he's  not  gone, 
becaufe  (he's  locked  up  in  that  Sanctum  Sancto- 
rum there.  I  believe  fofnehow,  I'm  gone,  (loud 
knocking.)  Now,  for  a  guinea,  that's  the  Major  in 
his  chariot  (going  towards  door).  They  fay  that  too 
much  ale,  (jointing  towards  tankard)  makes  one  fee 
double ;  but,  faith,  for  my  part,  I  can't  fee  at  all — 
yes,  I  can ;  (looking  out)  I  fee,  'tis  the  Major. 

Enter  Old  Doric, 

Oh !  your  honour !  (bowing  arid  reeling.^) 

0.  Doric.  What !  you're  as  fober  as  the  reft, 
Why,  zounds !  they  reel'd  Jack's  chariot  thro'  the 
air;  but,  pheugh !  (puffing  himself)  I'm  fafe  at 
home  at  laft — and,  as  i  live,  (looking  round)  our 
villa  is  a  pretty  partnerfhip  concern — fo  fnug — 
fo  tafty.  Supper,  Sirrah!  (very  loud  find  autho- 
ritatively?) 

Nich.  Supper !  Why,  Major ! 

O.  Doric.  Major  !  begone ! 

{Exit  Nicholas. 

The  Coachman  call'd  me  Major  too :  but  'tis 
their  drunken  folly — And,  now  as  fenior  Co.  to 
pop  on  the  beft  chamber,  and  beft  bed,  (going  to 
the  door)  Why  this  door's  lock'd — and,  as  it 
feems,  infide,  (looks  through  the  keyhole)  What !  a 
white  petticoat !  Oh,  Jack !  now,  is  this  fair,  and 
equal  by  your  partner  ?  But  I'll  be  quits  with  you, 
for,  as  I'm  firft,  and  this,  perchance,  may  prove 

.    the 
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the  key,  (taking  it  from  the  wall)  I'll  have  my  fhare. 
(opeps  the  door.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

Madam,  (btnoing)  you're  welcome  to  our  villa, 
(failing  and  putting  up  his  chitterlin). 

Mrs.  Aub.  Your  villa !  no  poor  evafion,  fir— 7 
Where  is  the  owner  of  this  mifcalled  Hermitage  ? 
who  lured  me  to  that  fecret  room,  and  then,  un- 
known to  me,  fecured  the  door. 
•  O.  Doric.  Hermitage!  (alarmed  and  looking  about) 

Mrsi  Aub.  Aye,  where  is  the  artful  Miss  Stoic  ? 
But,  to  my  joy,  Major  Tornado  comes — and  in 
fo  right  a  caufe 

O.  Doric.  Major!  what,  that  old  fiery,  bully., 
loving — (looks  out)  oh !  ho !  talk  of  the  right 
caufe,  dam'me,  I'm  in  the  wrong  box,  and  that 
rafcal,  Jack,  has  fhoved  me  in  the  lion's  den,  with* 
out  a  partner  to  fhare  half  the  mawling. 

Miss  Stoic  (without.)  Nay,  brother,  'twas  your 
fottifh  feryant's  fault. 

Major  (without).  S'blood !  fifter,  I'll  play  the 
flevil. 

•*£,      0.  Doric.    There !  he'll  play  the  devil !   Not 
that  I  am  afraid  of  a  whole  troop  of  Majors., 
Major  (without).  Granted ! 
Of  Doric  Oh,  lord;  he's  here  ! 

[Exit  hqjiily  into  door  in  backfcene* 

Enter  Major  Tornado  and  Mils  Stoic. 

Major.  Granted — 'tis  no  fault  of  your's,  fi£ 
ter1;  and  Olivia  is  by  this  time  fafe  at  the  con- 
cert; but,  much  as  I'm  prepar'd  for  rural  fports, 
to  rnife  her,  and  to  mifs  my  chariot ;  and  after 
walking  home  thro' rain  and  dirt,  to  find  my  fer- 
vants  all  laid  flat  with  that  arcadian  leveller 
tailed  ale- — ■ — 
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-   Mrs.Aub.  Where  is Olivia,  Sir? 

Mifs  Stoic  (qfide,  and  much  agitated)  How ! 

Major.  Why,  more  ruftic  biifs !  Mrs.  Aubrey ! 
the  chaife  was  fra&ured  in  a  chryftal  ftream 

Mrs.  Aubrey.  Til  not  believe  it— no ;  why  was 
I  made  a  prifoner,  madam  ?  why  thus  confined— 

Mifs  Stoic.  Confined!  brother,  'tis  well  philo- 
fophy  has  fteel'd  my  mind.    ' 

Mrs.  Aubrey.  Philofophy !  oh !  when  ks  fourcc 
is  virtue  and  ftrong  fenfe,  no  fyftem  is  more  noble; 
but  made  the  veil  for  worldly  and  ambitious  views, 
.  'tis  a  perverted  term,  and  tho'  it  preach  in  faint* 
like  language,  it  means,  or  leads  to  danger  and 
deftru&ion. 

Major.  Nay,  when  the  world's  fo  guilty,  is  there 
no  merit  in  avoiding  it  ? 

Mrs.  Aubrey.  No  j  for  if  it  be  as  mifanthropes 
-defcribe,  let  them  remain,  and  help  to  correct  its 
guilt,  nor  cowardly  forfake  what  true  philofophy 
might  vanquifh  ;  but  'tis  in  vain — I  fee  flie  tri- 
umphs, where  I  hoped  to  pleafe ;  and  fince  my 
heart  forebodes  new  danger  to  Olivia,  alone,  once 
more  I'll  fuccour  and  protect  her. 

Mifs  Stoic.  Protect !  brother,  they're  leagued  tgfsv 
rob  me  of  your  friendfhip ;  and  this  falle  ftory  oP  * 
confinement  well  correfponds  with  their  afibciate's 
tale  of  love,  refpeft  and  Seraphina* 

Major.  Affociate!   he!  that   old  builder,  who 

{hall  find  1  am  the  real  Rollo  Furiofo  (/baking  bis 

flick).  Madam,  my  filler's  honour  (notfe  within  of 

fometbing  falling)  why,  what's  that  noife,  and  in 

your  fan&um  fanctorum  ?  Oh  ho !  {going  baflily 

towards  the  door.) 

Mifs  Stoic.  Hold!  dare  not  approach  that.hal. 
lowed  ground,  (holding  Major.) 

Major.  Zounds!  I  vtiWmxirdtT— (breaking  from 
ker7  and  getting  near  the  door}  O.  Doric  rufhes  out.) 

0.  Don 
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O.Doric.  Don't — I  afk  pardon — and  if  yon 
think  I  can  defend  that  lady — (feinting  to  Mifs 
Stoic.)  Quite  the  contrary.  [£*//• 

Mifs  btoic*  Sir,  I  infill (going) 

Major.  Sifter,bne  word — confefs—  impart  whers 

I  can  find  Olivia ;  and  if  I  can  forget 

-  Mifs  Stoic.  Go,  afk  the  real  culprits— afk  of  Sir 
Edward  and  his  vile  dependent,  and  for  forget- 
ting— I  fhall  remember  and  refent  for  ever. 

[Exit. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Afk  of  Sir  Edward !  Oh !  mercy ! 

Major.  Come,  beft  of  friends  j  and  ruled  by  you, 
we  will  preferve  Olivia  ftill.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI. — A  Cavem-r-an  opening  in  the  hack 
fcene9and  Yacht Jeen. 

Enter  Tom  Tackle,  with  three  Sailors. 

Totn.  Come  along,  my  lads  ;  for  tho*  this  Mr* 
*  Delinquent  has  brought  the  young  fcdy  fafe  into 
this  cavern  here,  whilft  we  get  the  boat  ready  to 
receive  her,  yet,  why  fhou'd  fhe  figh,  and  hang 
h^tpon  him,  and  entreat  him  to  take  her  away 
again  ?  Lookyei  I*J1  bet  a  feventy-four  to  a  Thames 
wherry,  hemeans  foul  play  to  Sir  Edward — fo, 
come,  boys  !  firft  for  the  boat,  then  for  our  prize; 
and  then  we've  done  our  duty  by  a  noble,  gallant 
matter.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Olivia  following  Delinquent  from  Cavern. 

Eelin.  Away !  your  eyes  are  bafilifks* 
/      Olivia.  Oh  1  think — think  how  I  was  lured  into 
,    your  power — by  apt  contrivance,  when  the  car? 
riage  broke,  you  flew  to  my  relief,  and  I,  believing 

you'd  befriend  and  pity 

Delin. 
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Delin.  Pity!  for  you!  I  need  it  for  myfclf: 
for  prove  that  reafon  holds,  and  the  whole  earth 
contains  no  bofom  fo  unfeeling, 

Olivia.  Tis  this  that  gives  me  hope — I'm  furc 
you  are  no  willing  agent — (Jails  at  his  feet)  and 
f<?e — fee  at  your  feet  one  who,  an  hour  ago,  che- 
rifhed  the  fond  hope  of  being  united  to  him  fhc 
loved-*-now,  fad  reverie  !  alone,  and  guarded  by  a 
defperate  crew,  waiting  to  meet  a  worfe  than  pU 
rate's  fury 

Delhi.  Forbear !  it  firikes  me  to  my  brairir~ 
my  heart ! 

Olivia,  {clinging  to  bini)  And  if  fhe  calls  for  thofe, 
who  mourn  her  lofs,  none,  none  fliall  anfwer  her 
but  winds  and  waves,  and  thus  cut  off — thus  torn  • 
from  every  friend — 

Delhi.  Friend !  who  are  your  friends  ?  my 
curfes  on  'em  !  for,  had  they  watch'd  you  as  they 

ought,  you  had  been  fafe,  and  I that's  comfort 

ftill — Tm  not  more  criminal  than  he,  who,  trufting 
to  this  fiend-like  fitter's  power . 

Olivia.  How  !  Major  Tornado  ! 

Delin.  Ay ;  your  own  father — who  firft  for- 
fakes  you  on  a  flanderous  tale,  and  then  conceding^ 
to  Sir  Edward's  plots,  unites,  like  me,  with  villains 
to  deftroy  you,  •  • 

Olivia.  What !  clafs  the  virtuous  with  fuch  in- 
famy, 

Delin.  No ;  link  the  author  of  fuch  evil 

Oliv.  Hear  me!  tho*  direft  vengeance  be  the 
Aire  refult,  I  will  not  have  his  name,  who  gave 
me  more  than  life,  compared  one  inftant  with  a 
wretched  hireling,  whom,  much  as  I  contemn,  I 
more  defpife  myfelf,  for  having  ftoop'd  to  parley 
ivith  fuch  bafenefs. 

Delhi.  Hireling!  live  I  to — take  my  defiance 
then,  (frizes  her  hand,  and  fuddenly  draws  back) 
Gracious  powers !  does  my  fight  fail,  or — it  is— 

(reading) 
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(reading)  Lord  Danvers'  picture!  (pointing  to  the 
banging  round  Olivia's  neck.) 

Olivia.  Ay :  and  know  the  man  that  you  call 
villain^ is  but  my  father  by  adoption;  for  when 
the  brave  lord  Danvers  fell,  he  charged  him  to 
proteft  his  lov'd  Olivia,  and  named  her  as  his 
own ;  bec^ufe,  forfaken  by  her  natural  parents, 
they  loft  that  right  her  generous  benefactor 
claim'd. 

Delin.  (looking  at  her  elofely,  and  raffing  the  hair 
over  her  forehead.)  Nearer — ftill  nearer!  Oh 
heaven!  that  ftrong,  refembling  look!  your 
hand — {nearly fainting.) 

Olivia.  Mercy  !  this  ftrange,  myfterious — 

Delin.  Soft!  not  a  word — fteal  gently,  or 
they'll  hear — now,  fwift  as  lightning — (trying  to 
force  her  nfflwitb  rapidity?) 

Enter  Tom  Tackle,  and  Sailers  meeting  them. 

Tom.  So— we  have  caught  you,  fir — and  you, 
falfe  lady — part  them  this  inftant.  {forces  Olivia 
from  Delinquent i  and  with  another  failor^  Jlands  be* 
tween  her  and  Delinquent.) 

Delin.  Never!  tor  wild  and  favage  as  Pm 
proved,  e*en  the  tigeripringS  to  guard  its  young ; 
and  Nature  arms  a  parent  with  fuch  jierves,  that 
if  one  moment  fbe'll  forget  paft  wrongs,  Pm  gifted 
with  a  giant's  ftrength,  and  thus  ruih  on,  to  ciafp 
my  long  loft  daughter  to  my  heart,  (forcing  by 
Tom  and  Sailors,  and  embracing  her.  J 

Olivia.  Father!  forget!  Oh!  let  me  bend — 
(going  to  kneel.) 

Delin.  To  heaven!  you  had  a  father  there* 
{pointing  to  heaven.) 

Tom.  What ! —  fhe  —  you ! —  fpeak !  —  youj 
pwn  daughter? 

Delin.  Ay:  and  for  her  I  fought  my  native 
land  j  for  her  I  funk  to  flavery  and  lhame— and 
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you,who  boaft  an  Englifh  failor's  name,  and  often 
conquer  by  humanity,  will  you  ftill  fight  in  a  fe- 
ducer's  caufe  ?  or,  ftruggling  for  a  father's  rights, 
give  him  the  means  to  recompenfe  his  child  for 
crimes  that  make  her  ihudder  at  his  fight. 

Tom.  Oh!  now  I  do  underftand,  force  have 
been  jufed — and  fince  fir  Edward  is  fo  main  fond 
of  public  praife,  we  (aildrs  will  inftruft  him  how 
to  gain  it — not  by  betraying,  but  prote&ing  wo- 
men— and  for  his  paltry  veflel,  and  the  command, 
— that  for  'em  both  !— better  to  ferve  before  the 
maft  and  die,  as  our  brave  comrades  have,  abroad, 
than  fink  a  name  which  they  have  rais'd  to  fuch 
immortal  glory — Come,  you've  no  time  to  lofe — 
come  to  my  mother's  cottage,  ahd  111  tell  Sir  Ed- 
ward. 

tielin.  Do  ;  tell  him  to  imitate  your  bright  ex- 
ample; Oh !  my  Olivia !  hereafter  you  fliall  know 
all  that  I  dare  reveal — but  much  as  I've  en- 
dured, this — (kifling  her  hand)  this  repays  me! 

\JHxeunt. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  L— A  Cottage  and   Villa  outfide.    Prafti* 
cable  Window  in  Cottage. 

Enter  Tom  Tackle  from  the  Cottage. 

Tom. 

ESS !  I  can*t  ftand  it — for  fond  as  I  am  of 
fea,  yet  what  with  mother's  fobbing,  and 
this  poor  fether  and  daughter  fobbing,  I've  had 
fuch  dofes  of  faltwater — and  then  this  mafter  I 
fo  lov'd,  this  falfe  Sir  Edward ! — dang  it !  I  know 
ijot  how  to  fleer,  but  this  I  know,  he's  waiting 
to  be  told  {he's  fafe  on  board,  and  fhould  he  find 
them  in  that  cottage — Well,  well,  I'll  do  my  beft, 
and  if  Tve  luck  enough  to  make  this  poor  Delin- 
quent fwim,  and  bring  my  mafter  to  the  port  of 
honour,  I  ftiall  blefs  fortune  more  than  if  I'd  won 
r  Newmarket  lofings  through  the  year* 

Enter  Sir  Edward,  hajlily. 

Sir  Edw.  So — I  have  found  you,  fir ; — and  by 
your  long  delay,  I  fear  to  alk — fpeak,  is  Olivia 
fafS?    . 

Tom.     Quite- — quite  fafe,  your  Honour. 

Sir  Edw.  What,  my  friend  bore  her  to  the 
fliip  ? 

Tom.  He  did — fhe's  the  niceft*  the  lovelieft — 
but,  begging  your  pardon,  fir,  the  North's  a 
long  way  off,  and  'tis  fo  much  more  real  and 
genteel  to  marry  in  one's  parifli  church*  that 
with  your  leave,  I'll  ftej>  to  Parfon  Poppit's 
houfe. 

Sir 
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Sir  Edw.  Hold*  fir— inftant  condu&  me  to 
my  prize. 

Torn.    What,  to  the  vcffel  ? 

Sir  Edw.  Ay,  to  partake  and  glory  in  my 
triumph — Come. 

Tom.  To  be  fure,  Sir — I  know  my  duty  to  a 
noble,  tender-hearted  mafter  (Jarcq/lically). ,  But 
fince  your  friend  has  kindly  kept  his  word,  thofe 
bonds  you  promifed  in  return  (with  anxiety),  are 
they  about  you,  fir  ? 

Sir  Edw.    No — they  are  not,  fir  ? 

Tom*  That's  lucky,  very  lucky;  for  as  I 
never  had  the  means  to  free  a  meffmate  on  my 
own  account,  let  me  on  yours :  give  me  your 
keys,  I'll  follow  you  on  board :  and  talk  of  glory 
and  of  triumph,  I'd  rather  fave  one  drowning 
friend,  than  fink  a  hundred  foes — though  I  can 
do  that  too  whenever  they  infift  on  fuch  a  move-  , 
ment. 

Sir  Edw.  Freedom  to  him  ; — who  more  than 
ever  muft  conceal— never  but  the  reward  I  pro- 
mifed you,  the  purfe  that  was  to  fave  your  honour; 
— here,  take  it. 

Tom.  What !  fave  my  honour  at  the  lofs  of  ho-  r, 
nefty !  Come,  come;;  fir,  Pm  not  penny  wife  and 
pound  foofifii  either ;  and  for  the  fake  o'  juftice 
(throwing  the  purfe  down  J  let  it  caft  anchor  there  ; 
for  it  will  do  more  good  in  any  hands  thanks 
who  thus  mifufes  what  his  friend  fo  needs  :  I'll 
feek  reward  elfewhere  (going  towards  the  Cottage). 

Sir  Edw.  Stay,  Sir — you  ftir  not  (following 
brm9  and  flopping  fhort  on  looking  through  the  Cottage 
window.)  Heavens  !  that  form  !  it  is— Olivia  in 
the  arms  of  this  detefted  wretch !  and  you  to 
ftielter — confufion !  let  me  pafs,  and  fince  his  fate 
is  in  my  hands,  thus  I'll  baffle  .and  o'crwheim 
them. 

Tom. 
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Tom.    You  cannot— will  not !  he  is*— 

Sir  Edw.     Her  lover,  villain  t 

Tom*    No — her  father. 

Sir  Edw.    Father! 

Tom.  Aye,  there's  the  treafure  he  fb  longf  - 
to  find ;  and  think  on  how  and  where  thed 
met — think  who  reduced  him  to  enfnare  his  own 
loft,  doating  daughter,  and  look,  behold-^(&> 
Edward  turns  away),  what  I  thought,  I  knew  it, 
and  I  can  feel  for  you  as  much  as  them  ;  for  I  had 
rather  fight  the  navy  of  the  world,  than  face  a 
friend  fo  ftiipwreck'd  and  forlorn* 
/  Sir  Edw.  (after  a  paufe).  On  what— on  what 
haye  they  refoly'd  ? 

Tom.  To  fail  to  Italy,  or  fhare  imprifonment. 
(Sir  Edward  crojfes  hqftify).  Where,  where  be'ft 
going,  fir? 

Sir  Edw.  Diftraft  not,  torture  not  with  quef- 
tions  j  follow  me. 

Tom.    What,  to  atone  ? 

Sir  Edw.  Atone !  a  common  tale  would  not 
have  check'd  my  defign  ;  but  to  perfift  in  plung- 
ing in  defpair  parent  and  child  long  parted  and 
thus  found,  demands  that  daring  and  ferocious 
fpirit,  which  ftill,  thank  heaven,  your  coward 
mafter  needs.-  Come,  and  receive  the  promifed 
deeds. 

Tom.  Aye,  and  the  purfe  too ;  for  'tis  the 
prefent  of  a  noble  mafter  now,  and  lam  flatter  'd 
by  accepting  it. 

Enter  Major  Tornado,  lehind. 

But,  I  say,  hint  not  Sir  Arthur  Courcy  is  in 
England,  or  that  'twas  he  who  forc'd  away  his 
daughter,  because  this  Major  and  his  hermit  lifter 
these  two  field  officers,  ye  see. 

Sir  Edward.  I  know,  but  let  me  haften  to 
repair  my  own  heart-rending  wrongs. 

Tom. 
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Tom.  Do ;  and  Sir  Arthur  will  repair  this 
t>ld  hero  in  his  leading-firings ;  and  fo,  fir,  here 
go  two  men  of  honour  !  {  Exeunt. 

'  Major  Tornado  (advancing).  '  Arriv'd  in  Eng- 
land !  he  I  her  father  prove  to  be  the  wretch — 
Well,  sifter  this  I  have  no  hope  of  agitation,  an 
earthquake  cou'dn't  move  me ;  and  I  who  pledg'd 
my  facred  honour  to  Lord  Danvers,  ever  to 
guard  her  from  this  worft  of  foes.  I — they're 
right-^-quite  right,  I  am  indeed  in  leading-ftrings; 
but  I  will  burft  at  once  to  manhood,  and  (hew 
this  bafe  Sir  Arthur  Courcy—  (As  be  is  going) 

Enter  Old  Doric. 

Old  Dor.  Sir  Arthur  Courcy  !  what,  of  Row- 
land Caftle? 

Major  Tor.  Ay,  once  owner  of  that  (lately  pile. 

O.  Doric.  Stately  indeed !  for  I  was  architect :  I 
built,  I  altec'd,  I  improved  ;  and  while  each  town 
and  roadbook  pay  me  compliments,  icod,  they 
little  think  that's  all  I'm  paid. 

Major  Tor.  What,  not  paid  ? 

O.  Dor.  No :  and  when  Sir  Edward  Speciou* 
wifli'd  to  buy  up  my  debt,  fays  I,  "  the  art  of 
dunning,  like  the  art  of  trade,  confifts  in  (licking 
clofe  \  and  whilft  a  polifh-d  creditor,  like  you, 
might  wait  and  wait,  till  doomfday,  even  attornies 
lay,  pay  that  old  peftering  Toby  firft,  <?r  we  fhftll 
have  no  peace :  and  then  you're  call'd  a  gentle- 
man, and  get  their  thanks  j  I'm  dubb'd  a  lavage, 
but  I  get  my  money." 

Major  Tor.  You  are  the  creditor  I  want :  hark 
ye,  he  is  in  England,  now,  fomewhere  in   the 
neighbourhood. 
*  O.  Doric.  The  neighbourhood  ? 

Major  Tor.  And  his  wrong'd  child,  Olivia, 
whom  I  fought,  (he,  (he  is  in  his  power  ;  but  you 
can  fave  her  by  confining  him,  and  for  the  debt, 

*  Pli 
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I'll  pay  it  ten  times  o'er  ;  but  I  will  part  her  from 
a  wretch,  whom  pity,  honour,  and  revenge — 
come,  this  will  do,  I  have  the  old  heroic  feel. 

0.  Doric.  So  have  I :  and  whilft  you  are  feek- 
ing  him,  I'll  get  the  proper  reil  officer,  and  be- 
twixt law  and  war— Say,  fliall  I  find  you  at  the 
Hermitage  ? 

Major  Tor.  No !  I've  had  enough  of  hermit- 
ages; you'll  find  me  yonder  at  the  inn,  where, 
worn  with  terror  and  anxiety,  poor  Mrs.  Aubrey 
now  muft  hear,  that  'tis  this  outlaw  has  enfhar'd 
Olivia,  and  by  my  credulous  and  reftlefc — look 
ye,  if  time  fhould  ever  hang  heavy  upon  your 
hands,  find  out  fome  honeft  mode  to  fill  it  up, 
and  not  like  me — Zounds  !  even  now  I'm  wafting 
it — difpatch,  refiore  her  to  my  power,  and  the 
whole  world  combin'd — yes,  %  Tornado  is  himfelf 
again.  [Exit  Jl  rutting. 

O.  Doric.  Yourfelf !  that's  againft  you,  for  In 
my  mind  you'd  better  be  any  body  elfe,  and  fo 
perhaps  had  I,  f  >r  I  came  here  to  fee  Jack  yonder 
in  his  red  villa,  ard  heir  the  rogue's  excufes, 
and  now  I'm  going  to  confine  the  father  of  the 
girl  he'd  marry:  Come,  come,  before  1  crofs  him  in 
his  love,  let  me  firft  fee  I'm  not  mafle  a  fool ;  let 
me  be  fure  my  partner's  gain'd  no  cuftomers,  for 
if  he  has,  that  for  Tornado  and  his  bouncing  ;  I'll 
t^e  Sir  Arthur  by  the  hand,  and  as  the  father  of 
my  nephew's  wife,  tap  all  who  tap  him  on  the 
fhoulder,  ha!  ha! — This  is  no  hermitage  I  hope — 
no,  no,  this  augurs  property  and  trade. 
{As  he  is  going  to  knock  at  the  door  of  Villas  enter 
from  it  Upholftcrer  and  Wine  Merchant  haJlilyS) 

Upboljl.  Come  along,  we've  told  him  he's  found 
out,  and,  now  we'll  take  another  way  to  match 
this  fwindling  profligate  :  come,  quick,  quick. 

0.  Doric.  Swindling  !  what  fwindling? 

Upboljl.     Why,    this    youngs  fafhionable  Mr, 

.  Doric; 
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fi&ric ;  and  if,  like  us,  you  are  a  creditor,  'tis  fair 
to  give  you  notice  ;  he  hafn't  change  for  lixpence. 
O.  Lkric.  No  !  v 

TJpholft.  No :  but  his  partner  has,  one  Toby 
Doric,  who  expe&s  great  building  contracts  from 
his  influence  ;  he,  he  fliall  pay  the  piper,  and  we 
are  upon  the  fearch  :  Mum!  he  is  not  far  off. 

\Exit  with  Wine  Merchant, 

0.  Doric.  No,  but   he  will  be   in   a  twinkling, 

for  when  he  works  upon  his  own  account,  'tis  by 

the  job,  and  not  the  day,  as  quick  as  he  can  do  it. 

Enter  from  the  boufe  Young  Doric  .with  papers  in 
his  hand. 

T.  Doric  (in  a  melancholy  tone.)  Partner!  Par^ 
ner  !  won't  you  take,  your  (hare  ? 

O.  Doric.  No,  you  are  welcome  to  xthe  whole 
concern. 

T.  Doric.  What,  not  go  halves  in  thefe  fmall 
memorandums,  .partner!  And  'tis  no  fault  of 
mine ;  the  mayor,  a  fculptor  by  profeffion,'  fo 
wiih'd  to  make  Von  Rapidotz's  buft ;  and  the  two 
wives  of  leading  aldermen  fo  ftruggled  for  my 
company  and  his,  that  here's  a  contract  for  the 
new  town-hall,  another  for  the  bridge ;  and  fince 
the  profit's  all  my  own,  I  will  go  fum  up  jpy 
account:  debtor  for  parties,  a  few  paltry  pouiras : 
per  contra  creditor,  for  trade,  enough  to  make  me 
partner  to  Olivia. 

0.  Doric.  May  I  believe  you,  Jack? 

T.  Doric.  Why,  if  you  don't  you're  very  An- 
gular, for  with  all  elfe  I'm  quite  Sir  Oracle,  except 
when  I  confefs  that  lam  poor,  then  they  would 
rather  truft  me  than  my  word;  and  even  there 
they're  fafe,  for  blefs  the  corporation,  here's  a.  re- 
ceipt in  full  of  all. demands;  and  for  the.  building 

£  2  part 
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part  (taking  bis  arm)  we  are  the  two  main  pillars  of 
tjie  art :  I  the  Corinthian,  you  the  Gothic  order. 

0.  Doric.  I  Gothic — I — (smiling).  Jack,  you're 
no  fool,  and  {tart  quack  do&or,  orator,  or  coil* 
juror,  1*11  back  your  tricks,  and  be  your  partner 
ftill ;  but  now  for  your  betroth'd^ox  whom  Fvc 
much  to  tell  you  as  we  walk, 

Y.  Doric.  Have  you  ?  a\yay  then ;  and  I  long  to 
hear  of  the  wrong  carriage,  and  wrong  houfe :  ha! 
ha !  it  is  a  merry  world !  and  there  are  fools  that 
love  it  for  its  folly:  we  are  the  wife,  who  revelling 
in  its  fports,  get  trade,  get  laugh—— 

O.  Doric.  Good  cheer 

Y.  Doric.  And  fbcial  love  !  [Extunt* 

SCENE  THE  LAST.— A  Fore/i,  and  diftant  View 
of  the  Sea. 

Enter  Olivia  and  the  Delinquent, 

Olivia.  Nay,  father,  I'm  refolved. 

Delia.  *Tis  well :  to  part  were  more  than  nature ' 
fure  could  bear  ;  but  ftill  to  fliare  an  exile  and  an 
outlaw's  fate,  and,  galling  thought,  to  facrifice  at 
leaft  one  valued  friend,  the  kind  Mrs.  Aubrey — 
and  for  him  who  aggravates  his  guilt,  by  thus  en«> 
filling  and  involving  you. 

Olivia.  No,  no,  the  friends  I  leave  are  profperous 
and  free ;  and  what  if  guilty  ?  you  are  ftill  my 
father  :  and  I,  your  daughter,,  fhould  more  guilty 
prove,  if  in  affliftion  I'd  another  thought  but  that 
of  aiding  and  confoling  you — come. — Oh,  if  here- 
after I  mould  claim  a  recompence,  'tis  to  be  told 
more  of  my  mother  than  that  Lord  Danvers . 

Delin.  What  more,  Olivia!  Have  a  care!  th$ 
fevcr'd  brain  has  ever  one  peculiar  chord,  which 
touch'd,  convulfes  it  to  madnefe. 
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Olivia.  Well,  well,  'tis  paft— lead  on  (noi/e  with* 
put).     Hark ! '  we're  prevented. 

Dehn.  (looking  out  J.  We  are,  and  by  Lord  Dan. 
vers*  friend  ;  by  him,  no  matter  what  his  motive, 
who  has  fo  wrong'd  and  fo  neglected  (Olivia  ap- 
peals). Nay,  fince  at  all  hazards  I  have  gain'd  my 
treafure,  I'm  not  fo  void  of  fortitude  and  pride  but, 
at  all  hazards,  to  maintain  it. 

Enter  Major  Tornado,  hajlily. 

Olivia  (flying  to  hint).  Oh  !  if  you  ever  prized 
Olivia's  peaqe,  let  me  pafs.free. 

Major  Tor.  Rafli  girl !  {taking  bold  of  her).  Thus, 
thus,  i  part  you  from  a  man  who,  beggar'd  by  ex- 
travagance, fought  fafety  for  himfelf  abroad,  and 
left  a  virtuous,  a  lovely  wife  to      ■ 

Delin.  Hear  me :  was  this  Lord  Danvers* 
ftory? 

^     Major  Tor.    It  was,  and   had  he  furviv'd  his 
wounds  a  few  moments  more  I  fhould  have  known, 

Defin,  That  'twas  my  fate  to  marry  with  his 
daughter  j  1,  who  in  wealth,  in  honour,  and  fair 
fame  rank'd  high  enough  e'en  to  gratify  his  ambi- 
tion.— I  made  her  mine,  and  in  a  few  fliort  years 
this  virtuous,  lovely,  (for  flie  was  both)  yet  young, 
unthinking  wife,  ruin'd  an  eafy  hufband's  ample 
fortune,  and  overwhelmed  him  with  bankruptcy 
with  beggary — but  I  forget — there  is  her  daugh- 
ter, and  though  you  dare  to  criminate  her  father, 
he  fcorns  to  ftiock  her  with  her  mother's  errors. 

Major  Tor.  Paltry  evafion  !  when  ruin  and  when 
bankruptcy  enfued,  did  flie  fuggeft  to  you  degrad- 
ing flight? 

Delm.  No — ftung  with  fhame  and  with  re- 
tnorfe,wiId  with  my  own  and  other's  wrongs,  apd 
paft  profperity  ftill  nurfing  pride,  I  had  not  courage 
to  oppofe  the  charge,  but  fled  an  outlaw,  and  com- 
menced a  flave.    To  the  horror  of  my  ftate  I  foon 

learn'* 
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learn'd  that  my  unhappy  wife,  ftilf  plunged  in  fa*. 
fliion's  vortex,  had  fo  gall'd  her  father's  pride,  he 
took  Olivia  from  her  care,  and  whilft  Lord  Dan- 
vers  fought  in  India  for  repofe,  your  mother 
pined  and  died. 

Olivia.  Died  ! 

Delin.  Ay,  and  with  her  all  the  recollection  of 
her  faults;  for  though  Lord  Danvers  and  his 
friend  have  deem'd  it  manly  to  refent,  I  felt  it 
nobler  to  forgive.  And  love  for  her  who  ftill 
was  faithful  in  her  love !  is  all,  Olivia,  all  that 
now  furvives  (embracing  Olivia')* 

Olivia.  Forgive  her !  oh  blefs  you !  blefs  you ! 
(embracing  hi&). 

Major  Tor.  I  can't  ftand  this,  I  am  again  at  my^ 
credulity.;  but  I  will  roufe :  fo,  Sir,  hear  me. 
Are  you  the  feeling  father  you  profefs  ? 

Delin.   Ah  !  fir 

Major  Tor.  Is  exile  a  lov'd  daughter's  reward  ? 
or  will  her  fharing  leffen  your  aflli&ion? 

Delin,  (Jhewmg  compunction)  Oh,  my  child!  my 
child! 

Major  Tor.  And,  fince  your  doom  is  lafting 
exile  or  bondage,  prove,  prove  you  have  no  nar- 
row  felfilh  thought,  and  welcome  it   alone ;  be 

great  (Delinquent  Jhews  more  compunction.)  be 

what  !  you  iubmit,  youM  yield  her  to  her  friends  ? 

iDelin.  Yield  !  {looking  at  Olivia  and  Jlrugglivg 
with  himfelf.)  The  torturing  thought  long  Strug- 
gled in  my  mind,  but  now  it  burfts,  and  I  can 
proudly  fay,  I  am*  feeling  father :  where  is  that 
friend  who  watch'd,  who  cnerifhed,  and  has  ftor'd 
her  miqd  with  fuch  tranfeendent  charms,  that 'tis 
paft  bearing  to  refign  them  :  but  'tis  decreed,  flie 
the  beft  merits  fuch  a  bright  reward,  and  to  her 
only  will  I  yield  it. 

Major.  What !  What !  Mrs.  Aubrey !  look,  file  ap- 
proaches, (Delinquent  trembles  and  turns  towards 
~  fhia.)  and  with  joy  I  fee  her,  for  when  {he  heard 

you 
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you  were  Sir  Edward's  agent,  (he  (hewed  fuch 
agony,  fuch- — but  this  repays  hen  [Exit. 

Olivia.  Father  !  for  pity— 

Delin.  Olivia  !  I  am  firm  ;  farewell,  antf  in  a 
happier  world — {weeping  and  fulling  on  herjhoulder.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Aubrey. 

(She  is  much  agitated  and  tries  in  vain  to  look  to- 
wards Delinquent— the  Major  takes  her  hand.) 

Delin.  Now  then  (advancing  rapidly  with  Oli- 
via—Mrs. Aubrey  is  turttd  from  him.)  Madam,  ac- 
cept a  grateful  father's  thanks,  and  as  the  beft  re- 
turn for  all  your  tender  and  maternal  love — ;— 

Mrs.  Aubrey,  (turning  round  and  throwing  herfelf 
at  his  feet.)  Plead,  plead  for  me,  Olivia  :  tell  him 
that,  (truck  with  penitence  and  fhame,  Ihop'd  the 
virtues  of  a  duteous  daughter,  might  beft  atone 
the  errors  of  his  wife  :  and  to  inftill  into  her  mind 
precepts  my  parents  taught  me  to  defpife,  I  fpread 
the  report  of  my  death,  and  a$  your  monitor  en- 
joyed thofe  rights  which  as  a  mother  I  fo  juftly 
loft  :  but  now  my  ta(k*s  performed,  and  grieve  not 
at  our  parting,  child,  for  bleflfed  with  iuch  a  fa- 
ther's love,  you  may  defy.adverfity  and  exile. 

Olivia.  Mother  ! — Speak,  Father  !  fpeak ! 

Delia.  I  would,  but  tears  prevent  me.  (em? 
bracing  het\)  r 

Major  'ior.  Now  what  a  pretty  figure  do  I  cut ! 
and  what  with  believing  falfe  evidence,  and  difbe- 
licving  true,  1  hope  I  (hall  never  fit  on  a  court 
martial,  if  I  do,  it  won't  be  over  in  a  hurry  :,  but 
this  I'm  fixed  upon,  you  never  quit  your  native 
land,  while  Indian  gold  or  Engliflx  valor  can  de- 
fend you. 

Delin.  Sir,  'tis  in  vain  ;  befides  Sir  Edward, 
I've  fuch  mortal  foes 

Major  Tor.  So  you  have ;  there's  that  old  ar- 
chitect. 

Enter 
« 
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Enter  Young  Doric  haflily. 

Y.  Doric.  Pheugh!  I'm  out  of  breath,  I've  run  Co 
fafl.  to  be  beforehand  and  foreftall  my  partner  and 
this  Sailor Sir  Arthur,  you're  reftor'd  to  li- 
berty, Sir  Edward  has  releasM  his  debt,  Doric  and 
Co.  have  done  the  fame,  and  fhould  there  TH11  re- 
main one  who'd  enforce  the  outlawry,  I  and  the 
Major  here,  will  give  a  ball,  will  pay  the  Savage 
with  his  own  bank  notes,  or  if  that  fails,  hark'ye, 
{taking  the  Major  afide)  'tis  but  to  open  the  wrong 
chariot  door  and  Rollo-like  well  fliove him  in  a 
Hermitage. 

Mrs.  Aub.  Reftor'd  to  freedom !  Olivia,  unite 
with  me  again  in  thanking  him. 

Olivia.  I  do, — with  heartfelt  gratitude,  and 
joy. 

Delin.  Sir,  you  remember  that  when  laft  we 
met — 

Y.  Doric.  I  do,  fir  Arthur  (in  a  melancholy  tone.) 
I  remember  I  left  you  out  of  my  party,  but  if  I 
luckily  fhould  get  a  wife  and  a  more  roomy  man- 
iion,  fpeak — (afide  to  Major  again.)  and  I'll  alk 
you  to  the  wedding  fupper. 

Major  Tor.  He'll  alk  me  to  the  wedding  fupper! 
What  fay  you,  Olivia?  But  here's  the  man. 

Enter  Old  Doric  and  Tom  Tackle. 

So,  fir,  are  you  quite  hoftile  ftill? 

0.  Doric.  No,  quite  the  contrary  :  I  come  with 
this  brave  tar  to  offer  freedom  to  Sir  Arthur,  and 
chains  to  that  dear  tricking  rogue.  Sir,  (advancing 
and  bowing  to  Sir  Arthur)  we  are  only  builders  to 
]>e  fure;  but  fafhion  being  ftamp'd  more  by  long 
jpurfes  than  long  pedigrees,  we  from  the  city  are 
the  true  beau-xnondej    and  if  you  would  but 

-  mix 
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mix  your  noble  hoiife  with  mine,  (Sir  Arthur 
Jmiles.)  You  will,  Jack,  fign  and  feal,  (Young  Doric 
kijfes  Olivia's  hand.)  and  by  your  zeal  mind  that 
the  new  firm  profpers  like  the  old  one ! — mind 
you're  no  fleeping  partner,  boy  ! 

Major  Tor.  (shaking  Old  Doric  by  the  hand.)  I'll 
build  another  Rowland  Caftle,  on  purpofe  to  em- 
ploy this  fame  unrivall'd  architect;  and  in  Nor- 
thumberland,  on  purpofe  to  reftore  Sir  Arthur  to 
his  native  rank,  and  all  I  afk  is  to  be  join'd  as  part- 
ner in  the  firm ;  for  draw  for  life,  on  my  benevo- 
lence, I'll  pay  your  drafts,  and  thank  you  for  ac 
cepting  them. 

0.  Doric,  (bowing)  Oh  gallant,  penetrating  Ma 
jor — but  you  (to  Tom  Tackle)  why  don't  you 
fpeak? 

Tom.  Becaufe  you  won't  let  me:  one  walks  be- 
fore me,  and  t'other  talks  before  me;  but  this  I 
will  fay,  here  be  the  promis'd  bonds,  Sir  Arthur, 
and  I  do  hope  that  my  unhappy  matter 

Delhi.  Shall  be  forgiven,  for  his  fervant's  fake. 
Major,  henceforth  we're  brothers— and  you,  th% 
chofen  hulband  of  Olivia,  make  home  the  haven 
of  your  hopes,  nor  at  the  lofs  of  fortune, time,  and 
fame,  feek  peace  in  crowds,  or  friends  in  faftiion's 
blaze, 

T.Doric.  Right: — for  'tis  in  fafliionas  in  Gal- 
vanifm,  there  may  be  now  and  then  fome  twitches 
of  feeling,  but  'tis  always  cold  at  the  heart — and 
in  one  place  alone  will  1  give  galas  more — here 

Doric  and  Company,  if  you  unite, 
Hope  to  fee  company  to-morrow  night. 

THE  END. 


EPILOGUE. 

Written  by  W.  Thomas  Fitz-ckrald,  Esq. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  H.  Johnston* 

FASHION'S  the  aim  through  every  rank  of  life, 
Prom  the  peer's  consort,  to  the  pedlar's  wife ; 
All  to  her  temple  rush,  the  lame,  the  blind, 
To  court  that  tinsel  idol  of  mankind  ! 
Perch'd  on  a  chequer'd-colour'd  wheel  she  stands, 
And  scatters  follies  from  a  hundred  hands ! 
Her  slaves,  to  crowded  routs,  in  shoals,  repair 
To  find  that  first  of  joys  !— the  want  of  air; 
'Where  beaux,  in  coats  with  sleeves  like  sacks,  admire 
Belles,  almost  dressed  in  Mrs.  Eve's  attire  S 
Oh  !  'twas  delightful !  cries  Lord  Brilliant  Airs, 
So  full !  —I  got  no  further  than  the  stairs : 
But  everything's  in  style  at  Humbug's  Fete, 
?Tis  always  crowded,  and  'tis  always  late ! 
More  lucky  /,  replies  Sir  Patrick  Able, 
When  all  the  fowls  were  gone,  I  reach'd  the  table ; 
Yet,  by  my  soul,  it  was  not  very  neat, 
To  leave  me  nothing  that  a  man  could  eat, 
But  chicken  bones  upon  a  dirty  plate.* 
Charming  indeed  !  says  ample  Miss  M'Btrr, 
I  hate  assemblies  where  there's  room  to  stir : 
Then  turning  round  to  Lady  Betty  Din- 
Were  you  at  Mrs  B's  ? — 'twas  very  thin  5— 
I  scarce  saw  fifty  coaches  in  the  square, 
And  not  a  paper  mentions  who  was  there !  f 
The  only  means  by  which  the  world  can  know 
What  the  Great  do— or  where  the  Dashing  go ; 
Who  walks  the  paik,  or  whp  arrives  in  town ; 
Sir  Peter  Puddle,  Mr.  Black  or  Brown ! 

•  Spoken  in  the  Iriah  accent, 
t  Spoken  in  the  Scotch  accent. 
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.  Thus  o'er  the  Catalogue  of  taste  they  pore, 
For  names  which  never  were  in  print  before ; 
And  when  they  give  a  dinner,  sure  'tis  fair 
To  tell  the  town  and  country  who  were  there—* 
Yet  all  tnat  darling  pleasure  would  be  miss'd,      % 
If  the  kind  host  did  not  supply  the  list. 
I  thought  to  go— but  there  the  Author  stand* 
With  eager  eyes  and  supplicating  hands, 
Making  a  hundred  signs,  for  me  to  say, 
He  wishes  you'd  come  often  to  his  play : 
Do  so — and  when  the  house  is  overflowing, 
The  trembling  Bard  shall  own — to  Me  'tis  owing,  i 
Let  him  bring  ladies— I'll  secure  each  beau, 
For  there's  my  card — where  gentlemen  may  know 
That  here,  to-morrow  night,  from  seven  to  ten, 
Mrs.  H.  I.  SEES  COMPANY  again. 

Aftir  a  pause. 
Thus  having. finished  all  my  flippant  part, 
I  now  must  speak  the  dictates  of  my  heart. 
Each  smile  I  wore,  conceal'd  a  half-check'd  tear 
Which  long'd  to  flow  on  NELSON?S  honour'd  brer  I 
At  that  lov'd  name  each  bosom  heaves  a  sigh, 
And  drops  of  sorrow  fallirom  ev'ry  eye  \ 
His  mighty  arm,  at  one  tremendous  blow, 
Hurl'd  Britain's  Thunder  on  his  Country's  foe; 

But  in  the  midst  oi'his  resistless  fire, 

His  conquering  fleet  behjeld  their  Chief  expire  ! 
Though  England's  ships  in  awful  triumph  ride, 
Withshatter'd  navies  captive  by  their  side, 
The  tidings  Fame  with  muffled  trumpet  brings, 
And  Victory  mourns  his  loss  in: sable  w  ings  !     ' 
"  Brit6nss  'she  cries,  «*  though  now  my  bosom  bleeds', 
Your  naval  sons  shall  emulate  his  deeds ; 
Thus  shall  A/V  spirit,  rising  from  his  grave, 
Make  future  NELSONS  triumph  on  the  wave." 


T.  QJUet,  Printer,  Salisb^ry-Squar* 
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This  day  is  published,  in  Quarto,  Price  18s.  in  boards,  die 
Second  Edition  of  Part  I.  (Parts  II.  to  JC.  may  also  be  had 
either  periodically,  or  together ;  and  the  succeeding  Parts  will 
he  published  with  an  accelerated  expedition  till  the  whole 
Wotk  be  completed)  of 

THE 

NEW    CYCLOPEDIA; 

1  OR, 

UNIVERSAL  DICTIONARY 

OF 

ARTS,  SCIENCES,  AND  LITERATURE : 

formed  upon  a  more  enlarged  Plan  of  Arrangement  than  the 
Dictionary  of  Mr.  Chambers  ;  comprehending  the  various  Ar- 
ticles of  that  Work,  with  Additions  and  Improvements ;  toge? 
ther  with  the  new  subjects  of  Biography,  Geography,  and  His- 
tory; and  adapted  to  the  present  state  of  Literature  and  Science. 

By  ABRAHAM  REES,  D.D.  F.R.S. 

Editor  of  the  last  Edition  of  Mr.  Chambers's  Dictionary;  with 
the  assistance  of  eminent  professional  Gentlemen. 

Illustrated  with  new  Plates,  including  Maps,  engraved  for  the 
Work  by  some  of  the  most  distinguished  Artists. 

%*  The  first  edition  of  this  Work  consisted  of  5000  copies, 
and  a  second  edition  of  all  the  early  Parts  being  called  for  in 
this  early  stage  of  its  publication,  an  adequate  idea  may  be 
formed  of  the  estimation  in  which  it  is  held  by  the  Public. 
The  following  are  its  principal  recommendations: 

1.  The  Plan  of  this  Work  is  intended  as  an  improvement  upon 
similar  Publications,  being  a  Medium  between  the  Plan  of  a 
Dictionary  and  that  of  Treatises;  and  comprehending  the  Ad* 
vantages  of  each.  The  History  and  Outlines  of  eacn  Science 
are  given  under  its  appropriate  Title ;  and  its  various  Divisions, 
whicn  can  be  more  satisfactorily  explained  in  separate  articles 
than  in  the  Body  of  a  Treatise,  are  introduced  under  their  re- 
spective Terms.  This  is  Meed  the  only  proper  Plan,  of  a  Die* 
tponary  intended  for  Reference  when  Information  is  required, 

&<*tttfc,  rn«t»r,  »4aj*u//  .-^tMrt. 
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which  is  expected  to  be  found  under  its  most  ready  and  familiar 
Term  in  the  Alphabet. 

2.  The  Editor  is  of  acknowledged  Learning  and  Industry, 

and  of  unquestionable  Experience  in  this  Department  of  literary 

Labour;  the  greater  Part  of  his  Life  having  been  employed  in* 

editing  and  improving  the  last  Edition  of  Mr.  Chambers's  Dic- 

*"  tionary,  and  in  collecting  Materials  for  the  present  Work. 

.  3.  Among  the-  Gentlemen,  who  have  engaged  to  contribute 
their  Assistance  to  this  Work,  are  many  of  distinguished  Emi- 
nence, as  will  appear  from  the  following  List : 

H.  Howard,  r.a. 

Mr.  P.  Kelly; 

Mr.  John  Leslie,  Professor  of 


n 


X  Abernethy,  Esq.  f.r.s.; 

Mr.  Arthur  Aikis; 

C.  R.  Aikin,  £sq  ; 

Mr.  E.  Aikin  ; 

Thomas  Bateman,  m.d.  j 

R.  Bland,  m.D.  a.9.s.  ; 

C.  BURNLY,  MUS.D.  F*R.S.  ; 

William  Blai;<,  Esq.  a.m.  ; 
Mr.  John  Bonnycastle; 
Mr.  Britton; 

Astley  Cooper,  Esq.  f.r.s.; 
Mr.  Bracy  Claris  f.l.s.  Ve 

terinary  Surgeon; 
Rev.  W.  Crowe  ; 
Mr.  E.  Donovan,  f.l.s.  ; 
R.  W.  Dickson,  m.d.  ; 
Humphrey  Davy,  Esq.; 
Mr.  Henry  Ellis  ; 
John  Flaxman,  Esq.  r.a.; 


Mathematics  in  the  College 

of  Edinburgh; 
Wm.  Morgan,  Esq.  f.r.s.; 
James  Macartney,  Esq.; 
Mr.  Mushett,  Calder  Iro* 

Works  ; 

A.  MaCKAY,  LL.ft.  F. R.S.ED.  ; 

George  Nayler*  f.r.s.  York 
.      Herald; 

Mr.  Peter  Nicbolsom  ; 
•  John  Opie,  Esq.  r.a.1; 

Richard    Pearson*   m.d.' 
r.s.A. ; 

Mr,  W.  Symonds; 


Rev.  William  Took*,  f.r.s.; 

Sharon  Turner,  Esq.  f.s.a.; 
Mr*  Fl  etch  kr,  Lecturer  at  the  Mr.  Charles  Taylor,  Society 

Royal  Institution  ;  of  Arts; 

James  Guenie,  f.r.s.  Mr.  J.  Thomson  ;  and 

Rev.  Mr.  Hincks,  of  Corlc ;      The  Rev.  W.  Wood,  f.l.s.; 

and  the  List  is  continually  augmenting,  no  opportunity  being 
neglected  to  engage  the  Co-operation  oi  any  Gentleman  whose; 
Services  can  be  of  real  Utility. 

4.  The  Work  is  handsomely  printed  by  Andrew  Strahan, 
Esq.  Printer  to  His  Majesty,  upon  a  fine  yellow  woven  Paper. 

5.  The  Embellishments  are  of  a  very  superior  Description* 
and  will  form,  when  completed,  an  incomparably  more  elegant 
and  correct  Set  of  scientific  and  other  Plates  than  has  ever  been 
produced.  The  scientific  Subjects  are  engraved  by  Mr.  Lowry, 
whose  accurate  Knowledge  and  improved  Method  of  Execution, 

%  in  this  branch  of  the  Art,  have  not  been  equalled.  The  Subjects 
of  Natural  History,  &c.  are  chiefly  engraved  by  Mr.  Miltom 
and  Mr.  Scott,  with  corresponding  Taste  and  Beauty. 

(J.  The  Drawings  are  almost  wholly  new  ;  the  Plates  which 
are  already  engraved  are  from  Drawings  by  Messrs*  Flaxmak, 
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Howard,  Stsjebs,  Lowsy,  Edwards,  Donovan,  Sowerbt, 
Strutt,  Mushxtt,  £.  Aikik»  P.  Nicholson*  Daniel,  Nay* 

LER,  AnDRRSOK,  KlRKMAH,  &C. 

7.  The  Maps  will  be  double  the  size  usually  given  in  similar 
Publications,  and  are  drawn  and  engraved  under  the  Direction 
of  Mr.  Arrowsmith.  * 

8.  A  Part,  or  Half  Volume,  price  18s.  each,  has  hitherto  been 
published  once  in  about  four  Months ;  and,  in  consequence  of 
some  Arrangements  lately  adopted,  the  Public  may*  with  confi- 
dence rely  upon  a  more  frequent  Publication. 

9.  A  few  Copies  are  printed  off  on  royal  Paper,  with  proof 
Impressions  of  the  Plates,  Price  1/.  16V  each  Part. 

.  10.  The  following  are  among  the  instructive  and  entertaining 
Articles  in  the  Parts  already  published : 


Abelard 

Abernethy 

Aberration 

Abortion 

Abraham 

Abscess 

Absorbents 

Absorption 

Abstinence 

Abstraction 

Abyssinia 

Academy 

Acarus 

Acceleration 

Accent 

Accompaniment 

Achsans 

Acid 

Acre 

Action 

Addison 

Adhesion 

Adonis 

Adrian 

JEnvd 

bolus's  Harp ' 

Aerostation 

./Bschylus 

JBsr.p 

JEm* 

Affinity 

Africa 

Agaric 

Agate 

Age 

Agesilaut 

Agincourt 

Agricola 

Agriculture 

Agrippa 

Air 


Albion,  New 
Alchemy 
Alcibiades 
Alcohol 
Alcoran 
Alcove 
Aleppo 
Alexander 
Alexandria 
Alfred 
Algebra 
Algiers 
Ali  Bey 
Alkali 
Allegianc* 
Allegory 
Almanac 
Aloe 
Alphonso 
Alps 
Altar 
Altitude 
Alio 
Aba 
Alum 
Amalgam 
Amazons 
Amphitheatre 
Amputation 
Amsterdam 

Anatomy,  Human  Arsenic 
>,  Com-  Arts 


Anson 

Antediluvian 

Antimony 

Antioch 

Amkxhus 

Antique 

Antoninus 

Antony 

Antwerp 

Apocalypse 

Apple  Tree 

Arabia 

Arabs 

Arc,  Joan  of 

Arcadia 

Arch 

Archimedes 

ArgomratSc 

Ariaos 

Aris  tides 

Aristophanes 

Aristotle 

Arithmetic 

Arlt  wright 

Armada 

Armenia 

Armenians 

Armorica 

Arms 

Armstrong 


paratlve 


m$  Vetcr  < 


inary 


-,  Pictu. 


re*  que 
Aneurism 
Angling 
Animalcules 
Annual  Plants 
Annuities 


Artaxeoces 

Artist 

Ashes 

Asia 

Asparagus 

Asafcetida 

Assurance 

Assyria 

Asthma 

Attfiology 


Astronomy' 

Atheist     s 
Athens 
Atlantic 
Atiaa 

Atmosphere 
Atonement 
Atterbury 
Attica 
Attila 
Attorney 
Attraction 
Aveburv 
Augustine 
Aurelian    . 
Aurora  Bortalis 
Austria 
Aylesbury 
Azof 
Azores 
Asjt 
Babel 
Babylon 
Bacchus 
Bacon,  Roger 
— — ,  Francis 
Bajazet 
Bailly 
Balance 
Balbcc 
Baliol 
Ballast 
B  a.1  loon 
"Balsam 
Baltic 
Bandage 
Bank 
Banktupt 
Baptism 
Barhadoes 
Baibarism 
Barbarotsa 
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Barbary 
Barcelona 
Bardi 
Barctti 
Bark 
.  Barley 
Barn 

Barometer 
Baron 
Harrington 
Barrsw 
Barrows 
Barthclemy 
Bartholomew 
Base 
Bashaw 
Basil 
Basilica 
Basire 
Basset . 
Basso-Relieve* 
Bassoon 
Bativa 
Bath 
Baths 
Bathing 
Battalion 
Battery 
Batty 
Battle 
Bavaria 
Baxter 
Baylc 
Beacon 
Bear 
Beard 
Beaton 
Beattie 
Beaumont 
Beauty 
Beccaria 
Beckct 
Bed 
Bcda 
Bedford 

Level 

Bee 

Bedouins 

Beelzebub 

Belfast 

Belgrade 

Belisarius 

Bell      . 

Belles  LeUrcs 

Bellows 

Benares 

Benedict 

Benefice 

Bengal 


Benin 

Brntley 

Bergmann 

Berkeley 

Bermudas 

Bern 

Bernard 

Berwick 

Btthlehem 

Betula 

Beverage 

Beza 
Bible 

Bile 
Bin1 

Billiards 
Binominal 
Bio 
Bii 

Bird-catching 
Birman  Empire 
Birmingham 
Bishop 
Bismuth 
Bits 
Bitters- 
Black,  Dr. 
Blacklock 
Black  more 
Blaekstone 
Blair 
Blake 

Blanc- Mont 
Blast 
Bleaching 
Blteding 
Blindness 
Block 
Blockade 
Blood 
Blow 
Blowing 
Boar 
Boarding 
Boat 
Boccacio 
Boerhaave 
Boethiut 
Bog 
Boileau 
Boiler 
Bologna 
Bomb 
Bombay 
Bore 

-  Boniface 
•Bonner 
Book. 


Book-keeping 

Boon 

Booth 

Border 

Bormio 

Borneo 

Borough 

Boscovich. 

Bosphorus 

Bossuet 

Boston 

Boswell 

Botany 

Botts 

Bounty 

Bow 

Bowyer  * 

Boxing 

Boyce 

Boyle 

Brachmins  or 

Bramins 
Bradford 
Bradley 
Brain 
Branch 
Brandenburgh 
Brandy 
Brasil 
Brass 
Brassies) 
Brawn 
Breach 
Bread 
Breast 
Breeding 
Bremen 
Biewing 
Brick 
Bridge 
Bridle 
Brmdiey 
Biissot 
Bristol 
Britain 
Brocade 
Brocklesby 
Broken  Wind 
Bronchocele 
Brown 
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II. 
THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW; 

OR, 

CRITICAL  JOURNAL. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED  QUABTEALY.) 

Numbers  L  to  XIII.  price  5/.  each,  or  Six  Volumes  Octavo, 
Price  io/.  6d.  each,  in  Beards, 

a  THIS  Publication  is  conducted  upon  a  Principle  of  Selection :  It  takes  no  no- 
tice of  insignificant  Works,  but  enters  very  fully  into  those  that  seem  entitled  to 
attention.  Combining,  in  some  measure,  the  representative  functions  of  a 
Review,  with  the  independence  of  original  discussion ;  comprehending  every 
foreign  Publication  which  an  extensive  Continental  correspondence  can  procure;' 
and  distinguished  by  an  Impartiality  which  rto  party  zeal  has  yet  pretended  to 
call  in  question,  it  lays  claim  to  the  support  of  those  who  are  not  satisfied  with 
the  indolent  and  indiscrimliuting  profusion  of  our  other  Journals. 

Tlie  Editors  were  silent  upon  these  pretensions,  till  they  *aw  how  the  Public 
was  likely  to  receive  them.  Their  success  has  been  much  beyond  their  expec- 
tation, and,  they  believe,  beyond  any  farmer  example.  In  spite  of  the  size  of 
their  Vojume,  the  remoteness  of  their  situation,  and  all  the  disadvantages  of  in- 
experience, they  were  enabled,  even  in  their  Second  Number,  to  equal  the  circu- 
lation* of  several  of  the  established  Journals  of  the  metropolis;  and  they  have 
been  convinced,  by  the  constant  increase  of  the  demand,  that,  to  secure  the 
patronage  of  the  Public,  it  is  only  necessary  to  deserve  it  by  a  diligent  and  con- 
scientious discharge  of  their  duty.  To  every  Number  is  annexed  a  complete 
List  of  all  the  new  Publications  in  the  preceding  quarter.  This  Catalogue  will 
contain  by  far  the  earliest  and  most  comprehensive  Account  of  Modern  Litera- 
ture that  lias  yet  been  presented  to  the  Public. 

Contents  of  No.  If. 


Content*  of  No.  I, 

Mounier,  de  Plnfluencedes  Philoso- 
phes,  &c.  surla  Revolution  de  France — 
Dr.  Parr's  Spital    Sermon — Godwin's 

•  Reply  to  Parr — Asiatic  Researches, 
vol  G — Oliver's  Travels— Baldwin's  Re  - 
flections  relative  toEgypt-  Irvine  on  the 
Causes  and  h fleets  of  Immigration  from 
the  Highlands— Southey's  Thalaba— 
Rennel's  Discourse*  on  various  Subjects 
—Voyage  d.™«  les  Departemens  de  la 
France — Chrutison's  General  Diffusion 

''©f  Knowledge,  one  great  Cause  of  the 
Prosperity  of  North  Britain — Bowles's 
Reflection*— Herrenschwand,  Adre^se 
aux  Vrais  Horames  de  bien,  &c. — The 
Utility  of  Country  Banks— Pratt's 
Bread ;  or,  The  Poor— Dr.  Lahgford's 
Anniversary  Sermon — Opie's  Poems — 
Public  Characters  of  1801-2— Bonnet, 
Essai  sur  1'Art  de  rendre  Revolutions 
utiles — Nares's  Thanksgiving  Sermon 
for  Plenty — Horneman's  Travels — 
Mackenzie  s  Voyages  in  N-  America, 
&c  —Wood's  Optics — Aeerbi's  Tra- 
vels through  Sweden,  &fr-*Thorntpx 

on  Paper  Ci 


Vffiers's  Philosophy  of  Kant — Son- 
nini 's  Travels  in  Greece  and  Turkey 
—  Paley's  Natural  Theology—  Storch  « 
Picture  of  Petersburg — KoydV  Divina 
Com  media  of  Dante — Lewis's  Alfonso 
— Adolphus's  History  of  England— 
Period's  Travels  in  Egypt — Politique' 
de  tons  les  Cabinets  de  i'-Kurope,  &c— 
Neckar's  Last  Views — Scott's  Mins- 
trelsy of  the  Scottish  Border — Wood- 
house  on  Imaginary  Quantities — An. 
quetifs  Oupr.ekhat — Hunter's  Poems 
— HerscheU  on  the  .New  Planets—* 
Canard,  Pyincjps  d'Eeonomie  Politi- 

2ue — Bakcrbn  Lecture  on  Li^ht  and 
'olours — Yonng  on  Col  ours— Camp  eft* 
Icones  Hcrnianrm— Hcberden  on  the 
History  and  Cure  of  Diseases — Kef- 
sham's  Philosophy  of  the  Mind — Mad. 
Neckar,  Reflections  sur  le  Divorce — 
Transactions  of  the  Royal  Soeietv  of 
Edinburgh,  Vo].  V.  Part  If.— lllizardS 
-Description  of  an  Extra-uterine  Petto* 
""Mr.  Ivory's  Sojutn  of  Kepler '* 
Problem, — Lord  Ancram'e  Improve- 
tocof  bVA'fms'aod  Cavalry  Accoutre- 
Mr.  Wallace  pf  Ptath's  new 
*f  Expressing  the  Coefficients 
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Analysis  of  an  Uncommon  Species  of 

Zeolite,  &c. 

Contents  of  No.  III. 
Gentz  Etat  de  l*Enrope— Collins's 
New  South  Wales,  vol.  2— -Shepherd's 
Life  of  Poggio  Bracciolini — Accounts 
of  the  Egyptian  Expedition :  Reynier's 
State  of  fegypt ;  Wilson's  History  of 
the  British  Expedition;  Wash's  His- 
tory   of  the    Campaign  ;    Anderson*s 
Journal  of  the  Forces — Hayley's  Lil^ 
of  Cowper — Ficv6e  Letcres  sur  FAn- 
gleterre — Lamb's   John  Woodvilie,  a 
tragedy — Woollastonon  Prismatic  Re- 
flection-^Woollaston  on   the  Oblique 
Reflection  of  Iceland   Ghrystal— Guk 
ncas.  an  unnecessary  and  expensive  in- 
cumbrance on  Commerce— >Valiancey*s 
'  Vrospectus  of  an  Irish  Dictionary-** 
Ritson  on  Abstinence  from  Animal 
Food— -Percivals  Account  of  Ceylon 
— Villers  sur  une  nouvelle  Theorre  du 
Cerreau— Pinel  Traits  sur  l'Alienation 
mentafe*— Delphine — iBelsham's  George 
III.  vol  5  and  6 — Charle  et  Marie- 
Memoirs   of  the   Philos.   Society  of 
Manchester,  vol.  5,  part  3*— ThelwalTs 
Poems — Sturges  on  the  Residence  oi 
the  Clergy — Sir  John  Sinclair's  Essays 
— DalzelT,  Cottectane*  Graeca  Major* 
— Wyttehbach's    Plutarch — Stewart's 
Life  of  Robertson — Main's  Warton's 
Poetical  Works— He/s  Surgery. 
Contents  &fNo.  If. 
Baillie's  Plays  on  the  Passions — Cat- 
teau    Tableau,  des    Etats    Danofc— 
Heyne,  Homeri  Carmina— Witttnan's 
Travels — Comparative  View    of   the 
Huttonian  and  Neptunian  Systems  of 
Geology— -Transactions  of  the  Ameri- 
can Philos.  Society — Vindication  of  the. 
Celts,  from  ancient  Authorities — Dal- 
las's History  of  the  Maroons — Wer- 
ner, Nouvelle  Tjieorie  de  la  Formation 
des  Filons—  F.dgeworth  on  Irish  Bulls 
-—Lord  King  on  the  Restriction  of 
Payments  in  Specie  at  the  Banks  of 
England  aud    Ireland — Walker's  De- 
fence of  Order — Home's  Descrip.  of 
the  Anatomy  of  the'  Ornitliorynchus 
Paradoxus — Dr.    Craven's^  Discourses 
on  the  Jewish  and  Christian  Dispen- 
sations, compared  with  other  Institu-  _ 
tioas,    &c. — Davis's    Travels    in    the  * 
United  Stares  of  America,  during  1798 
— 1802— Fuseli's,  Lectures  on  Painting 
—Moore's  Odes  of  Anacreon— The 
Trial  of  John  Peltier,  Esq;  for  a  Libel 
against  Napoleon  Buonaparte,  &c. — 
Governor    Pownal's  .Memorial — Dr. 
Darwin's  Temple  of  Mature*  a  Poena, 
-RtltflWoxks  of  Lady  M.  W.  Mon-,, 
tff£u; 

,,,     .        CtmtcnU  of No.  V,* 

Brack's  Lectures  on  Chemistry — L* 
Mattieurct  La  Pttie— Trake  de  Mi- 
nentiogte,  par.  •  Hairy— the  Works  of 
Richard    Owen     Carabru&e.    E*u^-, 


Pttblii  Virgilii  Maronis  Opera,  Cur* 
Joannis     Hunter,    LLJX— Pinkerton 

.  Modern  Geography,^  digested  on  a 
new  Plan.—.Baudry's  Second  Voyage 
a  la  Louisiane — Necker's  Cours  de 
Morale  Reltgieuse —  Barclay's  kew 
r\tiattonlcal  Nomenclature*— Amadis  de 
tjaisl— Ittnnro  on  Crural  Hernia — 
Pallas's  Travels— Millar's  View  af  the 
English  Government--Schweigh*user'a 
Edition:  of  Athensei  Naucratttae  Deip- 
hbsophistarom  libri  quindecim— Al- 
dini  on  Galvanism — Sibbald's  Coronicle 
of  Scottish  Poetry— 'Williams's  Corres- 

.pondence  of  Louis  XVI,— Whtatley  on 
Currency  and  Commerce. 

Content  f of No.  VI. 

k  Stewart's  Life  of  Dr.  Thomas  Reid— 
Pictet,  Voyage  de  Trois  Mois  en  An,, 
gleterre,  en  Ecosse,  et  un  Irlande — 
Emmerling,Lehrbuch  derMineralogie 
— Fabcr  on  the  Mysteries  of  the  Cabin 
— Karamsm's  Travels — Dr.  Cririe's 
Scottish  Scenery — Voyage  en  Islands, 
fait!par  Ordre  de  sa  Maicste  Danoise — 
Lichtenberg,  Vermischte  Schristea, 
nachdessen  tode  herausgegeben — Win^ 
rerbottom's  Account  of  Sierra  Leone 
— Turner's  History  of  the  Anglo-Sax- 
ons—Good's Life  of  Geddes — Izarn, 
des  Pierre*  tomb6es  du  Ciel— Donna 
Agnesi's  Analytical  Institutions— Nico- 
las et  Gueudeville,  Recherches,  &c.  sur 
le  Diabete  Sucre — Clarke's  Progress  of 
Maritime  Discovery — Godwin's  Life 
of  Chaucer — Hatchett  on  the  various 
Alloys,  Specific, Gravity, and  compara- 
tive Wear  of  Gold  Coin— Pharmaco- 
poeia Collega  Regis  Edinburgensis— > 
LandafFs  Speech  intended  to  have  been 
spoken  in  the  House  of  Lords,  on  224 
November  1803— Stephens's  History 
of  the  late  War— Brocnant,  Traite 
elementalre  de  Mineralogie— List  of 
New  Publications. 

Contents  of  No.  FIT. 

Bentham,  Trait es  sur  les  Principes  de  ' 
Legislation,  Civile  et  Penale — Breislac, 
Voyage  Physique  et  Lithologique  dans 
la  Campanie,  occ. — Sketches  on  the  in- 
trinsic Strength,  Military  and  Naval 
.Force  of  France  and  Russia,  &c— 
Prize  Essays  and  Transactions  of  the 
Highland  Society  of  Scotland)  vol.  2d. 
—Morgan's  Comp.  View  of  the  Pub- 
lic Finances— Hqlcroft's  Travels — Me- 
moires  du  Compte  de  Puisaye — Rash- 
leigh's  British  Minerals — Thomson's 
Chemistry — Ellis's  Specimens  of  the 
Early  English  Poets — Chenevixjs  In- 
quiries concerning  the  Chemical  Pro- 
perties of  Palladium — Arthur's  Dis- 
courses— Jackson  on  the  Medical  De- 
partment of  the  British  Army,  &c* — 
Brown's  Sermons— Turner's  Vindica- 
tion of  the  Welch  Bards— Hunter's 
Travels— Chat  tertoa's   Works— Sew- 
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«fcTs   Life  of   Dr.  Darwin — List  of 
New  Publication* Ar  pen  nix. 

Contents  of  No.  VIII. 

Horsley's  Edition  of  the  Elements, 
e>c.  of  Euclul— Haylcy's  Life  of  Wil- 
liam Cowper  F.s<i.  vol.  8 — Dolomieu 
sur  la  Philosophic  Mineraloyoque,  et 
•ur  I'Espece  Mineralogique — Sotheby's 
Translation  of  the  Georges  of  Vir- 
gil—Tennant's  Indian  Recreations — 
Edge  worth's  Popular  Tales— Richards's 
Poems — Lord  Lauderdale  on  Public 
Wealth — Lord  Chatham's  Letters  to 
Lord  Camelfard — Davies's  Celtic  Re- 
searches— Rumford's  Inquiry  into  the 
Nature  of  Heat — Rum  ford's  Account 
of  a  Phenomenon  in  the  Glaciers  of 
Chamouny,  &c — M'Kinnen's  Tour— 
Sir  Tristrem,  a  Metrical  Romance  of 
the  1 8th  century— Arrow's  Travels 
into  the  Interior  of  Southern  Africa- 
Hill's  Syuonymes — A  concise  State- 
ment of  the  Question  regarding  the 
Abolition  of  the  Slave  Trade — List  of 
New  Publications. 

Contents  of  No.  IX. 
Plan* of  National  Improvement-— 
Richardson's  Correspondence — Com- 
ponimenti  Urici  de  piu  lllustri  Poeti 
<T Italia.  Scelti  da  T.  J.  Mathias— » 
Jameson's  System  of  Mineralogy,  vol. 
1 — Kotzebue's Travels—  Knight  on  the 
Sap  in  Trees — Dr.  Young's  l&keriaa 
Lecture— O'Connor's  Present  State  of 
Great  Britain — Kourgoing's  Tableau 
de  I'Espagnc  Moderne — Fischer,  Voy- 
age en  Espagne — Berth oliet  on  the 
Laws  of  Chemical  Affinity — Plowden's 
Historical  Review  of  Ireland— •  ber- 
nethy'sSurgical  Observations-— Adsms's 
Letters  on  Silesia — Cursory  Ob*erva- 
tions  on  the  Act  for  ascertaining  the 
Bounties,  and  for  regulnting  the  Ex- 

Eortation  an<|  importation  of  Cora. 
ly  a  Mcml>er  of  Parliament— Defence 
of  the  Slave  Trade,  on  the  C» rounds  of 
Humanity,  Policy,  and  Justice— List 
of  New  Publications. 

C*nt::it>  of  No.  X. 

Barrow's  Travels— Maurice's  Mo- 
dern History  of  Hindostan,  vol.  1st  — 
Observations  on  Sturm's  Pamphlet-— 
Dc  la  Generation  des  Connoissances 
Humaincs,  par  J.  M.  De^erando— 
Mathematical  Papers  in  the  Transac- 
tions of  the  Royal  Irish  Academy,  vol. 
8  and  9,  180-1— ieignmouth's  Life  of 
Sir  VVm.  Jones— 'Froissart's  Chroni.  Ics 
<— Spall anzani  sur  la  Kespirjtion — 
Mudge  and  Dal  by 's  Trigonometrical 
Survey  of  England  and  Walcv— Ac- 
count'of  the  picrent  btatc  of  Medicine 
among  the  Native  Africans  of  Sicrre 
Leoue,  by  'lhos.  Wintcrbottom — 
Thorntons    Sporting    Tour— Baillie's 


Miscellaneous  Plays— Precis  Historian* 
de  la  Revolution  Francaise  Convention 
Nationale,  par  Lacretelle,  Jeune — The 
Sabbath,  a  Poem — Dr.  Small's  Account 
of  the  Astronomical  Discoveries  of 
Kepler — Caracterc  des  Armces  Euro- 

f>eeues  Actnelle  avec  nne  Paralcle  de 
a  Politique  de  la  Puissance  et  des 
Moyens  des  Romains  et  des  Francais 
— Military  Memoirs,  Ancient  and*  Mo- 
dern, by  the  Author  of  Memoirs  of  the 
War  in  Asia — Wilkes  s  Letters,  with  a 
collection  of  his  Miscellaneous  Poems 
— Correspondence  of  the  late  John 
Wilkes,  Ac  by  John:  Almon— List  of 
New  Publications— Index. 

Contents  of  No.  XI. 

Scott 'sLay  of  the  Last  Minstrel --Yen- 
turi,  Indagine  Fisica  su  i  Colori :  coro- 
nata  del  premk>  dallft  Societa  banana 
di  Scienze — Strangford's  Camoens — 
Fontana,  Nuova  Soluzione  d'un  Prob- 
lema  Statico  Euleriano-rrjaylqy's  Tri- 
umph of  Music,  a  Poem— Talleyrand's 
Essai  sur  les  Avanfteges  a  neUFer 'de*.Co- 
lonies  Kouvelles  dans  les  Circumstances 
present es-r-Smith's  Flora  Britannica-f- 
Memoircs  dfr  1'Acadcirtie  des  Sciences 
de  Turin—  Well  wood's  Scrhions-^De 
1'Usage  dnns  un.  grand  Ftat.  Par  le 
Cit.  Toulongwn— Bory's  Voyage  Iqs 
Quatre  Principalis  lies  des  Mers  diU- 
nque  — Bailly's  Membires  d'un  Temoih 
dc  la  Revolution — Chambrier  sur  le 
Grand  1  Vroeki  attribue  a  Henri  IV *— . 
S.w  Marti ms  *oprail  Carbene  chfcsi 
Rincbuidenei  Pianti— Godwin's  Fleet- 
wood— Duisgclui's  History  of  Malta— 
Ranken's  History  of  .France— Jantio 
son's  Mineral  Descript.  OT  the  County 
of  Dumfries— List  of  New  Publica- 
tions. 

ConUntt  of  No.  XIJ. 

Gril's  Topography  <i  Troy— Lau- 
derdale'*. Hiqts  to  the  Manufacturers 
of  Great  Britain  on  the  Consequence* 
of  the  Irish  Union,  &c. — Walpole's 
Poems  and  Trandat  Jons—  Clerk's  Essay 
on  Navat  Tactics— fcowle*  s  Spirit  of 
Discovery — Abbe  rortis,  Sopra  Vmt 
Fossil i— hxamen  dc  l'Eselavage,  Par 
V.  D.  C— Hudson  and  Donat**  Cookr 
ery — Culina  lamulatrix  Medicitia,  by  * 
lgnotus — Mitford's  Harmony  in  Lan- 
guage— Friiictpi  di  Statici,  per  i  Tetti, 
par  de  Langes— Kerr's  Travels  round 
the  Baltic — Nouveau  Dictionna'Te  d* 
Historic  Naturelle — Hclbham's  History 
of  (.reat  Britain — M  \  cniie's  Report 
of  the  Committee  of  the  Highland  So* 
cicty  on  the  Poem*  ol  Oj.sian^laing's 
Poetical  Works  ot  James  Macpherson, 
E<q — Cockburn  on  the  best  means  of 
civilising  India— Jackson  on  the  Conu 
mcrce  of  the  Mediterranean — List  of 
New  Publications— -Appendi*. 
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in. 

Vol.  I.  for  1802,  Vol.  II.  for  1803,  and  Vol.  III.  for  1804,  (Vol.  IV. 

for  1805,  will  be  published  in  March  1806)  in  Royal  Octavo, 

Price  One  Guinea  each,  in  extra  Boards,  of 

THE  ANNUAL  REVIEW, 

AND  ' 

HISTORY  OF  LITERATURE  ;  < 

Containing  a  Critical  Analysis  of  all  the  Works  published  during 
the  Year,  arranged  in  Chapters,  corresponding  with  the 
various  Branches  of  Human  Knowledge,  each  of  which  is  pre- 
ceded by  an  Historical  Introduction. 

A.  AIKIN,  Editor. 

The  Advantage*  which  recommend  this  Work  are  the  following : 

1st,  The  Novelty  of  its  Plan,  by  which,  instead  of  a  confused 
Mixture,  the  various  Works  are  arranged  into  Chapters,' agreeably 
to  their  respective  Subjects,  as  Chapter  I.  Voyages  and  Travels; 
Chapter  II.  Theology,  Sec.  &c.  &c.  By  reviewing  together  the 
Works  of  a  Year,  the  Publications  are  sufficiently  numerous  to  A 
render  each  Chapter  important  and  interesting,  and  the  Reader 
inav  select  for  Perusal  those  Chapters  which  may  suit  his  Taste 
6r  nis  Pursuits.  The  Arrangement  presents  an  historical  View 
of  the  annual  Progress  of  Literature  and  Science,  and  peculiarly 
adapts  the  Work  for  a  Place  in  the  Library.  An  annual  well 
arranged  Volume  mav  also  be  preferred  to  the  Trouble  of  a  fre- 
quent Delivery  of  Numbers  on  desultory  Subjects,  most  of 
Which  have  been  anticipated  by  die  present  Work.  For  those 
persons  residing  at  a  Distance  from  the  Metropolis,  and  for  Ex- 
portation, it  must  prove  more  particularly  acceptable. 

2nd,  It  is  mote  complete^  inasmuch  as  each  Volume  forms  a 
Whole,  ana  comprehends  an  Account  of  every  Book  that  is  pub- 
lished, including  a  great  Variety  of  valuable  Works  that  never 
get  introduced  into  any  other  Review.  Its  Table  of  Contents  is 
indeed  the  completest  Catalogue  of  recent  Publications  extant, 
and  forms  with  the  Criticisms  an  excellent  Guide  in  the  Choice  of 
an  Annual  Assortment  of  new  Books. 

Sdly,  U  is  much  cheaper  than  any  of  the  Monthly  Reviews,  al- 
though containing  an  equal  Quantity  of  Matter,  being  sold  for 
M.  Is.  and  their  annual  Subscription  being  11.  19s. 

4thly,  //  appears  from  Estimates  that  have  been  made,  to  be  so  much 
earlier  in  its  Notice  of  literary  Productions,  as  to  anticipate  almost 
every  similar  Publication,  to  the  amount  of  two-thirds  of  its  Contents. 

5thly,  Partiality  with  regard  to  the  early  Notice  of  particular 
Books,  or  the  Omission  of  them  altogether*  cannot,  take  place  in 
this  Woik,  as  every  Publication  must  necessarily  be  introduced  in 
its  proper  place,  and  every  Author  or  Reader  will  always  know 
precisely  when  and  where  to  find  his  Work  reviewed. 

*  6thly,  The  Editor  having  been  so  fortunate  as  to  engape  inde- 
'pendent;professional  Gentlemen  of  acknowledged  Talents-  in  every 
Department  of  Literature  »nH  Sri*»nr«v  th«»  .Q»ike*»^:u«*«.  —  ~~  — 1— 
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IV. 

THE 

Architectural  Antiquities 

Of 

GREAT    BRITAIN. 

DISPLAYING 

A  SERIES  OF  SELECT  ENGRAVINGS, 

REPRESENTING 

THE  MOST  BEAUTIFUL  CURIOUS,  AND  INTERESTING 

ancient  €bi6cej? 

OF  THIS  COUNTRY; 

with  .\n  historical  and  descriptive  accqcvt . 
of  each  subject; 

BY  JOHN  BRITTON. 

PARTS    I.     AND     II. 

In  MeSum  and  Imperial  Quarto,  Price  lOr.  &/.  and  16V.  each, 

(TO  *E  COWTiMUfiD  QUARTERLY,) 

PART  L  Contain*  Historical  and  Descriptive  Accounts t 
with  Eight  Prints, 

OF  IT.  VOTOLM's  PR  I  OUT  CHURCH,  COLCUISTEH;  DCNSTAP1I  PRIORY 

CHURCH,  BEDFORDSHIRE;   LAYIft-MARN&Y  HALL,  «0l#X;  AND 

Till  ABMtT  GATEWAY,  &C.  AT  ABINGDON,  RRRKSHIRR. 

PART II   Contains  a  History,  igemnth  Seven  GsovsTfttCAL 

aw/PfcRsrLCTm  Prints,  g/ Ki ng'» College  Chap rl, 

Cambridge. 

PROSPECTUS. 

THE  Architectural  Antiquities  of  Great  Britain 
are  justly  esteemed  its  most  interesting  artificial  objects :  and 
have  therefore,  peculiar  claims  on  the  attention  of  the  Anti- 
quary, the  Historian,  and  the  Artist.     As  tending  to  defflopt 
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the  Science,  Taste,  and  Customs  of  otir  Ancestors,  they  become 
eminently  interesting  to  enlightened  curiosity;  and  as  immedi- 
ately connected  with  our  National  History,  they  furnish  a  theme 
of  instructive  entertainment  to  Englishmen.  It  is  a  fact  justly 
regretted,  that  many  fine  English  Buildings  are  entirely  oblite- 
rated, and  others  of  singular  beauty  are  daily  falling  a  prey  to 
the  slow  but  sure  dilapidations  of  time,  and  the  reprehensible 
neglect^or  destructive  hand  of*  man.     To  preserve  correct  de-  j 

lineations,  and  accurate  accounts,  of  those  that  remain  to  dig-  f 

nify  and  ornament  the  country,  is  the  decided  object  of  this 
work,  the  leading  feature  .of  which  will  be,  Views,  Plans, 
and  Architectural  details  of  such  buildings  as  are  distinguished 
for  their  anHqmtyi  curiosity  >  or  elegance.  Each  of  these  will  be 
drawn  and  engraved  with  .scrupulous  accuracy,  and  the  most  I 

interesting  will  be  further  illustrated  by  enlarged  representations  j 

of  particular  parts  and  ornaments.  The  whole  will  be  eluci- 
dated by  such  descriptive  accounts,  as  are  calculated  to  define 
the  styles  and  dates  of  ancient  buildings,  and  as  ultimately 
tending  to  develope  the  History  of  Saxon,  Norman,  and  English  *\ 

Architecture. 

This  work  will  collectively  include,  besides  representations 
of  the  earliest  buildings,  several  views  of  the  magnificent  Ca~ 
thedtalst  elegant  Collegiate  Cbunhci,  richly  omawunted  Chafth>  and 
other  distinguished  objects  of  Architectural  importance.  Thus 
it  will  exhibit,  specimens  of  the  various  Styles  which  prevailed 
at  different  Eras,  in  the  Ecclesiastical,  Castellated,  and  Do- 
mestic Architecture  of  Great  Britain ;  and  display  different 
examples  of  the  plain  and  sculptured  semi-circular  arches,  with 
their  corresponding  mouldings,  columns,  capitals,  &c.  also,  the 
diversities  in  the  pointed  style,  from  the  earliest  examples. 

The  present  publication,  though  not  exclusively  appropriated 
t*  any  class  of  men,  will  be  found  more  immediately  useful  to 
the  Antiquary,  the  Architect,  the  Historian,  and  the  Artist : 
each  of  whom  will  instantly  perceive  its  application  to  his  re- 
spective profession-  and  pursuits.  To  the  first,  it  will  furnish 
a  fund  of  antiquarian*  information,  and  direct' him  to  the  most 
important  subjects,  connected  with  his  favourite  study.  The  Ar- 
eui'qpCT  will  find  it  equally  useful,  as  from  the  various  an- 
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thentic  examples' it  will  embrace,  he  can  select  those  particular 
parts,  wjtose  date  and  character  may  best  accord  with  his  de- 
signs. It  is  from  such  data  only  that  the  true  style  of  ancient 
buildings  can  be  imitated,  so  as  fully  to  meet  the  approbation 
of  the  antiquary  and  the  man  of  taste.  As  the  arts  and  ens* 
toms  of  a  people  constitute  a  prominent  feature  in  the  annals  of 
a  country,  the  Historian  must  be  also  interested  in  the  present 
subject;  and  the  Artist  will  view  with  delight  those  object* 
which  conspire  to  give  grandeur  and  picturesque  beauty  to  bis 
historical  compositions,  and  to  his  landscapes. 


CONDITIONS. 

To  avoid  the  inconvenience  and  objection  that  attend  works 
published  in  Numbers,  this  will  come  out  in  Farts,  one  of 
which  will  appear  every  three  months. 

Every  Part  will  contain  six,  seven,  or  eight  engravings,  with* 
historical  descriptions  of  each  subject. 

It  will.be  printed  on  Quart*  paper,  at  10*.  <*/.  each  Pari ;  and* 
a  few  copies  will  be  worked  off  on  a  superfine  Imperial  Paper* 
with  the  First  fmprevLns  of  the  Plates,  at  16V.  each  Part ;  which1 
will  class  with  the  large  paper  copy  of  Lysons',  and  with  most 
other  fine  topographical  books. 


The  Third  Part  will  be  published  at  Christmas  >  and  contain  a 

HISTORY  OF  ROUND  CHURCHES ; 
With  illustrative  Plans,  Views,  and  descriptions  of  the  Tempi* 
Chuhch,  London,,  and  the  two  circular  Churches,  at  North' 
amp: on  and  at  Cambridge*  ' 
A  Subsequent  Part  will  be  appropriated  to 

MALMESBURY  ABBEY  CHURCH,  Wilt* hire, 
which  presents  some  extremely  curious  and  Ji  e  specimens  of  the 
semicircular  ornamented  Arch,  with  massive  Columns,  &c. 
Another  Part  will  embrace  a 

HISTORY  OF  CROSSES, 
with  Views,  &c.  of  those  at  fVahhaw,  at  Northampton,  and  at 
Ceddinpon,  which   were    erected  to  die  Memory  of  Queen 
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Eleanor,  the  beloved  consort  of  King  Edward  the  First.   Other 
crosses  will  also  be  represented. 

Among  the  Subjects  preparing  for  this  Work}  arc,  Flans 
and  Prints  of  the  two  Magnificent  Chapels; 

St.  GEORGE'S  at  Windsor,  and  HENRY  the  SEVENTH'S 
at  Westminster. 

##*  The  Author  will  consider  himself  much  obliged,  by  the 
loan  of  any  document,  or  the  communication  of  any  Memo- 
randa, relating  to  either  of  the  above  Subjects;  or  for  any  hint 
lending  to  illustrate  the  Ancient  Architecture  of  Great  Britain,  1 


CRITICAL  TESTIMONIES, 

Which  are  respectfully  presented  as  the  sentiments  of  some 
Learned  Writers. 

«  We  cannot  convey  to  our  readers  a  better  idea  of  tin's 
beautiful  and  interesting  Work,  than  by  transcribing  the  re- 
spectable Author's  Prospectus."  This  done,  the  reviewer 
proceeds  to  add, "  that  the  Engravings  (in  this  first  part)are  exe- 
cuted in  a  superior  style ;  and  that  the  descriptions  are  suffi- 
ciently ample,  and  appear  to  be  accurate.  And,  under  the  super* 
Attendance  of  so  able  an  Antiquary  as  Mr.  Britton,  there  can 
be  no  doubt  that  the  succeeding  parts  will  display  a  correspond- 
ing excellence."  -  Antijacobin  Review,  August,  1805. 

•'  The  Part  before  us  contains  eight  engravings,  four  of  which 
are  inscribed  to  some  distinguished  Author,  or  Artist.  The 
bold  and  rich  style  in  which  the  several  subjects  are  engraven 
do  great  credit  to  the  respective  parties  concerned  ;  and  if  the 
work  be  continued  with  correspondent  spirit,  care,  and  elegance, 
we  think  it  cannot  fail  of  meeting  with  encouragement  from 
the  Amateurs  ©f  the  Arts."  European  Magazine,  Sep.  1805. 

"  The  portion  of  the  work  which  is  now  before  us,  is  certainly 
executed  with  uncommon  spirit ;  the  choice  of  subjects  has  been 
made  with  judgment ;  and  the  author  and  his  artists  are  equally  . 
entitled  to  oi:r  thanks." — At* the  end  of  a  critique,  occupying 
four  pages,  the  writer  observes,  u  If  the  first  part  may  be  con- 
sidered  as  a  pledge  of  what  the  work  will  be,  we  readily  give 
it  our  warmest  commendation.  Jn  elegance  it  has  not  often 
been  surpassed."  Critical  Review,  Sep.  1805. 
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PREFACE. 


,tyf7ERE  there  no  dramatic  writers,  there  would  be 
no  dramatic  critics;  and  therefore  is  it  not  sin- 
gular that  the  latter,  living  by  the  former,  should  be 
so  frequently  endeavouring  to  destroy  them  ?    Not 
at  all — for  could  critics  live  if  they  did  not  make 
.war  against  authors?  Would  a  Review,   or  a  News- 
paper, thai  praised  every  body,  be  read  by  any  body  f 
.Certainly  not.   .  And  consequently,  since  the  fame 
and  the  sale  of  critical  publications  depend  entirely 
on  their  severity,  let  authors  upbraid  the  readers, 
and  not  the  writers  of  abusive  articles. 

.  To  those  readers  then—those  good-natured,  liberal 
readers,  who  encourage  and  compel  critics  to  be 
^severe;    I  shall  point  out  some  of  the  difficulties 
attendant  on  dramatic  composition. 

First    difficulty to  please  Yourself. 

Second  difficulty to  please  the  Manager. 

Third  difficulty to  please  the  Actors. 

Fourth  difficulty to  please  the  Licenser. 

Fifth    difficulty         *  to  please  the  Audience. 
Sixth    difficulty to  please  the  Newspapers. 

4  Add  to  all  this,  the  actors  must  please  not  to  be 
» taken  ill — the  weather  must  please  pot  to  be  un- 
favourable— the  opposing  theatre  must  please  not 
to  put  up  strong  bills,  and  then  ! — what  then? 
Why  then— Cf  Please  to  pay  the  bearer  four  hundred 
pounds!" 

u  kj,  but "  say  these  good-natured  READERS 
"  there  are  other  advantages  attached  to  a  popular 
"  Play !— the  being  noticed— followed  and  admired ! 


li  preface, 

—By  whom  ?~- by  all  those  learned  Lords — fashions- 
able  Lad  ies— *w*akfcy  Citiztem-«^^ene*ating  Lawyers 
and  eminent  Literati,  who  some  twelve  years  ago 
piiWfeiy  declared  tha't  >6te  %  Ifras  the  geAmne 
15HAirt:s^fiARE,  #t&  Who  sftmfc  tfttfefe  ytafcagft  as  pub* 
licly  declared  ttrat  knetker  Boy  Wato  the  geftftiflfe 
OARRfcK— by  id!  tftosfctfho  art  ditfeir&it  periods  have 
equally  idolized  fcrifr  4«d  tht  CdN^ifirtpioK'^Fbx 
and  the  RkvoLurtdtf-*-SHiaui>AN  «hd  *fcte  Phan*a&m >a- 
cd\iA— Gibbon  arid  tfofe  LfeAfeNfsfe  fte^+K^Btosaftd 
Mother 'Gbtfss  l-v Arhd  yet,  Spfcte  of  *Ms  Weather- 
cock mahia,  atithWi  have  lived,  iafrd  fctlti  live,  who 
wrrte  for  frhat  thef  call  FAME  i^-For  my  part  I 
write  for  more  Substantial  food:— -fe^T  Srtd  tnuttoh 
are  the  objects  of  my  ^ti&itifel),  a&d  perhaps  I 
Would  as  sdon  gam  them  by  bfed  joke**  &  by  good 
jokes ;  bfecawe,  >if  by  accident,  1  wefre  to  write  onte 
sterling  comedy  I  know  to  a  certainty  I  could 
never  Write  another,  «nd  therefafe  1  should  be 
ddtnned  by  comparisdn. 

But  the, constant  cry  is — u  Why  don't  yeu  write  a 
"  sterling  xiomtAy  P-^Why  don't  you  give  us  the  good 
"  old  legit  irht^tzrm^ut^ttftou  fa 
«  Shuk^^ye^J^so^^^MbU^gh-^mA  CoHgr&def" 
Kirfd,  infera!1lEAl>ERS!  why  ohlytektt,  for  compa- 
rison, thfe  Bert  *irthoft>  and  <bek  best  playa  I  Why 
not  bring  into  competition  the  ephemeral  produc- 
tions of  Eihitege,  SfinrfxtitU,  Z**vern*r,  and  Dwfey? 
— and  at  the  same  time  fairly  consider  the  numerous^ 
advantages  ptfisessed  by  these  ancient  writers— *A*y 
found  a  Well^todced  drafaatic  garden:*— Lwe — Jea- 
lousy— Avarke-^Cowardice— Hypocriay-— Curiosity 
— were  then  flowers  unhandled  and  unseen— these 
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they  trolled — and  left  only  weeds.  Ttey  likewise 
were  not  checked  in  their  satirical  and  original  flight*, 
by  Act  of  Parliament— and  if  they  had  thought  of 
dramatizing  a  baby  generid,  or  a  foppish  clergyman, 
they  had  no  Licbhsbr  to  prevent  them.  They  like- 
wise were  allowed  the  free  use  of  that  easy  and  in- 
exhaustible source  of  Creating  mirth,  called  "  double 
™#en4lrc.99-~They  likewise,  from  the  stnallness  of 
their  theatres,  had  the  gratification  of  knowing  tlufc 
their  attempts  at  wit  were  heard  even  in  the  gstie- 
rie* — whilst  our >,  alas  *— often  stick  in  the  ceiling  !-*• 
*nd  yet  with  all  these  superior  advantages,  they 
had  their  good-natured  READERS— for  Voltaire  calk 
Shakespeare — "  Un  grand  Fumier."— Decker  calls 
Jonaon — "  Dull  and  vulgar.*9 — Collier  calls  Van- 
hurgh  and  Coagreve— u  Unnatural  ami  blospfo- 
h*m/*,'-~ And  had  there  been  reviews  in  the  days  df 
Terence  and  Aristophanes,  they  would  probably 
have  been  called  "  T/*e  pity  of  the  wist—the  buf- 
foons of  the  vulgar — and  (as  the  ne  plus  ultra  of 
disgrace)  writers  if  modern  comidy  !" 

Barristers,  physicians,  and  other  professional  cha- 
racters, increase  in  reputation  as  they  increase  in 
•  age — and  at  the  moment  dotage  empties  their  heads, 
credulity  often  fills  their  pockets— but  when  time 
impairs  or  dries  up  the  vivid  juices  of  an  author's 
brain,  can  he  exist  on  his  former  reputation  ?— Nou 
— his  past  efforts  recoil— -and  yfet  there  are  people 
who  would  still  recommend  the  Horatian  maxim  of 
"  Noaum  prematur  in  annum'*— by  which  maxim, 
in  thirty  six  years,  a  man  might  compose  four  clas- 
sical dramas— and  allowing  two  of  these  to  be  damnwd 
—(and  their  being  classical,  don't  in  the  leapt  mend 
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4heir  chance )  why  he  will  have  to  caver  himself,  and 
perhaps  a  wife,  who,  u  Nonum  part ur it  in  mhn~ 
*em' — not  only  Laurjsl  in  abuandance,  but  a  clcaer 
terminable  income  of  about  twenty  pounds  ! 

That  a  very  large  majority  of  critical  writers 
ate  always  ready  to  take  the  good-natured  side  of 
the  question,  and  to  aid  "  their  fellow  labourer 
in  the  vineyard,"  I  have  every  reason  to  acknow 
jedge,  and  I  am  happy— most  happy,  in  this  op- 
portunity of  confessing  that  no  author  that  ever 
-did  live,  or  possibly  ever  will  live,  can  be  under 
-greater  obligations  to  them  than  I  am. — But  since 
the  few  may  at  last  lead  and  convert  the  many, 
—and  play-writing  is  my  chief  source  of  income, 
I  trust  there  is  no  impropriety  in  my  vindicating 
my  vocation  to  the  utmost  of  my  power.— 
I  beg  it  to  be  understood,  that  I  bear  no  malice 
evfen  to  those  critics  who  call'  modern  comedy, 
modern,  trash;  because  if  the  sale  of  their  pub- 
lications depend  on  their  severity,  who  knows 
but*  they  are  writing  against  their  opinions,  and 
are  all  the  time  secretly  thinking  me  a  wonderfully 
fine  dramatist! — To  the  reviewers  I  can  bear  no 
malice,  because  when  they  state  that  my  new  co- 
medy is  worth  nothing,  they  actually  state  th* 
fact — for  by  that  time  /  have  expended  all  its 
profits.  To  the  public  at  large,  who  have  for 
more  than  twenty  years  bestowed  on  me  such  uni- 
form and  unceasing  indulgence,  what  can  I  say  for 
not  better  meriting  that  indulgence?  Why  briefly,, 
in  the  words  of  many  of  my  own  sentimental 
heroes— 
"  The  fault  is  in  my  head,  arid  not  my  aiART." 

March  StA9  1808, 


PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN  BY  A  FRIEND. 

IN  every  Prologue  for  these  thousand  years, 
You've  beard  of  nothing  but  the  Author's  fears ; 
His  pains  of  labour  have  rung  thro'  the  house, 
And,  like  the  mountain,  oft  produc'd  a  mouse. 
For  once,  you'll  hear  no  melancholy  story, 
Before  the  Play,  the  Author  will  not  bore  ye; 
And  why  should  he,  a  trembling  culprit,  sue, 
Whose  only  crime — his  wish  to  pleasure  you  f 
They  talk  of  parties  form'd,  of  critics*  spite, 
Of  Newspapers  condemning,  wrong,  or  right, 
Merc  bugbears,  raisM  pooV  Authors  to  affright. 
Should  he  with  mirth  a  tedious  hour  beguile, 
He'll  gain  his  wish'd-for  recompense,  a  smile  ; 
Should  his  plain  tale  some  interest  impart, 
Your  hands  will  speak  the  feelings  of  your  heart* 
More  would  1  talk,— but  siuce  I  well  discover, 
You'll  not  be  sorry  when,  the  Prologue's  over, 
I'm  gone — yet  no — allow  me  just  to  say, 
If  any  come  to  see  a  foreign  Play, 
We  wish  the  Gentleman  had  staid  away. 
But,  be  there  any,  who  will  freely  scan  us, 
And  wait  to  know  us,  ere  they  try  to  damn  us, 
JJke  patient  jurors,  faithfully  attend, 
Nor  give  their  verdict,  till  they  hear  the  end- 
Such  are  most  welcome,  and  we've  little  fear,  (Boxes  J 
Tbat  syph  axe  tobe  found,  there !  (Galleries J  there !  ( Pit)  and  here  • 
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DRJMATIS 


DRAMATIS  PERStiNM. 

Sir  Arthur  St.  Albyn Mr.  Pop* 

Algernon  St.  Albyn Mr.  C.  Kemblk, 

Modern • Mr.  Lewis. 

Danvers •.....*••♦...•.  *Mr.  Brunton. 

Lord  Blushdale •  •  •  •  *Mr.  Fawottt. 

Solace    •  • -•••*••  -Mr.  Emb&y. 

Trusty    Mr.  Chapman. 

Geoffery    • Mr.  Simmon*, 

Legis  •  •  •  • • •  •  »Mr.  Crbswblu 

Worknflen. 
Servants,  Ice, 

Selina    ,••.♦••••...♦...  .Miss  Smith* 

Cicely    ••'••••••« • .  Miss  Norton. 

peborah    .••....,.,..  -Mrs.  Davinfort. 


Scene— The  Country. 
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HOW  WILL  IT  END  ? 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. — An  Apartment  in  Sir  Arthur  St.  Albyn's 

Home. 

Sir  Arthur  discovered,  reading. 

Sir  Arthur. 

u  PROCRASTINATION  is  the  thief  of  time." 
-*  (Puts, down  book,  and  rises).  Ay,  ay,  when 
waste,  extravagance,  and  shew,  first  drove  me  to  the 
want  of  temporary  aid,  had  I  hat  sacrificed  some 
luxury,  and  met  the  present  danger  by  retrenching, 
I  had  repaired  my  fortune,  and  been  happy — but 
pride,  false  pride,  was  so  engrafted  here,  that,  ere  1 
would  reduce  one  tittle  of  my  pomp,  and  be  the 
sjieer  of  those,  whom  wealth  makes  envious,  I  still 
plunged  on  in  the  same  heated  whirlpool ;  buoyed  up 
by  bubbling,  and  deceiving  hopes,  which  now  dis- 
solve, and  i  must  sink  forever. — Yet,  no— one  pros- 
pect still  remains — the  marriage  of  my  niece — and 
if  my  last  remaining  friend — if  Mr.  Danvers  wou'd 
arrive— 

Enter  a  Servant* 

Serv.    Sir,  Mr.  Danvers  is  this  moment  arrived 
from  London. 

b  Sir 
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Sir  Art.     Admit  him  then. 

[Exit  Servant. 
Now,  now  1  may  regain  my  former  height — and 
soar  beyond  the  reach  of  malice,  envy,*aifd  ingra- 
titude. 

£/?fcr.DANVEB«." 

Danv.  Sir  Arthur,  I  give  you  joy,  and  myself 
joy,  and  your  niece  joy  ; — for,  if  connubial  bliss  can 
be  rendered  permanent,  by  love,  money,  wit,  and 
personal  accomplishments,  shew  me  a  more  happy, 
handsome  couple,  than  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Danvers. 

Sir  Art.  What,  your  uncle,  Lord  Blushdale,  wHl 
consent. 

Danv.  He  will, — and  on  the  terms  I  pointed 
out — namely,  on  his  part  he  agrees  to  give  up  that 
bond  of  yours  to  the  late  lord,  of  sixteen  thousand 
pounds — —    - 

Sir  Art.  Which  you  persuaded  him  to  lend. — Go 
on.    *^ 

Danv.  On  my  part,  I  agree  to  advance  to  you 
the  whole  of  your  niece's  fortune, — and  on  your  part, 
you  agree  that  the  day  I  become  her  partner,  I  be- 
come yours  in  all  your  large  mines  and  copper 
works,  and  depend  on't,  both  firms  shall  flourish,  Sir 
Arthur. 

Sir  Art.  You  have  revived,  restored  me; — for 
though  Selina,  when  we  last  conversed,  seemed  "some- 
what adverse  to  the  marriage,  yet  all  my  wishes  are 
so  truly  hers,  that  I've  but  little  fear.  And  as  a 
proof,  by  this,  {Giving  paper)  I  bind  myself  in 
heavy  penalties  to  see  the  marriage  solemnized. 

Danv.    ( Taking  paper.)    Sir,  you're  all  kindness  ; 
-  and  Tve  but  little  to  fear,  unless  a  rival  has  fore- 
stalled— 

"Sir  Art.     (With  great  impatience.)    What  rival  ? 
Whom? 

Danv.    Your  son. 

Sir 
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Sir  Art    Name  him  not — remind  me  not  of  one, 

who,  long  the  hope,  the  blessing  of  my  life,  is  noW 

quite  hateful  to  my  memory .-^-My  friend,  when  you 

.well   know  how  he   has  cut  me  to  the  heart,  why 

.probe  a  wound,  which  you  can  never  cure ? 

T)anv.  Your  pardon-— 1  forgot;  but,  as  I  must 
suspect ; 

Sir  Art.  Well,,  well;  if  he  again  would  under- 
mine my  hopes,  and  still  oppose,  and  thwart  his  fa- 
thers happiness,  Selina's  heart's  all  tenderness  and 
love. 

Enter  Selina  (not seeing  Danvers). 

SeL  Oh,  Sir  Arthur,  I  came  to  ask  a  favour  of 
you,  do,  do  persuade  that^dear,  delightful  creature, 
now  in  the  picture-gallery,  to  give  us  more  of  his 
company;  for  he  is  so  odd,  and  so  entertaining — 

Sir  Art.     ( Pointing  to  Danvers. )    Mr.  Danvers ! 

SeL  Oh  Lord  !  'tis  all  over — (aside)  Sir,  (zriY£ 
agitation)  I  am  happy  to  see  you  at  St.  Albyn  Castle, 
Sir;  but,  as  I  perceive  I  interrupt  private  conversa- 
tion, I'll  return  to  the  picture-gallery. 

Sir  Art.  No  Selina,  'tis  Air.  Danvers  that  inter- 
rupts private  conversation  ; — and,  as  he  never  has 
beheld  the  grounds,  and  works,  of  which  he's  to  be 
chiefly  master. — What  say  you,  Sir,  will  you  inspect 
them  now  ? 

Enter  SiiVANf . 

Sen.     Sfr,  Mr.  Leg&yoiir  solicitor,  is  without. 

[Exit. 

Sir  Art.     That's  fortunate  ! — he  knows  the  nature 

-  of  your  visit  here, — and  will  conduct  you  to  my  su- 

perintendant.     And,  hark  ye — (Aside  to  Danvers) 

bid  him  dispatch  the  necessary  deeds. 

JDanv.  I  will — (Aside  to  Sir  Arthur)  Madam, 
good  morning.     ( Bowing  significantly  to  her). 

[Exit. 
A2  SeL 
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•  Sel.     The  grounds  and  works  of  which  fie's  to  be 
chiefly  master  !     Surely  nbt  yours,  Sir  Arthur  ? 

Sir  Art.     Mine  !  mine  ! — And  likewise  master  of 
.  what's  worth  them  all  this  hand,  Selina!     (Tahvg 
her  hand,  she  (urns  away).     What !  tremble,  and  turn 
pale  !     Have  a  care.  —  You  know  my  fate  is  in  your 
hands. 

Sel.  I  do ;  and  knowing  well  that  artful,  trea- 
cherous friend,  HI  save  you,  if  I  can. 

Sir  Art,  By  heaven  !  'tis  true — and  she  prefers 
abase,  discarded  son. 

Sel  I  do,  and  chiefly  love  him,  for  the  love  he 
bears  his  father. 

Sir  Art.  Tis  false,  he  is  nty  deadliest  foe — and 
if  you  dread  this  union  With  my  friend,  blame  him, 
that  is  the  cause ;  for,  who  belied  me  to  my  bro- 
ther ?  Who  tortured  him  in  his  last  dying  hours, 
with  selfish,  specious  tales?  and*  robbing  me  of  all 
my  just  inheritance,  became  sole  heir  to  his  estate? 
—Who,  but  that  son  ? — Who,  long- in  ipmd,  in  man- 
ner,  and  in  form, — bore  such  resemblance  to  his 
dear  loved  mother ; — that  I,  at  times,  forgot  her  loss, 
and  thought  in  Algernon  she  lived  agaia  ! 

Sel.  You  were  deceived — he  did  not,  could  not 
— no,  on  my  life  !  some  villain  has  defamed  him. 

Sir  Art.  The  proof  is  in  my  brother's  hand;  his 
will  is  evidence  why  I'm  defamed. — And  on  the  day 
your  lover  comes  of  age,  he  stands,  confessed,  his 
father's  enemy.  (She  appeals. )  Nay,  if  my  friend, 
he  still  might  save  me  from  impending  ruin — still 
might  he  marry  with  Sir  George  Montgomery's 
.  daughter;  but  there  again  he  thwarts  and  mars  my 
hopes. — And,  therefore,  could  I  live  with  such  a 
foe?  No,  Icall'd  forth  the  energies  of  nature,  anft 
feeling  he  no  longer  was  my  son,  dismissed  him  ever 
from  parenfal  love.  > 

Sel.  And  this  marriage  with  Sir  George  Montgo . 
inery's  daughter,  you  also  still  persist  in  ? 

Sit  Art.     1  do;  I  am  reduced  to  such  necessity — 

£nd 
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and  your's  must  instantly  take  place — for  to  supply 
my  unexpected  loss,  I  borrowed  money  of  the  late 
Lord  Blushdale — pnd  now,  observe — the  present  lord' 
is  hostile  to  my  interest ;  but  on  the  day  you  marry 
with  his  nephew,  he  will  release  me  from  a  debt, 
which,  surely  you'll  be  proud  to  pay. — Since  it,  in 
f^ct,  was  caus'd  by  him  you  are  so  attached  to.  ( |ro- 

Set.  which  surely  I'd  be  proud  to  pay,  for  him 
I  owe  sojnuph  to. — (Leaning  an  Sir  Arthur's  shoul- 
der.)— B}U,  when  I  think  the  day  that  gives  me  "to- 
Lord  Bliishdale's  nephew,  involves  you  also  in  a  des- 
perate union,  and  parts  you  ever  from  your  much- 
wrong'd  son,  I  must  dismiss  past  kindness  from  my 
inind,  and  tremblingljKtoronounce-— — 

Sir  *Art.  Peace  1-4-dare  not  utter  the  opprobri- 
ous tewtv,  lest  maddening  with  accumulated  iajuries; 
1,  too,  grow  desperate,  and  this  instant  forpe  you  to 
consent. — Hear  me. — Your  fortune  is  dependent  on. 
my  will — and,  marry  any  but  the  man  I  name,  Til 
triumph  in  your  ruin. — Reflect,  repent,  and  mind- 
when  next  this  topic's  urged,  you  prove  the  grati- 
tude you  so  much  boa$t  of,  or  meet  the  fate  ingrati- 
tude deserves. 

[Exit. 

Sef.  Then,  there  is  left  but  one  alternative,  and 
Algernon,  at  all  hazards,  must  avow,  what  will 
awhile  increase  his  father's  rage,  but,  in  the  end, 
preserve  him.  We  thought  that  it  would  come,  to 
this,  and  I  will  write  as  he  instructed  me. — Within 
there  !  William  ! — yps,  yes — I'll  send  expre»  to 
Bath ;  and  in  one  line  he  shall  confront  his  enemy. 
— Within  there  !  William ! 

JE^ntcr  Modern.  « 

Modern.  Here,  here  at  your  service,  Madam — 
and  you  needn't .  have  bad  the  trouble  of  calling 

me; 
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rrie  ;  for  I  was  so  sick,  of  Sir  Arthur's   old  pictures, 
that  I  was  coming  post-haste  to  take  leave  of  you. 

Sel.     You  !  I  was  calling  my  servant. 

Modern*  Then  I'm  sure  you  were  calling  me, 
Madam. 

SeL     Upon  my  word,  vastly  gallant !     But,  pray, 
Sir/is  it  possible  that.you  don't  admire  Sir  Arthur V 
fine   classical  collection?     Why,  there  is  but  one* 
modern  picture  in  the  whole  Gallery, 

Modern.  I  know ; — and  though  the  artist  be 
living,  I  thought  the  new  gentleman  looked  pretty' 
formidable — and  I  don't  see  why  painters  and  their 
pictures  should  be  half-mouldered  and  rotten,  be- 
fore they  get  into  life,  Madj^n,— No,  t  like  every 
thing  that's  new,  and  nothn.g  old — save  friends, — 
and  wine, — and  woods, — and  women. — 

Sol.     What  !  like  old  women,  Mr.  Modern  1 

Modern.  Yes>  Mqdam.— Tis  a  new  fashion,  and 
therefore  I  must  follow  it. 

SeL  Tis  a  very  cruel  fashion  then,  and  I  should 
like  to  know  how  I  am  to  get  on  for  the  next  long 
tedious  twenty  years. 

Modern.  And,  how  am  I  to  get  on  ?  for  1  can't 
make  love  to  you  till  they  are  over — and,  perhaps, 
by  that  time,  young  women  will  come  into  fashion 
again  : — perhaps — Good  by  w'ye — and  if  therp 
should  be  any  thing  new  in  the  wilds  of  Ameria. — 

Scl.  What !  are  you  going  to  America^  Mr. 
Modern  ?  . 

(Modern  bows  assent.) 
Why ! — for  what  reason  ^ 

Mddern.  A  very  olc(  one — I've  no  money. — » 
And  as  it  was  in  that  country  my  parents  breathed 
their  last,  I  wish  to  knojv,  why  they  who  leved 
me,  whilst  they  lived,  forgot1  me  when  they 
died! 

Sel.     Forgot  you  ! 

Modern.  They  did,— they  did, — But  that  is 
past ! — that  concerns    not  you  !    and   the  ship  is 

Raiting. 
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waiting  at  the  neighbouring  sea-port  ; — and  so, 
though  this  is  only  our  second,  yet  being  probacy 
our  last  meeting,  allow  me  thus  to  press  this  fair, 
and  lovely — 

(Se/ina  holds  down  her  head.) 
JSTay,  don't  blush, — that's  old  beyond  every  thing — 
there,  there — (kisses  her  hand. J  And,  now,  Colum* 
bus  like,  all   hope  and  agitation, — now  for  a   new' 
world  ! 

SeL     And,  mind,  Columbus  like,  you  don't  come- 
home  in  chains. 

Modern.     What?  matrimonial  ones,  you  mean— * 
No,  Madam, — if  I  marry,    it   sha'nt   be  -out  of  this/ 
country, — Nay,   if  my  friend  Algernon  were  here,  i 
I'd  say  to  him — perhaps  not  out  of  this  county  ;^-<[ 
but,  as  1  mustn't  say  that  to  you,  Madam, — farewell 

Set. — Stay,  Sir,  and  so  far  be  my  servant,  as  to 
wait  on  me  down  stairs — Come,  and  I'd  have  you 
think  of  marriage,  the  novelty  will  please  you. 

Modern.  It  wjll ;  for  the  wisest  of  ail  men 
didn't  say  there  was  nothing  new  under  the  sun,  till 
he  had  tried  a  hundred  wives. — So,  at  any  rale, 
I'll  try  one  wife. — This  way,  Madam,  (taking 
her  hand.)  Oh,  if  'tis  all  like  this,  a  bachelor's*, 
dull,  old-fashioned  fool! — there  is  no  novelty  like 
patrimony.  ' 

£  Exeunt. 

SCENE  11.—^  Room  in  Solaces  house. 


Enter  Trusty    and  Cicely. — Trusty  has  a    small' 
Portmanteau  which  he  puts  down. 

Trusty-  Well,  Pm  glad  we  are  come  to  the  end 
of  our  journey,  and  1  warrant  so  are  you,  Miss 
Cicely. — Though  1  don't  know,  you  used  to  be  in 
*Hch  spirits  at  coming  home  for  the  holidays, — and 

now 
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now  you  look  as  melarifeholy,  as  if  it  were  the  day 
you  were  going  to  school  again. 

Cicely.     Do  1  ?  my  looks  l>elie  me  then. — Home 
is  most  welcome,  (sighing.) 

Trusty.  It  ought  to  be — and  this  is  the  last 
time  but  one.  Next  Christmas  I  shall  bring  you 
home  for  good,  and,  then  you'll  be  your  own  mis- 
tress, and  my  mistress. — 

Cicely.     Your  mistress,  Jonathan  ! 

Trusjty.     Aye,    wife  to  my  worthy  master,   who 
has  reared  you,  educated  you,   and,   thpugh   he  be- 
not  quite  iq  the  hey  day  of  youth, 

(Cicely  holds  down  her  head  and  sighs  deeply.) 
Why,  there  again  !  this  marriage  with  your  bene- 
factor, used  to  be  your  favourite  topic,  and,  though 
from  the  difference  of  age,  love  might,  perhaps,  be 
out  of  the  question,  yet  gratitude,  esteem — 

Cicely.  I  am  fatigued, — unwell, — and  only  fit 
to  be  alone (going.) 

Solace  (wit Jwut.) 

Solqce.     This  way,  ray  lads,-  this  way. 
Trusty.     Here  he  comes-*-here  comes  Sir  Arthur 
S>t.  Albyri's  honest,  happy    superintendant — aud  as 
hale,   and  as  cheerful  as  when  you  last  saw  him. — 
Look. 

'  tficely.  I  dare  not ; — for  I'm  so  altered,  that  I 
dread  those  looks  ,  which,  then,  'twas  happiness  tq 
dwell  on.  And  how,  and  when  shall  I  have  courage 
to  encounter  them  ?  Not  new  I've  inward  proof, 
and  therefore,  to  prepare  him  for  distress,  which  he, 
as  little  merits  as  expects,  bid  him  no  more  extol 
me  for  my  conduct,  for  I  would  rather  meet  "his 
^utmost  anger,  than  hear  that  praise  I  feel  I  don't 
deserve 

l"\  £Exit. 

•   (Trusty  goes  up  the  Stage.) 

Enter 
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Enter  Solace  and  tjso  men  belonging  to  the  xcorks. 

Solace,  There — step  into  the  back  parlour,  take. 
the  bais,  balls,  anil  wickets,  and  tell  the  other  work- 
men, here  be  this  whole  purse-full  for  the  winners. ( 

1st  JVorlcm.  Bless  you,  Master !  bless  you  !  and 
may  you  always  be  as  happy  as  you  make  me,  and 
my  fellow  servants. 

Solace.  I  am  happy  I  will  be  happy — for,  no 
tooner  do  I  wake  every  morning,  but  I  say  to  my- 
self, "  No,w,  mind,  John  Solace,  mind  you  don't 
be  a  fool  to-day,  for  here  you  be  again,  with  good 
health,  though  it  be  a  hundred  to  one  against  thee ; 
— with  a  good  house  over  thy  head,  though  thou- 
sands be  without  one, — and  with  the  prospect  or  a 
good  wife,  though  thousands.be  without  that  also." 
« — And  yet  on  every  slight  venation,  you  want  to  be 
grumbling,  Sirrah,  but  you  sbaVt  !  fbr  vexations- 
do  give  variety  ;  and  if  life  were  one  smooth 
bowling-green, — Oh!  how  we  should  long  for 
lumps  and  bumps  upon  it. 

\stxHrQrkm.  Indeed,  measter,  though  1  am  sure 
I'm  glad  to  hear  you  think  so,  for  you've  had  your 
vexations  this  morning. 

Solace.  Why,  yea ;  first  the  lightning  did  strike 
my  best  bay-rick,  then  a  mad-dog  did  bite  two  of 
my  best  cows,  and  after  that,  ray  poor  old  mother 
did  make  me  read  to  her,  six  whole  columns  of 
debates;  but  it  might  have  been  worse,  honest 
lads;— the  lightning  might  have  struck  I — the  dog 
might  have  bit  you,— and,  instead  of  reading  the 
debates,  icod !  I  might  have  been  forced  to  hear 
them  !  So,  I  am  happy,  1  will  be  happy,  and,  now, 
go  make  thyselves  happy. 

[Exeunt  Workmen, 
What,  thee  here  also !  (seeing  Trusty)  and  my  dear, 
darling  Cicely — No— how!  why,  where  is  she  ? 

Trusty,     There!  (pointing,  ojf %ihe  stage.) 

4  Solace. 
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Solace.     Where  ? 

Trusty.     There  !r— walking  towards  the  coppice. 

Solace.  .  What  !  playing  at  hide  and  seek !  'Sly- 
puss — I'll  be  a  match  For  her — I'll — (Going,  stops.) 
Why,  she  be  in  tears  !  .and  looking  so  pale,  and  so 
chang'd !  Jonathan !  what  be  the  matter,  Jonathan ! — • 

Trusty.     I  don't  know. — Ask  her  yourself. 
.  Solace.    Mysejf  !-^Speak — did  her  governess — did 
Mrs.  Dorville  say  nothing  ? 

Trusty.     Nothing. — Good  Evening. 

Solace.    And  she, — she  herself — 

Trusty*  Oh  yes — Miss  Cicely  bade  me  say — I 
cannot  speak  it— ask  her  yourself, — and  whatever 
is  the- matter  with  hen — even  if  you  have  Ipst  her 
affections,  call  to  mind  what  you  have  just,  and 
always  said; — still,  still  be  happy,  master.  . 

[Exit. 

Solace.  Why?  that  be  easy  talking; — for,  loss  of 
hay,  cattle,  and  such  like,  be  certainly  slight  vex*- 
ations — and  he  be  a  blockhead  that  do  let  them, 
fret  him. — But  to  lose,  as  it  were,  the  whole  world 
at  one  blow ! — dang  it,  it  be  tight  work  to  feel 
happy  after  that !  However,  if  it  be  true,  it  do 
still  carry  with  it  this  consolation. — I  cannot  feel 
any  other  trouble ; — and  if  not  true — and  why ! — 
yes,  why  not  think  so? — I  will?-* she  be  the  same 
kind-hearted  creature — and  W  a  poor  thick- 
headed— he!  he!  he!. — If  ignorance  give  joy,  and 
fools  be  always  happy,  I  wonder  ho\y  the  deuce  Ts 
pver  otherwise. 

[EiriV.f 

, SCENE  III. — Outside  of  Solace's  House*  Canal,  and 
Copper-works,  and  open  Country  in  the  distance. 

(Fife  and  labour  heard  without.) 

Enter  Danvkrs  &jid  Legis. 

Danv.     Why,  this  is  strangely  ordered !     Some 
dapcing ! — some    at  cricket !  and  none   employed 

upon 
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upon  the  works  ?     S'death  !     is   this  Sir  Arthur's 

■:"-*        doing? 

: :■:  ^  jLegis.     No — Sir  Arthur  knows  nothing  of  it, — 

_:  .  r1t>r  he  is  one  of  those,  who  scarcely  ever  visits  hi« 

.  y>        estate,  and  thinks  so  little  of  his  own  concerns,   that 

-:  \;j~        he  leaves  all  to  other's  management; — the  super- 

-  7./-        'intendant  has  the  sole  control. 

:Y.r*  Danv.     So  I  suspected — and,    can  you  wonder 

that  Sir  Arthur  is  embarrassed,  when  he  allows  the 
servant  to  be  master  ?  such  servant  is  a  villain  !     , 

'  Legis.     Why  he  is  a  man  of  pleasure,  Mr.  Dan- 

,£,  g  -       vers  :— and  as   a  proof,  look  yonder — (pointing  off 

las:  *         &?   ?tage' )  That  P?etty  gir'>    theY  te'*  me>   *s  *"s' 


„  w.  ,         mistress, 

have  ,*5 


Danv.     His  mistress! — 8'ljfe!    Til  leach  him — 


a  Legis.     Hush !     he  is  here. 

tj^  Enter  Solace,  not  seeing  Danvers  and  Legis. 

11  -.  ~£  Solace.     Dang  it '  I  do  not   hajf  like  her; — for 

*     tl  she  do  turn  away  and  sigh,  and  mourn,  and  some- 

"e*,  5  how,  be  quite  unpleasant,  like: — and  that  be  a  sure 

*         -     sign,  people  in  love  be  main  disagreeable. 
be  tfl^  Danv.     So,  sir,  you  lead  a  fine  merry  life  here 

I  °^  (taking  his  arm,  and  turning  him  round.) 

"an ,  So/ace'.     Very, — very — and  thank  thee  lor  putting 

ebe *  me  in  mind  of  it.     (going  to  take  his  arm,  Legis 

P0?  stops  him.) 

gfaf  Legis.     Softly!  and  knoyr,  the  person  you  are 

'dtf*  thus  familiar  with,  is  nephew   to  Lord  Blushdale, 

and  the  intended  husband  of  Sir  Arthur's  niece. 
Danv.     Aye,  sir,  and  partner  in  these  works — 
ftp  mark  that !     Partner,    and  master  of  these  works ! 

/  ht  Now, — what  say  you  now? 

lt    ,  Solace.     Thank  thee,  thank  thee  again ;  for  I  do 

ttirf'  love  joking  and  fun-making  so  much,  that  I  don't 

think  a  bit  the  worse  of  a  droll  story,  because  there 
be  no  truth  in  it !  He  !  he  !  he  !— thee  my  master. 
>red'  >  Danv\ 

e  e# 
f 
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Danv:  m  No,  sir,  not  yobrs;  for  l  discharge  all 
servants,  who  aspire  to  fashionable  habits,  and  one 
whp  can  afford  to  keep  a  mistress. 

4      *  (Solace  starts,); 

Nay,  sir,  deny  it  not, — I  saw  her  but  this  instant. 

(So/ace  is  betzqecn  Danvers  and  Legis.) 

Solace.     Saw  whom  !  not  Cicely  ! 

l>egi$.     Cicely ! 

Danv.    Ay  !  sir; — and  this-1 — is  this  a  joke,  sir  ?    , 

Solace.  No,  I  wish  it  were ; — for  I  did  think  the 
other,  a  light,  pleasant  sort  of  fib;  but  when  you  cfo 
both  seriously  take  away  a  poor  virtuous  girl's 
character,  I  do  call — No — I  be  so  above  using  your 
bad  language,  that,  though  I  know  it  to  be  adaran'd 
dull  lie,  I  scorn  to  say  so,  upon  any  account  what- 
ever.—  And  so,  as  life  be  short,  and  pleasure  sonpe- 
what  scarce,  wi'  your  leave,  Til  seek  more  agreeable 
company  elsewhere. 

Danv.  Sir  Arthur  shall  resent  this  insolence — 
He — he  shall  know  how  you  employ  his  workmen,  I 

and  yourself. 

Solace.  Let  un — let  un — like  his  good  old  father, 
let  un  know  every  thing  of  I  and  his  cpneerns,  I 
\mb  it — I'd  be  glad  to  talk  with  Thim,  for  then  he 
would  knpw  that  this  poor  girl,  that  you  so  falsify, 
be  my  intended  \vife,  and  daughter  of  a  worthy 
tenant,  who,,  dying  in  distress,  I  did  support,  and 
educate  her;  and  likewise  he  would  know  'that 
y.Ofldet  mprry-makipg  be  the  reward  of  industry. 
'  Dany.    Of  industry  !  , 

Soface.  Aye; — honest  lads  I  they  have  done  full 
six  days'  work  in  pve. — And  they  be  not  slaves^—or 
iftherywere,  w^y.  only  rule  their  hands  ?,  1#by  not 
Be  master  of  their  heai'ts?.  and  gain  by  willing  toil 
Y,h&t  force  could  neyer  earn  ? 

'  ( fife  and  Tabour  heard  without) 
Yqn  hear — and  could  Sir  Arthur  witness  t^?se  pure 
rural  joys,  w^o  knows  but  he  might  give  up  Lon- 
don life,   and  mixing  with  his  tenantry,   and  neighr  * 

boyrs, . 
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bours,  be  like  myself,  so  much  a  little  Icing  amongst 
them,  that,  from  the  head  to  toe, 

(Fife  and  Talour  again.) 
I'm  coming— John  Solace  will  be  foremost—"  Be- 
gone dull  care." 

[Exit,  singing   ami  dancing. 

Legis.  This  it  is  tb  trust  to  agents. — And  to  think, 
— Sir  Arthurs  son  should  countenance  such  profli- 
gacy !  for  every  autumn,  when  sporting  calls  him 
from  his  other  haunts,  he  chuses  to  reside  with  this 
his  father's  enemy. 

Danv.  Of  course,  they  are  confederates.  But 
who  comes  here?  as  I  live,  another  busy,  and  pre- 
suming blockhead.  Come,  let  us  get  out  of  his 
way;  for  if  he  finds  I'm  on  a  visit  to  Sir  Arthur,  he 
will  so  torment  me  to  introduce  him — 

Le'gis.     Indeed  !  who  is  it? 

Danv.  Why  Captain  Modern,  natural  ^on  to  the 
late  Lord  Blushdale,  who  diecl  whilst  1  was  in 
America. 

Legis.  I  know — his  Lordship  went  there  in  an 
official  situation. 

Danv.  He  did  ;  and  I  hoped  his  son  had  gone 
there  also;  for  I  declare,  I  wouldn't  have  him  knoW 
of  my  intended  marriage — (going.) 

Enter  Modern. 

Modern.  Holloa,  George  !  What,  cut  me!  who 
cut  thousands  !     Come  thart  new,  at  any  rate! 

Danv.  Charles  ! — My  dear  fellow  ?  Why,  what 
brings  you  to  this  part  of  the  wdrld  ? 

Modern.  Why,  I  came  to  take  shipping  for  that 
'country,  where  you  wene  when  my  Lord  Blushdaltf 
died.— And  you  are  sure,  still  <juite  sure  youvfc  no 
intelligence. 

Danv.  SVleath!  I  have  told  you  so  a  thousand 
times — and  if  you  doubt  my  word,  g6,  make!  in- 
quiry on  th«  spot. 

Modern. 
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Modern  flwfs  what  I  mean  ;  and  I  was  act., ,  . 
on  board  and  sailing  gallantly  down  the  river,  when 
the  vessel   met  with  an  accident,  and  luckily  can't 

Eut  to  sea  again  these  two  days,  I  say,  luckily, 
ecause  salt-beef  in  a  captain's  cabin  isn't  like 
venison  in  a  baronet's  parlour,  nor  the  loud  roaring 
pf  winds  and  waves,  like  the  soft  voice  of  a  beauti- 
ful young  creature — So,  hey  for  Selina,  and  St* 
Albyn  castle. 

Danv.    St.  Albyn  castle! 

Modern.  Ay — and  between  ourselves,  though 
Sir  Arthur  is;  somewhat  gothic  in  his  taste,  his  niece 
is  quite  original^-and  she's  in  love  witkme,  George ! 
she  is — and  you  will  be  in  love  with  her,—- and  as 
I  should  like  to  see  yoti  (takes  hold  of  Danvens 
arm,  who  tries  te  take  it  away.)  Pshaw !  don't  stand 
on  dress  or  appearance,— ^for,  talk  of  cutting — I'll 
introduce  you,  dam'  me,  if  she'll  even  look  at  you — 

Danv.  \  ou  introduce  ! — Pray,  may  I  ask — whcr 
introduced  you  ? — 

Modern.  Myself,  and  in  my  own  new  style.— 
"Sir  Arthur,"  says  I,  "I  am  the  son  of  the  late 
Lord  Blushdale,  and  you  owe  him  twelve  thousand 
pounds  " — "  Heavens,  sir  !  "  said  he,  "  do  you  come 
to  ask  for  payment  ?  " — "  No  sir  " — said  I,  "  I 
merely  come  to  ask  for  dinner/' — And  then,  by 
terrifying  him  with  the  thought  of  a  great  request, 
he  felt  as  anxious  to  grant  the  little  one,  as  you  did 
to  pay  my  taylor's  bill,  when  I  popp'd  it  in  your 
hand,  and  told  you  it  was  a  challenge;— but,  come, 
you  shall  See  Sclina. — 

Danv.  (sarcastically)  Certainly — I'm  going  to 
see  her. 

Legis*  So  am  L — We  are  botlv  going  to  Sir 
Arthur's, 

Modern.  New  again  ! — and  if  you've  any  thing 
else — 

Danv.  Nothing,  but  that  your  vanity  shall  meet 
reproof;    for  he  who    trifles  with  a  lady's  farfiey 

and 
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and  tramples  on  the  rights  of  hospitality,  degrades 
the  name  of  Englishman  and  man. 

Legis.  True,  Mr.  Danvers ;  and  whilst  that  name 
through  every  foreign  clime  spreads  terror,  and 
dismay; — and  gallantry  and  freedom  join  to  blend 
the  laurel  with  the  oak — 

Modern.  Gentlemen,  Gentlemen !  this  is  all  very 
true,  and  very  fine. — But,— I,1 — and  I  dare  say  the 
good  people  around  me,  have  been  so  long  pes- 
tered with  these  old  common-place  tirades,  that  I'm 
sure  they'll  thank  me  for  stopping  you  in  the 
middle — they  will. — So  away  to  the  baronet's,  and 
till  you  get  newer,  brighter  thoughts,  doti't  think 
of  cutting  out  Charles  Modern,  who,  if  he  live  for 
*ver,  will  be  youthful,  gay,  and  novel 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT.    II. 

SCENE  l.~*-Ahother  Apartment  in  St.  Albyn  Castle, 
Folding-doors  in  the  Back  Scene. 

SelIna  discovered  drawing. 
Selina. 

WELL,  now,  that  is  very  odd !  I  had  began  paint- 
ing Algernon,  from  memory,  and  yesterday  it 
Was  very  like  him ;  but  somehow,  flow  it  isn't  like 
him  at  all.  No,  and  what's  more  odd,  it  isn't  abso- 
lutely unlike  some  body  else. — And  I  declare  Alger- 
non deserves  it  for  not  answering  my  letter.  Bath 
is  not  such  a  great  way  off,  and  when  he  knows  that 
all  depends  upon  dispatch — here,  here  comes  the 
servant.  (Rises  and  looks  out. )  No,  'tis  Sir  Arthur, 
and  this  Mr.  Danvers.--  Oh,  Algernon  !  Algernon  ! 
Why,  why  delay  to  make, avowal  of  what  alone  can 
save  us, 

[Exit  at  door  in  back  scene, 

JEnter immediately \  Sir  Annum  and  Danvers. 

Danv.  Nay,  I  have  cause  to  call  this  Mr.  Modern 
troublesome. — He  thinks,  because  his  parents  died 
•  whilst  I  was  in  America,  that  I  keep  back  intelli- 
gence. 

Sir  Art.  Well,  well,  Mr.  Modern  knows  nothing 
From  me  of  our  intended  plans;  but  if  he  did,  I  tell 
you,  I  am  so  resolved  upon  this  marriage,  that  none 
shall  interrupt  it. — To-morrow  she  is  yours, 

Danv.     To-morrow,  Sir ! 

Sir  Art.  Aye ;  spite  of  her  love  for  a  discarded 
son ;  and  for  this  daring,  dissipated  agent,  whom  I 

have 
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have  left  to  be  his  own  free  master, — he,  too,  shall 
feel  my  anger  and  authority,  and  you,  the  witness  of 
his  insolence,  shall  be  the  witness  of  his  just  cor- 
rection. 

Danv.  Why,  I  must  own  that  he  deserves  it, 
Sir. 

Sir  Art.  He  does,  and  I'll  inflict  it — See,  by  my 
order,  he  is  here. 

Enter  Solac*. 

Sit  dpwn,  Mr.  Danvers, 

(Sir  Arthur  and  Danters  both  sit. ) 
So,  Sir,  (sarcastically)  I'm  glad  to  see  you. 

Sol.  Thank  thee,  thank  thee  koindly,  Sir  Arthur. 
»And  I'm  sure  I  be  glad  to  see 'thee;  for,  though 
you've  been  owner  of  the  works  these  eight  years,  I 
think  •  you  have  been  but  twice  in  this  house,  and, 
certainly,  not  once  in  mine.  *  Indeed  I  be  very  glad 
to  see  thei,  Sir  Arthur. 

-  Sir  Art.  Then  you  have  to  thank  this  gentle- 
matt,  ■         » 

Sol.  Then  I  do  thank  him.  (Bowing  to  Dan- 
vers.) 

Sir  Art.  Yoir  hear — I  thought  he  would  retract,-- 
(to  Danvers)  1  am  gladio  find  my  friend  lias  been 
mistaken.  He  said,  that  you  presumed  upon  long 
service — 

Sol.  I !— I !— -Come,  I  don't  thank  thee  for  that, 
Sir. 

Danv.  S 'death!  do  you  deny  it?  Did  you  not 
meet,  and  leave  me  with  contempt  ? 

Sol.     Why,  yes ; — and  well  I  might,  Sir  Arthur  ;    ' 

•  — for,  do  you  know,  without,  with  your  leave,  or 
by  your  leave,  he  did  come  strutting,  and  saying—* 
t€  I'm  partner  ! — I'm  master!" 

Sir  Art.     {Rising.)    He  is  to  be  your  master. 
Sol.    What! 

*  Sir  Art.  This  is  my  partner,  and,  as  such,  respect 
him,  and  obey  him. 

c  Sol. 
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Sol.  Bless  my  soul!  when  I  did  say  vexations 
gave  variety,  I  never  thought  that  one  might  have 
too  much  af  a  good  thing. — And  what  with  this  and 
Cicely — However,  if  it  be  thought  fit — take  a  part- 
ner, Sir  Arthur  ! — give  me  another  master;  but  let  it 
be  the  one  I  did  bargain  for, — don't  thee, — dorft 
thee  let  it  be  out  of  the  family,  Sir  Arthur. 
Sir  Art.  How!  dare  you — 
Sol.  I  do  mean  no  offence;  but  %your  son  be 
often  proud  to  visit  an  old  servant,  and  I  do  see  that 
he  do  love  the  whole  concern, — and  I  do  likewise  so 
love  him, — that,  to  be  happy, — and  I  won't  be  other- 
wise,— let  him  be  sharer  in  his  father's  fortune, — 
J,— I  be  servant  to  no  other.       , 

Sir  Art.  Then  L  dismiss  you,  Sir ;— r-and  new  I 
can  believe  what  I  have  heard,  that  all  this  insotenoe 
results  from  independence,  gained  most  vilely  and 
corruptly. 

Sol.     Independence  gained  corruptly  ! 
-•  '  Sir  Art.    Ay : — thanks  to  my  €4*eles5,  unsuspi- 
cious nature,  you  have  amassed,  by  fraud  and  papu- 
lation-—  r   .  . 

Sol  Peculation  !  Sir  Arthur,  I  have  liv'don  these 
works  from  a  boy — my  father  before  tie;  find  When 
we  did  first  take  them  in  hand,  the  profit  were  scarce 
.worth"  remitting. — What  be  it  now,  Sir  Arthur? 
Last  year  I  did  send  thee  up  to  town  full  eighteen 
•thousand  pounds!  and  though  your  father,  to  encou- 
rage and  reward  my  zeal,  did  annually  allow  me  a 
twentieth  ihare,  have  I  once  vexed  thee  by  demand- 
ing it?  Nay,  have  I  even  asked  the  common  pay  of 
servitude?  and  why?  because  1  heard  thee  wert  in 
difficulty,  and  I,  who  live  by  fraud  and  peculation, 
-  did  feel  so  anxious  for  my  dwsteifs  independent?, 
that  I  have  given  up  my  owa  t*  gain  it. 

Sir  Art.-    Astonishing  I    £an  this   be  possible? 
(ToDanvers.) 
4      D*nv.    All  &&,*-&&  subterfuge. — Begone !  ( To 
Solace.)    Take  your  dismissal,  Smit: 

Sol. 
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Sol.  Don't,  don't  thee  dismiss  me,  Sir  Arthur* 
for  the  workmen  will  all  follow  me— the  dealers  will 
all  leave  you. — Another  superintendant  cannot,  in 
years,  supply  my  place.  But  why,  why  do  I  stand 
begging  and  beseeching  here  ?  Thee  art  the  son 
and  father  of  two  men,  that  I  mun  reverence; — 
thy  name  be  St.  Albyn. — 1  have  known  thee  from  a 
child,  and,  therefore,  if  thee  say'st — "There  be  the 
dpor,  John  Solace!" — I  answer,  "Very  likely,  very 
likely  !"  But,  till  Tm  sure  thee  art  in  better  hands, 
look, — the  whole  county  shall  not  push  me  out  of 
it.      (Standing before  the  door.) 

Danv.  Not  go  !  Not  be  controlled  !  Sir  Ar- 
thur, if  the  story  of  your  father's  bounty  prove,  as 
I  guess,  most  artful  and  unfounded,  this  high-toned 
boast  of  generosity  is  but  increase  of  insolence  and 
falsehood. 

Sir  Art.  True;  and  I've  nothing  but  his  word. 
Come,  Sir,  the  proof, — convince  me  that  your  ser- 
vices and  zeal  were  thus  important  to  my  father's 
interest. 

Sol.  What !  still  against  me !  Then,  (putting 
his  hand  hastily  to  his  coat  pocket)  no,  (taking  it  out 
again)  I  do  not  need  such  consolation;  for,  though 
your  conduct  do  o'ercloud  my  joys,  your  father's  do 
bring  sunshine  to  revive  me.  ( Half  crying). 
Danv.  You  hear  the  poor,  evasive  answer. 
Sir  Art.  I  do,  I  do. — And  open  villany  ^should 
have  my  praise,  in  preference  to  this  cant,  this  mock- 
ery of  honesty.— Begone !  and  till  you  dare  divulge 
the  proofs,  you  boast  of,  dare  not  to  prostitute  my 
father's  name.  ...'■•• 

s.  Sol.  Prostitute !  Nay,  then,  though  I  did  xriean 
to  bear  this  secret  to  my  grave,  (taking  a  paper  out 
of  his  pocket-book)  read  what  were  written  in  this 
very  room,  pnly  two  days  before  your  fathers  death, 
and  with  his  own  free  choice. — I  scorned  to  ask,  or 
hope  for  such  reward ;  but  you  do  see — (  holding  up 
paper  before  Sir  Arthur)  not  pnly  do  he  bind  himself 

eg.  to 
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to  pay  this  twentieth  share — "  but  fearing  that  my 
son" — ( Reading). 

Sir  Art.  (Snatching  tJie  paper  from  him,  and 
reading)  "  But  fearing  that  my  son's  expensive 
"  habits,  and  love  of  town  pursuits  may,  some  time 
"  hence,  induce  him  to  require  a  partners  aid  ;  I  do 
"  direct  that  no  such  partnership  be  formed  without 
"  the  approbation  of  the  said  John  Solace  ; — and  if 
"  his  fair  and  equitable  profits  be  punctually  dis- 
"  charged,  he  will  himself  have  ample  means  to  pur- 
"  chase  into  that  concern,  which  his  own  merit  has 
"  established." — 'Sdeath  !  'tis  past  bearing !  Why, 
why  was  this  concealed  ? 

SoL  Why  were  it  ever  shewn  ?  I  had  no  wish  to 
turn  it  to  my  own  advantage,  and  never  can ;  for 
keep  but  the  concern  within  the  family,  and  I  would 
rather  hold  my  present  state,  than  be  the  master  of 
the  whole — and  so  III  to  my  daily  work. — Dang  it! 
Ts  sorry  thus  to  gall  Sir  Arthur,  but  I  feel  proud  that 
.industry  and  trade  can  lift  me  o'er,  the  head  of  fop- 
pery and  malice!  Sir  Arthur,  I  do  humbly  wait 
your  orders.  - 

t'Exit  bowing  respectfully. 
t  to  the  mercy  of  a  low 
dependent!  He  more  entitled  to  command  than 
serve!  And  I  no  power  to  fulfil  my  contract!  Sir, 
I  entreat  your  pardon, — but,  when  I  talked  of  mar- 
riage, and  of  partnership,  I  thought  1  was  sole  heir 
to  all  my  father's  fortune  and  affections,  and  little 
knew  his  vassal  more  deserved  them. 

Danv.  Nay,  shall  I  not  share  Selina's  love,  be- 
cause I  am  not  sharer  in  your  fortune  ?  I  have  no 
motive  but  attachment,  and  if  Lord  Blufchdale  and 
myself  fulfil  our  part  of  the  agreement,  what  need  ef 
yours  ?  Come,  come,  proceed  as  you  intended ; — 
instant  prepare  Selina  for  the  marriage,  and  when 
this  agent  reasons  as  he  ought-   ■ 

Sir  Art.  True;  when  he  sees  your  friendship 
would  prevent  what  my  son's  treachery  would  cause, 

he 
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he  must  select  the  partner  of  my  choice.  Yes,  I 
will  proceed ; — and,  but  that  youth  precludes  the 
possibility,  I  should  suspect  the  poisoner  of  my  fa- 
ther's mind 

.Danv.    Nay,  after  all,   perhaps  your  son  does 
evil,  only  to  do  good. 

Sir  Art.  Poor,  paltry  sophistry !  No  end  can 
justify  the  sacrifice  of  honour; — and  crimes  thought 
requisite  to  aid  the  cause  of  virtue,  like  other  crimes, 
recoil  upoix  themselves. 

£  Exit  at  door  in  bach  scene. 
Danv.  So,  she  is  mine  !  And  further  to  defeat 
my  riyal's  hopes,  I  will  not  cease  till  I  secure  this 
Mr.  Solace  in  my  interest.  And  if  he  would  know 
why  I  would  link  myself  with  one,  already  so  em- 
barrassed as  Sir  Arthur,  k  is  because  his  fortune  may 
improve;  but  mine,  by  sudden  losses  at  the  gaming- 
table, is  grown  so  desperate-^-*- 

%Enter  SzRYAm,from  door  in  back  scene. 

Why,  where  have  you  been,  Sir  ? 

Serv.  I  have  been  delivering  a  letter  to  Sir  Ar- 
thur, Sir,  which  I  have  just  brought  express  from 
Bath. 

Danv.    Prom  whom  ? 

Serv.    From  his  son, — from  Mr.  Algernon,  Sir. 

Exit. 

Danv.  From  Algernon !  And  sent  with  such 
dispatch  !  But  his  appeals  are  useless  now,  and  I'm 
so  certain  of  Selinas  hand,  that  Iln  impatient  td 
avow  my  triumph. 

Enter  Modern,  from  door  in  back  scene. 

* 
Mod.     So,  I'm  glad  I've  found  you  ;   for  I  have 
just  been  witness  to  such  common  place,  and  such 
novelty! — And  but  for  the  fun  of  the  latter  getting 
the  better  of  the  former,  I  should  be  as  much  disap- 
pointed 
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pbinted  as  another  poor  devil ;   for,  do  you  know^ 
Selina  mustn't  any  longer  be  in  love  with  me?  i 

Danv.     (With  exultation).     I  do,  I  do,  Sir. 

Mod.  But,  can  I  bktme  her?  She,  who  has 
tnarr'd  such  gothic  schemes. — Listen. — Sir  Arthur, 
you  see,  swore  that  Selina  should  be  the  wife  of  some 
curst  worldly  blockhead,  whose  name  he  purposely- 
kept  snug  from  me;  but  when  I  find  him  out. — Oh, 
George  !how  we  will  both  laugh  when  we  find  him 
out. 

Danv.  No,  we  won't;  for  his  success  can  never 
raise  your  mirth,  and  for  mine, — certainly,  Charles, 
I  sha'n't  laugh  at  myself. 

Mod.'    You  ! — What,  are  you  ?— =: 

Danv.  I — I  a'm  this  worldly  blockhead  !  And 
111  tell  jou  a  secret — Selina's  husband  means  to  be 
so  jealous,  that  you'd  best  find  some  willow  tree. — ■ 
(  Pulling  up  neckcloth  to  imitate  hanging. )  You  un- 
derstand.— Now, — why  don't  you  laugh  now  ? 
(Smacking  him  on  the  back. ) 

Mod.  I  do ; — and  we  shall  both.laugh  more  and 
more;  for,  bless  you!  youVe  only  heard  the  com- 
mon place  !  I  havVt  come  to_the  novelty  !  '  But 
now  for  it !  Sir  Arthur,  you  see,  stucft  to  his  point, 
and  Selina  was  almost  frightened  into  compliance, 
when  a  servant  entered  posthaste  with  a  letter  from 
Algernon  St.  Albyn  ! — Sir  Arthur  opens  it,  seems 
agitated,  trembles,- — turns  pale,  and  lets  it  fall 
- — I  pick  it  up,  and  find  that  Algernon  confesses 
he  has  been  secretly  married  to  Selina  these  si* 
months ! 

Danv.     Secretly  married ! 

Mod.  Ay,  secretly  married!  and  dared  not  previous- 
ly avow  it,  lest  it  should  increase  his  father's  anger. 
This  is  their  secret, — and  I  am  so  original  as  to  wish 
them  Kappy ; — and  for  mim, — Selina's  husband  means 
to  be  so  jealous,  that  you'd  best  find  some  willow 
tree.  (Prilling  neckcloth,  fyc.)  You  understand, 
— -N ow, — why  don't  you  laugh  no \Vr  ? 

Dam% 
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Danv.  Distraction!  to  be  thus  outwitted  and 
supplanted  !  I  shall  go  wild. 

Mod.  So  should  I; — but  being  supplanted,  \i  so 
new  to  me,  that  if  Selina,  unlike  othfer  women,  don't 
love  Charles  Modern,  why  Charles  Modern  will 
more  love  her  for  being  so  uncommonly  original. 

Danv.  Where  is  Sir  Arthur?  fot  we'll  instantly 
proceed  to  take  most  ?imple  vengeance  on  them 
both. 

Mod.  .  What  vengeance,  Sir? 

Danv.    First,  what  insulted  honour  justly  claiml 

Mod.  What!  you'll  call  out  Algernon!  Very 
well — if  you  will  be  so  infernally  common  place, 
only  mind  your  seconds  don't  publish  the  report, 
that's  all ;  for  affairs  of  honour,  now-a-days,  confer  so 
little  honour,  that  pistol- work,  in  the  field,  like  on  the 
road,  can't  be  done  toomuchin  the  dark. — And  for  the 
other  hacknied  trick — for  carrying  ofE  the  lady, — 
that's  only  done  upon  the  stage,  and  then  is  merely 
introduced,  that  some  such  merry  fellow  as  myself 
may  make  a  butt  of  the  dull  rogue  who  plans  it. — 
So,  mind,  George  !  mind  you  are  not  my  butt ! 

Danv.  You  are  beneath  my  notice— -and,  be  as- 
sured, Sir  Arthur  and  myself  will  find  a  way  to  pu- 
nish all  our  foes. 

Mod.  And  be  assured,  Selina  and  myself  will  find 
a  way  to  prevent  it. — So,  good  by  w'ye  ! — And  I 
say,  George,  if  any  more  novelty  has  taken  place 
since  I  came  away,  depend  on't,  you  shall  hear  it. 
You  wished  to  keep  your  marriage  secret,  but  I'll  let 
you  know  all  about  the  secret  marriage. — Ha !  ha  ! 
laugh. — 'Why  don't  you  laugh? 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  Yl.-r-rAn  .Apartment  in  Solaces  house — a  table 
and  chairs  put  on  near  the  Wing*  with 
pens,  ink,  and  paper. 

Enter  Cicely, 

dice.  Yes,  though  the  struggle  has  been  most 
severe,  honour  at  length  has  triumphed  over  love, 
qnd  I've  resolved  to  banish  from  my  mind  all  memo- 
ry of  one — Heavens!  do  I  live  to  utter  it?— But  'tis 
decreed!  and  the  proud  consciousness  of  acting 
right,  and  proving  grateful  to  my  benefactor,  shall 
Still  excite  me  to  complete  my  purpose.  (Drawing 
table  forwards-^-seats  herself)  Now  to  resign  the 
Jover  for  the  friend!  (begins  writing)  "Sir!" — Oh! 
does  he  merit  such  a  cold  address?  "Our  late  pri- 
*€  vate  meetings  must  have  convinced  you  of  my 
"  firm  attachment;  but  to  my  dear  benefactor  | 
"  have  promised  my  hand — you  know  he  deserves 
ie  it. — Farewell !  and  that  your  name  may  be  con- 
y  cealed,  I  here  return  your  letters."  (putting  her 
hand  in  her  pocket)  How !  where  are  they  ? — they're 
lost ! — and  if  he's  once  discovered — Oh !  let  me  fly, 
Jest  malice  should  again  calumniate  h\m%  who  seeks 
that  lasting  fame,  which  fraud  may  covet,  but  which 
only  honour  gains. -- 


[Exit. 


Enter  Solace,  immediately. 


Sol  There !  she  do  still  avoid  me ;  and  betwixt 
her,  Sir  Arthur,  and  one  thing  or  other,  I  don't 
knew  when  I  have  passed  a  more  cheerful,  pleasant 
day — Very  well !  I  do  hope  they  will  keep  it  up  till 
bed -time. — {Seats  himself  close  to  the  table)  Ha!  ha  J 
{tiying  to  laugh)  it  were  not  always  so;  for  sure  as 
put-door  work  went  wrong,  my  Cicely  would  come 
*nd  smile,  and  prattle,  and — {rousing  himself)  Why 
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not  now?  Dang  it!  I'd  like  to  be  informed — for  if 
caprice  have  taught  her  also  to  dislike  me,  I'll  shew 
.her  I'm  as  proud— {hitting  the  table  with  Jiis  hand, 
it  falls  on  the  letter)  Why,  what  be  here  ?  A  letter! 
and  to  me  !  No — it  be  to — plague  ! — torment  !* — it  ' 
be  to  some  base,  seducing — (reads)  "Sir,  our  late 
"private  meetings" — Jade !  sorceress ! — But  it  won't 
last — I  shall  be  soon  where  trouble  cannot  reach  me, 
(  weeping)  "  must  have  convinced  you  of  (reading  on) 
"  my  firm  attachment — dear  benefactor — promised 
u  my  hand — deserve  it — farewell— name  concealed 
"  — return  letters/' — (tretnbling  violently,  and 
dropping  the  letter) — My  head— my  heart,  do  both  so 
beat,  and  whirl — and  yet — (half  smiling)  somehow 
— dang  it !  I  were  never  so  unhappily  happy  in  all 
my  life ! — Hush  l  she  be  coming!— she  be  returning  J 
and  since  my  tongue  can  badly  do  its  duty,  111  shew 
her  she  has  taught  me  how  to  write.—- -Yes,  if  I  can 
but  hold  my  pen,  (picking  up  letter)  the  letter  sha'nt 
be  all  her  own  !  {goes  hastily  to  the  table,  and  writes 
on  the  letter)  There  is  my  share- that,  that  be 
consolation. 

[Leaves  letter  xcliere  Cicely  left  it,  and  stands  aside. 

Re-enter  Cicely. 

Cice.  So— I  have  found  them ;—• but  alas!  they  have 
revived  such  tender  recollections,  that  1  have  scarcely 
courage  to  proceed.  Here  are  his  letters—- there— 
(pointing  to  the  one  on  the  table)  Well,  well,  I've  noal- 
ternati\e(seatingherself,takingupthepen,andreading) 
"  and  I  entreat  that— you  will  pay  no  attention  to  any 
"  part  of  this  letter;  for  happiness  is  my  pursuit — " 
Heavens!  my  benefactor's  hand! — "  Happiness  is 
<-  my  pursuit;  and  as  I  cannot  expect  any  from  di- 
u  viding  lovers,  I  do  beg  you  will  instantly  come  * 
u  together,  and  cpnsider,  that  whilst  I  have  a  house, 
*'  fr  a  guinea,  you  shall  never,  want  a  part  of  them." 

(She 
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(She  trembles,  turns  round,  sees  Solace,  runs  tvashrds 
hinty  and  falls  at  his  feet. ) 

Sol.  (His  head  from  her)  Don't  thee,  Cicely, — 
don't  thee  make  me  look  at  thee  ;  for  if  thee  dost-—: 
(turning  gradually  towards  her)  Dang  it  \  he  cannot 
grudge  me  one  dmbraf  e  !  tho'  no  husband's,  I  bav$ 
a  father's  right,  and  thus,  and  thus  I  do  enforce  it*— 
(embracing  her. ) 

Cice.  (After  a  pause)  And  you  forgive  me  ? 

Sol.  Forgive  thee !  How  could'st  thee  help  it  ? 
l*he  fault  were  all  mine ;  for  I  did  forget  that  this  now 
were  not  a  face  for  a  pretty  school  girl  to  fall  in  love 
with. — And  there  be  the  infirmity  of  nature,  Cicely : 
we  do  fancy  we  be  always  young  and  comely,  and 
never  think  that  beauty's  but  a  flower !  But,  one 
thing  1  premise, — be'st  sure  he  be  no  false,  artful 
lover  ?  « 

Cice.  My  life — my  life.upon  his  honour. 

Sol.  Enough — conclude  the  letter — bid  him  come 
directly — we'll  have  the  wedding  by  return  of  post. 

Enter  Modern  and  Selina; 

Mod.  (to  Selina)  Don't  you  fatigue  yourself— 
I— I'll  explain  every  thing. 

Sol.  What!  Mis§  Selina  in  my  house!  Madam! 
(bowing  low) 

Mod.  Not  Miss  Selina,  my  dear  fellow  !  because 
'tis  in  consequence  of  her  being,  a  married  woman, 
that  Sir  Arthur  has  forbid  her  his  house ;  and  her 
husband  being  my  friend,  and  your  friend,  and 
every  body's  friend 

Sol.  Indeed !  Who  be  her  .husband? 

Mod.  Who,  but  Algernon  St.  Albyn  ! 

Sol.  Algernon  St.  Albyn  ! — I  be  glad  on 't — I  be 
main  glad  he  have  saved  her  from  that  Air.  Danvers— 
and  thee,  Cicely, — thee,  who,  like  me,  dost  know, 
and  dost  re&pect  my  dear  young  master,-^— speak)  — * 
ben't  she  to  t>e  envied,  Cicely  ? 

Cft*. 
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Cice.  (Who  has  shexon  much  previous  agitation) 
^She  is — y&urarm — support  me — I  am  quite  faint — j 
o'ercome— -nothing,  nothing   else!   (fallihg  almost 
senseless  on  Solace  s  shoulder.) 

Sol  No,  nothing,  Cicely, — and  it  be  easily  ac- 
counted for;  her  spirits  have,  of  late,  been  so  much 
harassed — but,  pray  go  on,  your  welcome  new* 
will  cheer  her,  and  revive  her. 

Cice.  ( Starting  up)  Oh,  yes ! — 'twill  do  megpod — 
pray,  pray,  proceed. 

Set.  Nay,  you've  heard  all,  except  that,  till  to- 
morrow, when  I  expect  St.  Albyn  will  arrive,  I  hope 
that  I  may  call  this  house  my  own. 

Sol.  To  be  sure;  and  thank  thee  for  thy  company 
—and  Cicely  will  also  thank  thee,  and  I'll  tell  ye 
this — you  won't  be  long  the  only  new  married  wo- 
man in  this  part  of  the  world,  will  she,  Cicely?  And 
so,  come,  come,  and  partake  my  humble  fare. 

SeL  Most  willingly. 

Mod.  {In  a  melancholy  tone)  Mrs.  St.  Albyn! 
Mayn't  I  go  with  you,  Mrs.  St.  Albyn  ? 

SeL  I  am  sure  you  have  my  leave ;  for  I  feel 
much  indebted  to  your  kindness. 

Sol.  Then  I'm  sure  he  have  my  leave ;  and,  after 
dinner,  Til  tell  you  what  new  jokes  I  play'd  off 
against  my  would-be  master. 

Mod*  Tell  me  new  jokes !  Lead  on !  Til  follow 
you  to  the  world's  end. 

(Solace  exit  with  Selina) 
*  Madam,— -(offering  his  hand  to  Cicely) 

Cice.  I'll  come— I'll  follow, 

( Modern  bozos  and  exit. ) 
if  I  can!  St.  Albyn  married !  After  all  his  vows,  the 
husband  of  another!  And,  now,  that  other  to  make 
this  her  home  ?  Tis  well,  'tis  very  well !  And  I,  the 
object  of  seductive  passion,  must  stay,  and  witness 
his  connubial  joys !  No,  let  me  rather  perish — let 
me  fly — 

Sol.  {without)  Why,  Cicely !  Cicely ! 

Cice. 
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ferirtg;  but  I  shall  be  spared  that  affliction  ; — I  shall 
never,  never  see  Cicely  alive  or  dead  now !   • 

Sel     Not  see  Cicely  ! 

Sol.  No ;  she  be  gone  ! — eloped !— ■  And  after 
I  had  given  her  free  leave  to  break  her  promised 
vows  to  me,  and  marry  him  that  she  preferred  !  But 
it  be  a  day  of  trbuble,  and  this  ben't  my  first  heayy 
calamity. — That,  that  be  some  ^omfcnt,  Mrs.  St. 
Albyn. 

Sel.     Marry !  whom  ? — Know  you  his  name  ? 

Sol.    No;  she  did  artfully   cnnceal  it ;    but  this 
I  do  know, — they  had  their  private  meetings,/  and  it  * 
he  prove, — look  ye,  if  he  do  prove  to  be  a  villain  ! — 

Sel.  He  is, — /tis  evident — and  to  preserve  her 
from  bis  snares,  lose  not  a  moment;  for,  perhaps 
fe'en  now,  she's  sighing  for  that  friend,  who  still  fm 
confident,  must  sigh  for  her. 

-Sol  I  do— I  do  ; — but  how,  and*  whfere  be  I  to 
find  her?  However,  certainly  nof  here — So  VU 
take  thy  advice,  and  if  I  should  overtake  them,  and 
she  call  hirflb'y  the  name  of  husband,  why,  I'll  just 
offer  htm  <my  hand,  and  smile,  and  be  content;  but 
if  I  learn  that  he  have  other  views,  though  he  be  tall 
and  mighty  as  a  giant,  dang  it !  I*H  grasp  .him  till 
he  own  that,  as  true  happiness  do  fkiw  from  women, 
so  he  be  but  a  fool,  who  knows-'^not  how  tft  fcherish 
and  protect  her.  (going)  Good  night ! — Good  night ! 

Sel.  Success  attend  you !  And  if  St.  Albyn 
should  arrive  in  time,  he  will  be  proud  to  aid  you, 
and  console  you.  r  - 

Sol  Dh,  yes! — and  he — would  tfe'fay  snares  to 
inar  ddmestte  happiness?  *  No, — -were 'all  like  him, 
I  should  not  now  be  driven  from'myliome,  to— but, 
'rat  en  !  the  day  be  not  yet  overhand  that  misfor- 
tunes oft  be  blessings  in  disguise,  Iknov*  full  well';— 
for,  never  did  my  heart  sink  lqw  as  it;  be  no\v,  but 
something  Aid  turn  up  to  make  it  bound  beyond  it? 
former  height.— And  therp's  my  hope.— Spare,  and 
ibrgive  my   present   selfish  grief/ and  when  I  db 

come 
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come  back,  I  will  be.  quite  agreeable,— quite  cheer- 
ful— quite  happy,  Mrs.  Sb  Albyn. 

»  \JZxit,  in  tears. 

..Set.  *Tis  more  than  I  shall  be — I  have  not  his 
philosophy,  and  I  would  travel  through  the  world 
to  find  the  villain,  whQ;  has  caused  this  misery— 
Who—-wh.Q  can  I  suspecj.?,— -None,. — pope,  vnless — 
Why,  ye^,  my  mind  misgives  mz — he  ha4  scarcely 
%enter$d,  wh^  she  wept,'  and  fainted  ;-r^aod,  since, 
atthe.same  instant,  bot^i  were  nosing.- — Sp,  Cap- 
tain Mq^lejm,  this  took  yo*  to  St.  Albyn  oastjf !— -rthjs 
if^yow  kindness  tq  SeUna  !  Oh,  brUs,  deceitful—? 

Enter  Modern.   :' 

,,What!  .isy;fe,yoi|  ?  rOb,  piy  4eac  sir,  I  don't  know 
that  I  wag  ever  *#$?£  gjad  to  see,,  any  body  in  all  my 
life.  r    .      t    n     •. 

Mod.  And  I'm  sure  I'm  equally  glad  to  see  you, 
zpadaffi;vftnd  this  it  is  not,  to  be  common-place,— 
though  "  seen  fqr  -ever,  we  are  ever  »£W ;  "— byt 
for  St.  Albyn  castle, —  .  t     .  .! 

-&A  What !  ypy  fme  ^een  there,  Mr.  Modern  ? 
J\loff.  I  havei  and  seer)  JD^vers. — Andhcayows 
that  he  has  written  to  Lord  Blushdale,  and  with  his 
influence*  is  'secure  of  triumph. — But/  can  that 
simple,  rusticated  peer  ^optend  agai^t  pay  mxtflexn 
tactics?  •',, 

<Sp/.  Nay,  let  that  pass; — think  only  of  what 
calls  for  instant  aid, — think  only  uf  poor  £icely-r- 
But  I  forget — (zvilh  emotion.)  perhaps  you  (know 
her  story. 

Mod.  I  know  'tis  the  old  story — LoYfy — ^9P£" 
ment,—  and  seduction.  Af4  when  poor  ,  Sqlaf  e 
tohi  me  at  the  door,  my  grief  was  lost  in  my  respat- 
.  Jjient;  for,  of  ^Jl^le  and  hacknied  pJaghfrisip, 
there  js  none  that  .l,,so  loath  as  cribbing  irmgi  a 
circulating  library;  y?\ 

Gef.  I'm  satisfied.  (Aside.) — and,  in  plain  com- 
mon sense,  I  much  suspect  her's  is  no  voluntary 

flight— 
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flight — I  fear  she's   in  some  villain's  hands, — and 
since  I  can't  employ,  your  friend,  St.  Albyii— 

Mod.    How  ? 

SeL  Pursue, — restore  the  wanderer  to  fier  home, 
and  you'll  confer  on  one,  already  much  indebted, 
a  deep,  and  lasting  obligation. 

Mod.  The  very  thing  I  wanted: — before  I 
sailed,  I  was  so  anxious  to  lay  you  under  an  obli- 
gation, that  I  even  thought  of  getting  Danvere  to 
carry  you  off,  on  purpose  that  I  might  have  the 
*glory  of  bringing  you  back  again.  Madam,  I'll 
alarm  the  wholq  island,— I'll  placard,  advertize, 
hawk,  hand-bill,  and  hue  and  cry  her. — And  if  ray 
conduct  boasts  of  little  novelty,  'tis  to  the  honour 
of  the  age  we  live  in;  for  I  really  believe  where 
one  young  fellow  would  call  seduction  fashionable, 
thousands  would  scout  it  as  a  low,  reprobated 
passion. — I'm  gone.  .    '* 

SeL  Yet,  hold — I  only  ask  you  to  recover 
Cicely;  and  not  to  punish  her  oppressor. — Mind, 
no  personal. encounter.    %  l 

Mod.  What!  the  wind-up  of  the  novel! — -No, 
and  particularly  just  now,  when  life  is  dear  tame 
beyond  description. 

SeL'  No  wonder  it  has  charms;  when  you  devote 
it  to  such  generous  purposes.     Adieu  ! 

Mod.     Adieu  !  adieu !  : 

[Exit  Selina. 
Oh  Lord  !  if  I  don't  take  care,  I  shall  turn  out  the 
most  common-place  of  all  scoundrels ;  for  I  shall  fall 
desperately  in  Jove  with  my  friend's  wife.  How- 
ever, if  J  do,  I'll  succeed  in  a  new  way ;  for  I'll  tell 
her  of  it— and  111  tell  him  of  it — and  then,  Til  say, 
u  farewell,  Algernon  !  farewell,  Selina  !  " — And, 
then,  they'll  answer — "  don't  leave  us,  Charles. M— - 
And,  then,  having  satisfied  :^>y  feelings,  I'll  saya-«— 
u  cuiae  me,   if  I  don't  lhl>*ith  you  for  ever." 

SCENE. 
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SCENE    ll—Outside    of  Lord  Blushdales    small 
villa.— Practicable  door  andjwindvuo.— Garden  and 
'  open  country  in  the  back-ground. 

Enter  Deborah, 

/  T)eb.  Come,  come,  be  of  good  heart,  Deborah 
— end  your  day*s  work  with  'spirit — shut  the  doors 
and  windows  of  your  dear  master's  house,  and* 
then,  your  aching  limbs  shall  have  their  night  s 
holiday. — Heigh-ho!  I  wonder  whether  Mr.  Copslaqd 
— his  pardon, — my  Lord  Blushdale,  I  mean,  is  as 
fond  of  parading  in  his  gfeat  London-house  and 
gilt  chariot,  as  he  was  of  teudiqg  his  little  garden, 
and  managing  his  little  farm.  Pray,  heaven,  he  may 
be!  I  can  give  him  an  excellent  character,  and 
I  hope  he  won't  give  me  a  bad  one;  for,  as  times 
go,  I  hav'n't  been  a  very  short  while  ip  his  service 
— only  twenty  years, — that's  all— only  twenty 
years. — Heigh-ho  !  (unlocks  door.) 

[Exit  into  house. 

Enter  Cicbly,  hastily. 

Cicely.  Hark  !  what  was  that  ?  Surely  the  sound 
of  feet. — I  am  pursued, — discovered. — No, — >*twas 
but  fancy — and  if  some  hospitable  roof  will  shelter 
me  to-night,  to-morrow  I'll  set  forth  again ; — but 
whither? — and  to  whom  ? — Oh,  Algernon  ! — Al- 
gernon ! 

Re-enter  Deborah,  from  the  house. 

Deb.  So — fast  bind,  fast  find. — Heigh-day  ! 
(seeing  Cicely.)  What  have  we  here?  I  declare, 
as     nice,     modest- looking    a    young   creature — 

(going 
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(going  nearer.)  How !  jn  tears  ! — in  .trouble  ! 
Come,  come,  cheer  up, — Though  1  am  old  in  body, 
I?m  stout  in  heart,*  arid,  perhaps,  it  will  be  render- 
ing myself  a  service,  to  do  you  one.  Come,  come, 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Cicely.  My  story  is  not  worth  your  hearing. — 
It  is  enough  to  say,  that,  could  I  find  a  kind  asylum 
for  to-night,  to-morrow  I'll  set  forth  for  London, 
and  in  some  mpnial  situation — 

Dei.  What  !•  you  want  a  place  !  and  have  no 
home  ! — No,— and  there  it  is — there's  the  worst 
on't — my  cabin  is  so  small, — bless  you  !  I've  but 
two  little  rooms. — In  the  one  there  is  myself,  my 
cat,  too  daughters,  and  a  bed — and  in  the  other, 
there  is  my'  poor  sick  nephew,  who,  when  he's 
well,  works. about  six  miles  off)  at  worthy  Mr. 
Solace's. 

Cicely.  Your  dwelling  is  too  public — I  must  re- 
main unseen,  unknown — and  since  no  other  shelter 
offere  some  woqd  shall  be  my  resting  place  till  morn- 
ing. Farewell !  and  had  1  always  met  with  hearts 
like  yours,  these  had  been  tears  pf  joy,  ^nd  not  of 
anguish. 

Veb.  Stop — do  you  think  I  shall  close  my  eyes, 
if  you  sleep  in  a  damp,  dreary  wood  ?  And  such  a 
night  as  this  !  so  bleak !— rso  stormy  ! — No — look — 
(pointing  to  the  wiqg)  there  is  nobody  in  that  house, 
nor  likely  to  be  for  some  months;  for  the  owner  of 
it,  now  Lord  Blu&bdale,  has  nobler  mansions  else- 
where;-—! have  the  ke*y$,  to  keep  it  aired  and  tidy 
— and  if  you  prefer  being  alone,  in  a  warm,  com- 
fortable bed-room,  to  wandering  in  a  wood,  my 
pretty  innocent — 

Cicely.     I  do — I  do. 

Deb.  Indeed  !  then  I'll  lock  you  safe  in  to-night, 
2nd. in  the  morning,  aft^r  bringing  you  a  good  hearty 
breakfast,  I  and  my  daughters  will  set .  yoy  forward 
en  your  journey. 

Cicely. 
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Cicely.  Oh!  this  is  past  my  hopes! — Let  me  this 
moment  enter. 

Deb.  S6  you  shall. — And,  another  thing,  when 
you  get  to  London,  I  know  my  lord  wants  an  under- 
housekeeper — and,  though  you  are  somewhat  young, 
there  is  no  harm  in  applying  for  the  situation. 
(Stamping  of  feet  without.)  Hush !  somebody'* 
coming  !  •  In,  in,,  before  we  are  observed. — Good 
night  J  and  do,  as  I  always  do,  in  a  strange  house, — 
lock,  lock  your  bed-room' door  fast,  and  don't  stir 
till  I  call  you. 

Cicely.  1 11  mind — and  when  in  London,  I  will 
ask  Lord  Blushdale  for  the  place. — Good  night, — » 
and  thank,  and  bless  you  for  your  kindness. 

[Exit  into  house. 

Deb.  ( Locking  door,  and  keeping  the  keys  in  het 
hand.)  And  thank,  and  bless  you ; — for  now  I  shall 
sleep  like  a  top. — Yes,  yes;  she'll  be  the  very  ser- 
vant for  his  lordship. 

Enttr  LegIs* 

Heighdays!  and  holidays!  Mr.  Legis!  why,  I 
hav'n't  clapt  eyes  upon  you  these  four  months! 
No,  not  since  that  topsy  turvy  morning,  when  you 
brought  the  letter,  which  changed  my  dear  master 
into  a  peer  and  a  parliament  man. 

» Legis.     True,  Deborah  ;  and  I  wonder  how  the 
.change  suits  him;   for  if  you  iecollect,  he  stared, 
and  hesitated  at  leaving  his  retirement. 

Deb.  At  first,  Mr.  Legis;  but  when  you  pointed 
out  the  advantages,  when  you  told  him  how  every 
body  would  respect,  and  look  up  to  him,  iTaith,  he 
actually  set  off  in  such  glee,  and  such  bustle  !  But, 
heigh-ho!  my  old  bones  require  rest,  or  I  could  tell 
you  such  long  stories  of  his  mild,  good-natured — • 
out,  another  time!  —Ill  make  amends  by  calling 
early  some  morning,  and  talking  of  him  the  whole 
day.  Mr.  Legis! 

x>  3  JLegu. 
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Legis.     Do,  Deborah,— I  shall  be  glad   to  sec 
you. 

[Exit .  Dehor a/i. 
Ave,  and  my  friend,  Copsland  also — though,  1  sup- 
pose, he's  so  involved  in  fashionable  scenes,  that  he 
disdains  to  think  of  his  once  favourite  dwelling. — 
Why,  zounds!  {Looking  out,)  No. — -Yes, — 'tis 
he,  and  looking  so  strange,  and  so  flurried! 

Enter  Lord  Blushdale.   hastily,  followed  by 
Geoffery. 

Lord  B.  (Not  seeing  Legis.)  There  it  is — there 
is  the  dear,  old  darling  spot  ! — Go,  Geoffery, — go, 
get  the  keys  from  Deborah, — and  mind  nobody 
observes  you. 

[Exit  Geoffery. 
So !  I  think  they  won't  follow  me  up  here. 

Legis.     My  lord,  I  rejoice  to  see  you. 

Lord  B.  ( His  head  from  Legis.)  Sir,  you  mis- 
take,— you — (seeing  Legis)  Legis!  my  dear  fellow, 
I'm  glad  to  see  you — I  thought  it  was  somebody 
who  wanted  a  favour  of  me. 

Legis.     Not  I,  my  lord, — I  want  no  favour. 

LordB.  Don't  you  ?  then  I'm  more  glad  to  see 
you;  but  you  deceived  me  about  London,  for  it 
wasn't  as  you  said, — nobody  wanted  to  oblige  Lord 
13Iushdale ! — No ;  every  body  so  wanted  Lord  Blush- 
dale  to  oblige  them,  that  from  the  moment  I  put  my 
foot  in  London,  'twas — (mimicking)  "  My  Loid,  will 
"  your  Lordship  do  me  the  favour  to  attend  my 
"  party  this  evening" — "My  Lord,  will  your  Lord- 
"  ship  do  me  the  favour  to  attend  my  motion  this 
"  evening?" — And  in  the  one  house  I  did  pretty  well 
— talked,  and  heard  nonsense, — played,  and  paid  for 
cards — smiled,  and  was  smiled  at ;  but  in  the  other 
house  1  was  so  sleepy,  that*,  though  I  gave,  in  my 
vote,  I  hav'n't  the  least  notion  on  which  side  I  gave  hi 

Legis.     Astonishing !   but  why  be  hurried  into 

scenes 
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*  » 

I  to?         scenes  that  you  so  little  were  prepared  for!     Only  I 
know  your  easy,  pliant  nature — accustomed  to  oblige, 

ftir*  you  could  never  refuse 

,  Isc  LordB.     Never;  and,  in  humble  life,  it  was  all 

tiiii  very  well ;  but  for  a  great  man  to  grant  whatever  is 

Hirj-  asked  of  him  !     Only  think,  Legis  i    Amongst  other 

5,-1  pleasant  things,  it  turned  out,  that  I  had  the  rever- 

-  sion  of  a  large  living  m  Yorkshire,  and  five  curates 

applying  for  it  at  the  same  time,  'twixt  my  flurry, 

/»  old  habits,  and  thinking  to  get   rid  of  every  thing, 

by  complying  with  every  thing,  i'cod,  I  promised  it 

to  every  one  of  them. — Yes,  I  did,  and   the  rector 

■it  dying  suddenly,  a   week  ago,   hang  me  f   if  they 

ri  hav'n't  all  started  fair,  to  get  possession!     And  so  I 

',fr  started  fair;  for  if  they  get  possession  of  me,  there'll 

be  ho  mercy — no  benefit  of  clergy,  Legis. 
:•  Legis.     He !  he !  and  you  think  to  escape  by  tak- 

ing refuge  in  your  old  hiding  place. 

Lord  B.     Certainly  ;  for  they'll  look  for  me  in 
r\  my  high  stately  castle  in  the  north. — A  cottage  is  too 

J  low  to  catch  the  eye  of  place-hunters,  and  syco- 

x  phants. — So,  mum  to  all  except  my  nephew. — He's 

somewhere,  not  far  off;  and  I've  rare  news  for  him 
about  Selina's  husband. 
t  Legis.     What !  Mr.  Danyers  has  informed  you  of 

this  secret  marriage  ? 
;  Lord  B.     He  has;  and    of  the  superintendant's 

power  : — and  here's  a  welcome  answer  to  his  letter. 
{Producing  one  )  I'm  on  his  side — I  hate  these 
profligate  St.  Albyns,  and  for  their  sake,  I'm  glad  I 
*  am  ennobled;  for  111,  at  any  rate,  .provide  for 
them. 

Re-enter  Gkoppery,  with  the  keys. 

Geoff.  My  lord,  I've  gat  the  keys  from  Debo- 
rah—that ivfrorothe  nail,  on  which  she  always  hangs 
them ;  for  the  good  old  soul  was  fast  asleep,  and  I 
didn't  chuse  to  awaken  her,  lest  she  should  be  cu- 
rious, and  inquisitive. 

Lord  B. 
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Xorrf  £.  What,  like  yourself!  Well,  you  were 
right,  Geoflfery. 

6w^  Certainly,  my  lord;  for  if  she  had  asked 
me  whatjbrought  you  back  to  the  country,  I  couldn't 
have  answered  her.  A  cottage  and ^centcnt  may  look 
very. pretty  upon  paper;  but  v/hen  a  matt  actually 
gives  up  for  them,  a  rcijnue  and  ?.  palace,  why,  beg- 
ging your  Iorc>hip*  pardon^  that  man  must  have 
some  curst,  odd  out-of-the-way  reason  fotit. 

L-rd  B.  (to  Legis)  You  hear— Old  curiosity,  a« 
I  caH  him,  -was  so  tickled  with  the  pomp  of  peerarge, 
that  he  can't  make  out  why  I  seek  retirement !  Awl 
he/ e'en  he,  at  last  came  asking  favours.— Yob  did, 
you  wish'd  me  to  promote  some  poor  north  country 
cousins,  though,  but  six  months  ago,  you  swore  you 
had  surviv'd  your  whole  Scotch  family. 

Geoff.   Scf  I  had;  but  your  lordship*  sudden  ele- 
.  vation  brought  my  Scotch  cousins  al)  to  life  again. 

Lord  2>\  There !  and  yet  they  talk  of  eastern 
learning,  eastern  wisdom — pooh !  the  wise  ones  all 
come  from  the  north,  ancj  till  I  was  a  terd,  I  had  no 
idea  of  that  country*  Vast  population ;— bcrt  he?e  .1 
go,  and  with  my  doors  safe  barr'cl,  and  dctting  h*  my 
elbow-chair,  o'er  old  October,  and  a  snug  wood  fire, 
how  shall  1  chuckle  to  be  safe  from  mate  and  petti- 
coated  place-hunters  !  Legis,  pray  find,  and  give  this 
letter  to  my  nephew ;  (giving  letter  to  Legis)  for  he, 
(pointing  to Geoffery)  old  curiosity,  m-ust  say  "no" 
to  every  question  that  is  started— and,  above  all,  to 
my  late  brother*  natural  son,  that  jackanapes, 
Charles  Modern. 

Legis.  Ay,  he  is  in  the  neighbourhood. 
.  Zord$.  I  know— I  half-lik'd  the  fellow;  but  he 
insists  I  am  a  lump  of  affectation  ;  he  swears  it  is  too 
new  for  bumpjrins  not  to  bite  at  dignity  !  But,  could 
he  see  me  now — here,  is  my  lower  house — and  if 
here  I  throw  off  my  coronet  and  robes,  I  likewise, 
shall  throw  off  gowns,  cassocks,  petticoats !  / 

[Exit  into  the  house,  faf&Ktxd  b$  Geojjkrp. 
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Enter  Danvers,  immediately,  not  seeing  Legis. 

Danv.  Now  for  my  uncle— and  lam  sure  oT  his 
assistance ;  for  if  he  dare  oppose  my  sohemes,  1  have 
Ae  power  to  humble,  and  command  hito — Yes,  my 
Lord  Blushdale  little  thinks  his. present  prosperous- 
career  proceeds  or  ends  as  I  shall  please  to  dictate  — 
So,  Mr.  Legis,  have  you  seen  my  tmcle?  . 

Leg.  I  have ;    and,,  as   he  tells  me,  here  (giving 
letter)  are  welcome  tidings. 

Dariv.  Indeed,  then,  thus  (hastily  opening  letter, 
and  reading)  "  De&f  George,  in  my  way  horaej 
"  through  Bath,  I  caffdonan  okf  friend,  whb'kecptf 
n  a  school  there;  Mrs.  Dorvilte,  and  she  informed 
"  me  that  Algernon  St.  Albyn  had  made  various  as- 
«  signations  with  one  of  her  young  pupils!— with. 
"  Solace's  intended  wife! — and  though  a  stranger  to 
"  both  her  and  Solace,  I  am  none  to  the  St.  Albyns, 
"  and,  therefore,  shall  fe>el  pleasure  in  exposing 
"  them."— To-night,  this  instant,  Solace,  Selina,  all 
shall  be  convinced  who  now  deserves  to  be  their  fa- 
vourite— (knocks  at  door)  Within  there !  Geoffery  i 
Gedffery! 

Geoffery,  at  the  window. 

Geoff.  Hush  !  Hush  ! 

Danv.  -Tis  I— 'tis  I. 

Geoff.  I  see ;— but  his  lordship's  fast  asleep. 

Danv.  What,  gone  to  bed  ?      .        ^ 

Geoff.  No ;  iq  his  elbow  chair:  and  there  perhaps, 
he  Will  remain  all  night;  for,  'tis  very  odd,  but  do 
you  know,  we  can't  get  into  the  bed-room— No, 
something's  the  matter  with  the  lock;  and  I  was  all 
a-gog  to  force  it  open,  but  my  lord  call'd  me  an 
old  noisy  blockhead — 

Danv.  Psha  !  tell  him — 

Geoff.  I  dar  n't— I  dar'n't  go  in  till  he  rings   for 

me.  _ 

Legis. 
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Legis.  Nay,  'twere  a  pity  to  disturb  him  now. 
And  in  my  mind,  Sir  Arthur  should  be  first  conT 
spited. 

Danv.  True ;  sp  he  ought-7-and  therefol-e  whe^ 
my  uncle  wakes,  say  I'll  impart'this  story  to  Sir 
Arthur,  and  add,  that  I  sha'h't  sleep  for  exultation. 

Geoff.  Nor  I  for  agitation  ;  for  I  say,  Mr.  Dan  vers, 
can  you  make  out  why  lords  hide  themselves  in  cot- 
tages? 

Danv.  Not  I,  Sir, — "slife  !  begone  !  retire  ! 

(Geqffery  hastily  shut '$  the  window  and  retires. 
£nd  now,  let  Algernon  partake  Selin^s  love, — Mine! 
mine  will  be  soon  a  prouder  triumph. 

[2£i:*7  with  Legis* 


END  OF  THE  THIKD  ACT.. 


ACT 
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ACT.    IV. 

(SCENE  I. — An  Apartment  in  Solace's  house. 
Enter  Solace, 
,    Solace. 

SO,  it  be  all  over  !  all  in  vain  1— -She  be  lost — Tow 
ever  lost  to  him  who  would  haye  died  before  he 
would  have  caused  her  such  vexation. — What  shall  I 
do  ?  I'll  sit-r-rthat  I  have  not  patience  for.— rl'll  walk 
— that  Tve  not  strength  for, — I'll  drown  my  cares  in 
\vine — No,  hang  it,  I  did  try  that  once,  and  tho'  I4 
did  toss  down  so  many  bottles  that  they  did  say  I 
ipight  be  prosecuted  for  moving  wine  without  a  per- 
mit, yet  I  did  only  find  that  a  fixed  heart-ach  were 
not  cured  by  clapping  a  great  head-ach  at  the  top  of 
it. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  St.  Albyn. 

Sir  Arthur !  at  last  to  visit  an  old  servant.—  Come, 
this  be  somewhat  like — A  chair,  take  a  chair,  Sir 
Arthur. 

SirArth.  What,  still  so  humble!  though  vested 
with  authority?  still  ready  to  obey  and  to  oblige 
pie? 

Sol.  Ay,  from  my  heart,  Sir  Arthur. 

Sir  Arth.  Indeed !  then  to  the  trial — Mr.  Danvers 
— my  friend — acknowledge  him  to  be  your  master. 

(Solace  turns  away. 
"\Vhat  {  I  can  have  no  partner  but  Selina's  husband ! 

but 
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but  he,  who,  by  this  last  dishonourable  *act — well, 
well!  that's  nothing — a  fathers  injuries  are  not 
worth  thinking  of. 

Sol.     Nay,  sir, — dishonourable! 

Sir  Arth.  Ay  sir,  to  me,— Selina,  and  to  one, 
who,  though  he  cannot  feel  my  trifling  wrongs,  may 
Chance  to  sympathize  for  others. — Hear  me ! — There 
lived  in  this  neighbourhood,  a  poor  orphan  girl, 
who,  to  reward  a  benefactors  kindness,  had  promised 
him  her  hand;  but  he  perceiving  that  she  loved 
another,  gave  up  the  treasure  that  he  yet  so  coveted, 
and,  to  say  truth,  most  nobly  left  her  to  her  own 
free  choice. 

Sol.     Agitated)  He!— whom? 

Sir  Arth.  (Laying  hold  of  hirn>  and  proceeding 
rapidly.)  The  lover  she  preferred,  had  secretly  been 
married,  and  to  complete  the  catalogue  of  guilt, 
false  to  his  fxjend,  his  mistress,  and  his  wife!  he 
lures  his  orphan  from  her  home;  he,  he  whom 
you  uphold,  is  the  betrayer  of  your  promised 
bride ! 

( Solace  violently  agitated. ) 
And,  now,  whilst  thus  you  feel  these,  your  own 
wrongs,  think  what  that  father  must  have  borne, 
who  here  renouncing  nature's  strongest  ties,  not 
only  scorns  to  cloak,  or  deprecate  his  crimes,  but, 
for  the  sake  of  justice  and  example,  comes  forth  to 
shame,,  and  to  expose  him. 

Sol.  (After  a  pause. )  Have  you  done  ? — t  do 
only  ask,  because,  if  there  be  any  thing  more,  I  be 
quite  prepared,-— quite,  he!  he!  (trying  to  force  a 
laugfi.)     Thee  hast  been  told  this  by  some  enemy. 

Sir  Arth.  (Hdugfitify.y    By  Mr.  Danvers,  sir  ! 

Sol.  By  him  !  1  can .  laugh  freely  now— ha  f 
ha  !   my  oath  upon  his  innocence  ! 

Sir  Arth.  What !  think  you  that,  without  un- 
answerable proof,  a  father  thus  would  'criminate  a 
sbn;  or  court  an  office  so  ungracious  ? — No,  I  now 
hate,  because  I   once  so   loved, — and  if  reduced  to 

publish 
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publish   his  disgrace,  judge  of  my  triumph,  Gould 
J  say  with  you,  "  my  oath  upon  his  innocence  !  " 

SoL     Say  it ! — do,  pray  say  it. 

Sir  Arth.  His  mother,  'ere  she  died, '  wished 
him,  her  image,  to  supply  her  loss,  and  for  a  time 
that  wish  was  Realized ;  but  when  I  plunged  in 
fashion's  giddy  maftf,  he  turned  my  thoughtless 
folly  to  account,  and  poisoning  my  late  brother's 
mind, — the  die  is  cast ! — his  guilt  is  every  where 
apparent — and  mf  Lord  BUtshdale,  Mrs.  Dorville's 
friend,  will  prove  it  past  all  doubt.  (Going)  Yoi* 
know  where  he  resides*. 

Sol.  1  do;  and  kriow,  beside,  his  Lordship's 
wwd  bo  law  with  Cfcely's  governess*. — A  thousand^ 
times  i  have  heard  her  say  "so,— dang  it !  I  cannot 
jrfand  these  upe  ami  downs  ! — The  worst ! — the 
worst  ! 

Sir  Arth.  Nay,  hear  it  from  the  fnan,  whose 
word  i*  law; — mm*  is  distftteted  !  But  marie  me, 
sir-^wfoen  your  friend's  treachery  is  amply  proved, 
I  shall  expect  that  mine  has  hi&  reward^aAd  grate* 
#ul  for  the  powet  bequeathed  yei*  by  iwy  father/ 
that  one  St.  Albytt  may  maintain  Ms  hortouv — I 
claim  it,—* I  deftteftd  it.-^And,  conifctebt  yotflf 
chuse  as  I  direct,  I  leave  yoit,  fill  wd  meet  for  acts: 
of  justice,  and  of  gratitude. 

[Exit.* 

Sol.  ( Pmimg,  and  looking  roiirid,)  It  be  a  edict 
night  —very,  very  cold  !  And  the  wind  do  cotue' 
so  cutting  through  the  crevices — 4t  Cease,  rude' 
Boreas,  blustering  railer  !  "  (trying  to  sing)  "  la  def 

da  di  d "  (nmning  the  ?tote,  tilt  it  aide  in  liif 

crying)  Oh  !  for  a  happy  man,  I  wonder  who  be 
half  so  miserable  !  Thousands !  thousands !  be  stilfc 
worse  off  than  I  be,  even  now.— And  what  of  that  ? 
Can  I  glean  comfort  from  the  pain  of  others  ?  No! 
if  I  could,  I  wish  this  cutting  feel  might  last  for 
ever.  However,  I  will  hear  it  from  the  fountain- 
Jjpad.— No    second-hand    reports — Lord  Blushdale 

¥  *hall 
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shall  himself  convince  me,— and,  then,  when  things 
he  at  the  worst,  why  then — 

*  Enter  Selina. 

Sel.     So,   Mr.   Solace — I  see  you  hav'n't  found 
N  poor  Cicely — not  heard   one  word  of  her  and  her 
betrayer?— Dear,   dear,  who    could   have  had  the 
heart  to  cause  such  misery  ?      v 

Sol.  Who  !  who  !  (pulls  out  his  watch)  It  be  late — - 
quite  late— and  I've  forgot  to  see  the  works  be  safe 
— to  mind  that  all  be  right  without  (putting  his  hand 
on  his  breast)  I'll  not  be  long — for  come  what  may, 
I  will  not  turn  my  back  op  those  that  need  man's 
best  support,— Yet,  stop — thees^id'st  thy — my — 
thee  said'st  that  Mr.  Algernon  would  arrive  to-mor- 
row. 

Sel.  He  will  5— it  is  the  day  he  comes  of  age— 
and  that  s  the  secret  that  has  thus  detained  him. 

Sol.     Indeed  !  pray  hpaven  I  that  thee  art  right 

Set,  I'm  sure  he  has  no  other  motive ;  and  when 
to-morrow  shall  arrive,  perhaps  yoq'Jl  find  I  also 
may  divulge  a  secret !  Till  then,  though  you  have 
failed  in  the  pursuit,  confide  with  me,  in  the  kind, 
generous  Mr.  Modern's  zeal. 

Sol.  [(After  a  struggle)  I  will— 111  still  be 
confident.  A  common  mind  can  fight  'gainst 
common  griefs ;  but  when  the  sea  do,  mountain- 
like, run  hjgh,  it  can  be  weathered  but  by  hearts  of 
oak-r-Pm  one — Pm  roys'd  !— -  And,  at  the  worst, 
I  can  gain  happiness,  by  guarding  thine.-r-FH  not 
be  lopg,  Mrs,  St.  Albyn. — Care  has'n't  yet  quite 
got  the  better  of  me — no,  111  still  fight  it !  u  Be-^ 
gone  dull  care.  °     (  Singing. ) 

ri?        *   %  Selina. 


SCENE 
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SCENE  II. — An  Apartment  mi-Lord  Blus*  dales 
Villa— a  Door  in  the  etntre  of  the  Flat, — and 
Lord  B.  '$  Picture  hanging  over  it — Guns,  Fish- 
ing-rods, fyc.  on  each  side — the  Wings  placed 
diagonally,  and  a  Door  in  each  of  them — Table, 
with  Pens,  Ink,  and  Paper  upon  it. 

Lord  Blushdale  discovered  asleep  in  his  Arm-chair. 

Lord  B.  ( Waking  and  rubbing  his  eyes. )  Aw, 
aw  !  where  am  I  ?  still  in  my  arm-chair. — Oh,  I  re- 
collect, Geoffery  cou'dn't  unlock  the  bed-room 
door. — And  I,  no  doubt,  dropped  off  whilst  he  was 
prattling. — Well,  well,  it  is  enough  to  wake  to  such 
a  calm,  delicious  scene.  No  letters  from  lord-lov- 
ing sycophants. — No  notes  from  gala-giving  ladies, 
who  are  the  worst  by  far; — for  titles  are  so  wanted 
at  assemblies,  that  peers  might  be  better  feed  for  at- 
tending hot  rooms,  than  physicians  are  for  visiting 
sick  ones. — And  then,  the  women  do   so  coax,  and 

call   me   a  sweet,    charming pooh!    nonsense! 

However,  they  can't  catch  roe  here.  (Noise  of  un- 
locking doors 'in  back  scene.)  Listen. — Old  Geof- 
fery's  poking  at  the  door,  though  I  desired  he  would 
not  disturb  me.  He  can't  be  quiet,  till  he  knows 
why  I  left  London.  (Noise  again. )  Again  !  Why, 
no!  it  i*  the  bed-room  door!  It  opens!  Some- 
body's been  hid  there!  Dam' it !  bolts,  cottages, 
concealment, — nothing  can  save  me  from  their  active 
fury!     (Standing  aside.) 

Cicely  opens  Chamber-door  in  back  scene,  and  enters. 

Cicely.  Surely  I  heard  a  voice  !  Friend  !  friend  ! 
(In  a  half  whisper.)  No!  'twas  but  fancy — and  I'll 
return  and  wait  till  I'm  called — and  then,  if  possible, 

—oh 
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— oh  yes!  this  still  -shall  be  my  home ;  here  I'll  re- 
main till  I  am  certain  that  Lord  Blushdale  will  pro- 
vide me  with  this  place,  or  with  some  other  situation ; 
for.  I'm  so  humbled,  and  so  circumstanced,  that  I  am 
ready  to  accept  of  any  thing. 

[Exit  *into  chamber,  shutting  the  door  after  her. 
Lord  B.— (Coming  forward.  \  Apd  who  the  de- 
vil isn't?  Look  here  now!  only  loQk  here  !  J  give 
up  splendour,  equipage,  and  London*  and  stealing 
to  my  cottage  for  repose,  a  strange  young  woman 
shuts  me  from  my  chamber,  and  if  she  can't  get  oqe 
place,  swears  she'll  have  another!  Pheugh  !  (fan- 
ning himself )  and  I,  the  simple,  modest  Lord !  if  I 
am  caught  with  this  young  petticoated  place-hunter ! 
Oh !  the  mere  thought  .» 

Modern  without. 

Mod.  Stand  by,  old  Cerberus!  though  his  Lord* 
ship  has  private  reasons  for  excluding  you,  my  bu- 
siness will  plead  my  excise. 

Enter  Modern. 

-My  Iprd,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  this  early  visit ;  but 
seeing  your  servant  through  the  window^  I  sus- 
pected you  were  come,  and  so  I've  just  stept  up  to 
ask  one  or  two  small  favours  of  you. 

Lord  JB.  Of  course,  Sir :— and  though  you  said  I 
was  all  art  and  affectation,  I  don't  blame  you,  Sir — 
no,  Sir,  I  blame  that  old  dotard,  because,  begging 
your  pardon, — he  has  t  let  in  die  very  person  1  or- 
dered him  to  keep  out. 

Mod.  There's  no  art  now,  my  Lord,  but — (tak- 
ing a  chair  and  seating  himself)  for  the  first  favour. 
r--To-pight  I  leave  England,  perhaps  for  ever — 
and  before  I  gp,  it  is  my  wish  to. confer  an  obliga^ 
tion  phi  a  new-married  couple— on  Algernon  St. 

Albyn 
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Albyn  and  his  charming  wife. — Bless  them  i  I  love 
them  both  with  all  my  heart  and  soul ! 

Lofid  B.  Very  likely  ;  but  I  do  not  love  them  ; 
and  I  and  my  nephew  will  play  them  trick  for  trick, 
Sir. 

Mod.  You  sha'n't;  for  I  won't  stir,  till  you  give 
up  such  paltry,  hacknied  plots. — No,  here  I  sit  till  I 
?m  authorised  to  say,  that  you  will  influence  Sir 
Arthur  to  forgive  his  son ;  and,  then,  I  shall  receive 
.those  captivating  looks,  which,  in  your  heart — 
Comp,  come, — women  are  kind  to  lords,  and  lords, 
like  you,  are  always  kind  to  them. — You  are,  and 
you  consent? 

Lord  B.  I  do  not ;  and  let  me  ask,  can  nobody 
try  to  confer  obligations,  without  my  having  a  hand 
in  them  ? 

Mod.  Ihavetried — I've  be  en  out  all  night,  scouring 
the  county  round.— Exploring  vallies,  vilUges,  and 
woods — employing  criers,  .offering  rewards—- and 
the  next  favour  that  I  want,  is,  franks  for  all  these 
letters.  {Producing  them.)  They  are  to  magis- 
trates in  distant  towns — and  they  enclose  this  printed 
full  description. 

Lord  B.  ( Eagerly. )  What !  what  description, 
Sir? 

Mod.  (Rising.)  Why  this—  (taking  out  hand- 
frdiy  And,  could  I  trace  the  profligate — Look — 
(reading  it.)  "  Missing,  and  supposed  to  be  in  the 
hands  of  some  villain  in  this  neighbourhood,  a 
young  woman,  aged  eighteen, — blue  eyes, — auburn 
hair, — fair  complexion, — had  on  a  brown  gown, 
chip  hat,  white  shawl" — 

(Lord  B.  is  all  litis  time  trembling  violently  and 
occasionally  looking  round  at  the  door. ) 
Thtfre !  and  whoever  she  be  found  with, — hark  ve ! 

LordB.    Eh! 

Mod.  A  brave  stout  countryman  will  take  the 
fighting  part ;  but  for  the  sprightlier  Tine  of  p^ra~ 
graphs  and  print-shops,— why,   I  will  so  identify 

his 
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his  person,  that  if  he  peeps  but  through  tf  Win* 
dow,  the  women  shall  all  blush,  and  say, — "  Oh  !  arfc 
you  there,  you  naughty,  wicked  Tarquin  ? — But,  the 
first  favour  first.  ( Going  to  sit  dozen  again. )  So.  herfc 
I  sit,  till  you  promise  to  befriend  Mrs.  St  Albyn. 

Lord  B.  -Qon't,*-- don't  sit — Pll  promise  any 
thing,  every  thing — frank  the  letters  !  befriend  Sf. 
Albyn — nay,  grant  a  thousand  favours  more,  so  you 
will  only  leave  me  to  myself  ! 

Mod.  As  I  expected, — and  I'm  gone. — And, 
now  had  I  followed  the  old  hacknied  plan,  and 
fawned  and  bowed,  and  been  agreeable,  you  would 
have  only  bowed  me  out,  and  fretted  at  the  inter- 
ruption ;  but  I  have  been  so  very  disagreeable,  that 
you  can't  rest,  till  I  am  satisfied,  and  feel  quite 
happy  at  my  leaving  you. 

Lord  B.  I  do,  upon  my  honour,  and — (pointing 
to  the  door.) 

Mod.  My  Lord,  I'm  yours — and  I've  no  fear  that 
you'll  forget  your  promise;  but  if  you  do;  there's 
no  harm  done  —we'll  only  have  another  merry 
meeting,  and  part  as  we  do  now,  delighting  and 
delighted ! 

LordB.     We  will,   we  will. 

[Exit  Modern. 
{Immediately  Cicely  appears  at  the  door. ) 

LordB.     And  now  for  more  delighting — (turns 
and  sees  Cicely. ) 
Cicely.    (Advances  towards  him.)  My  Lord  ! 

LordB.     Madam! 

Cicely.  I've  heard  what  s  past ;  and,  as  I  guess, 
your  good  old  servant  has'n't  yet  explained  that  I  came 
here  for  shelter,  and  for  safety, — but  still  I  have  no 
fear — with  confidence  I  throw  myself  upon  your 
Lordship's  generosity,  convinced  you  will  extend 
to  me  that  kind,  obliging- - 

Lord  B.  Madam,  I'm  not  obliging — Fm  crass — 
illrnatured— and  I'll  not  only  thank  you  to  think  so 

yourself 
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yourself,   but  to  go  and  tell  every  body  eke  so.— 
Go,  madam. — 

Cicely.  What !  Tm  despised — deserted — (kneel- 
ing) My  Lord,  you  see  before  you  a  poor,  perse- 
cuted girl,  wronged,  but  still  innocent!  who  has 
eloped,  not  only  to  protect  herself,  but  to  preserve 
the  happiness  of  others  !  Return,  I  cannot — ne'er 
will  I  involve  the  virtuous  with  the  guilty. — Aud 
you,  who  are  so  famed  for  purity  and  honour,  must 
feel  delighted  to  support  my  just,  but  irksome, 
resolution. 

Lord  B.  I  do  not. — I  feel  delighted  to  support 
nobody. 

Cicely.  I  ask  not  an  asylum  here,  it  is  too,  near 
the  scene  that  I'  have  shunned.— I  only  ask  that 
you  11  fulfil  those  hopes  your  kind  domestic  has 
excited.— Your  London  mansion  ! — let  me  be  shel- 
tered there  !  and  life  will  be  too  short  fo  pay  my 
debt  of  gratitude  and  love ! 

Lord  B.  (  Turning  away)  Psha  !  you,  and  this 
busy  old  Debor&h — 

Cicely.  (Pulling  him  towards  her)  Nay,— ~in 
your  service, — by  another  name,— I  never  shall 
be  traced— and  you  ! — suspicion  cannot  light  on 
you  ! — Or,  if,  by  chance  it  should,  I'll  beg,  starve, 
perish,  ere  I'll  bring  disgrace  on  my  exalted,  kind, 
protector  ( Holding  Jiim  by  t/ie  hand,  and  kiss- 
ing it.) 

Enter  Gboffery.  ' 

Geoff.    Mr.  Solace,  my  lord — Oh,  ho  ! 

[Exit. 
(Cicely  starts  up,  and  in  her  agitation,   drops  her 

shawl,  without  perceiving  it. ) 
Lord  B.     Confound    the  whole  eternal  scene  ! 
Stop—come  back. 

Re-enter 
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He-enter  Geoffery. 

One  plague  111  instantly  get  rid  of— -Madam,  I 
grant  what  you  require.-— My  name  will "  be  your 
passport— -rand  you,  sir,  conduct  this  female  through 
the  private  path  that  leads  into  the  London  road — 
and,  (fcicely  runs  to  thank  him)  nayr  nay,  your 
gratitude  whei}.  next  we  meet — and  that,  I'll  warrant, 
won't  be  soonc — Go,  don't  stand  staring,  blockhead  I 
Quick!  (stamping)  Begone f 

[Geoffery,  all  fright  and  astonishment,  exit  with 
Cicely. 
So,  since  locks  won't  serve,  III  try  if  strength  will 
keep  them  out — Colossus-like,  FU  stand  against  the 
door. 

Enter  Solace. 

SoL  My  Lord,  I  do. hope  no  offence;  but  your 
servant  not  coming  to  shew  me  up,  I  have  taken 
the  liberty  to  shew  myself  up — and  I  don't  see 
him — where  be  he,  my  Lord  ? 

LordB.<  What's  that  to  you? — and  who  the 
devil  are  you  ?  * 

SoL  My  name  be  Solace,  and  I  do  come,  for 
yo*ir  Lordship  to  .make  me,  what  you  seem  to  be 
yourself— quite  vexed  and  unhappy  like. 

LordB.  Sir  Arthur's  foreman  !'  Sit  down — llf 
instantly  make  you  unhappy. 

SoL  Thank  thee;  but  there  be  no  hurry;  if  it 
wcr?  any  thing  pleasant,  the  sooner  the  better; 
but  to  be  told  that  one  be  thus  misused  by  those 
that  I  did  Jove,  and  cherish  as  my  own  children — 
d&ng  it; — if  I  could  think,  as  Mr,  Modern  thinks, — 
what  charming  consolation  ! 

Lord  B.  Why,  what  does  Mr.  Modern  think, 
Siv?    • 

SoL 
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♦  Sol.  Why,  I  did  just  now  meet  him,  and,  saving 
your  presence,  he  do  think  that,  like  some  other 
London  lordjy  folk,  you  be,  at  heart,  quite  gay  and 
sly,  and  not  to  be  depended  on !  But  1,  alack  ! 
know  better — and,  therefore,  only  let  your  lordship 
take  your  time, — for  I  sha'n't  instantly  be  made 
unhappy. 

Lord  B>     Very  likely ;    but  when  I  prove  St, 
Albyn's  falsehood,  will  you  accept  my  nephew  as. 
your  master? 

SoL  *Now — this  moment  I  will  do  justice  to  Sir 
Arthur  and  your  nephew — for,  lest  the  memory 
of  past  affections  should  some  time  hence  incline 
me  to  relapse,  look — (shewing  an  agreement)  this 
deed,  once  signed  by  me,  do  give  a  stranger  that 
control  which,  'twere  the  object  of  my  life,  that 
none  but  a  St.  Albyp  should  inherit,  but  that  be 
past — yet,  no — it  be  not  past. — The  proof !  the 
proof !  ♦ 

Lord  B.  What  brought  him,  every  autumn,  to 
your  cottage?  What  has  so  long  detained  him  from 
his  wife  ?  Why  was  he  caught  in  base,  clandestine 
meetings?. — Ai)d  if  you  doubt  that  Mts.  Dorville 
told  me,  upon  the  honour  of  an  English  peer — 

SoL  No  more, — 111  hear  no  more. — And  all 
the  consolation  that  Fve  left,  be,  that  I've  power 
to  resent  such  villany  L  Til  sign  directly  ! — Give  me 
the  means. 

Lord  B.     Here  !  (pointing  to- the  table.) 

SoL  Now  for  my  own,  his  wife's,  his  father's 
wrongs !  (Going  towards  table,  lie  treads  on  the 
shawl.)  Why,  what  be  here  ?  part  of  a  woman's 
dress  !  So — be'st  thee,  then,  gay  and  sly  ?~ And, 
now  1  look  again — Heavens  ! — speak — who,  who 
do  this  belong  to  ? 

Lord  B.  Who ! — why  to— curse  me,  if  I  know 
who  any  thing  belongs  to. 

SoL  I  know  too  well — it  do  belong  to  her,  who, 
by  your  statement,  be  now  with  Algernon  St.  Albyn 

e   2  — 1  know 
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— I  know  it  be  Cicely's.— And  if,  after  ail,  it  prove 
that  thee,  Lord  Bhnkdale,  have  taken  such  advan- 
tage of  thy  title,  as  to  snare  her,  and  to  corrupt  this 
governess,  why  I  will  have  no  master,  but  that  son, 
who  he  so  much  ennobled  in  his  heart,  that,  to 
high  birth,  he  adds  the  higher  rank  of  proud  in- 
tegrity and  honour.    So,  Sir,  I'll  search  the  house. 

Lord.  B.  Do — that's  what  I  wish- — 111  go  with 
you. 

Sol.     So  confident  ? 

Lord  B.  I  gm: — enough — come  on.  (Taking 
his  arm  and  pulling  him  hastily,  towards  the  wing.  J 

Enter  Geoffeby,  hastily,  meeting  them. 

Geoff.  Oh,  my  Lord,  I've  put  the  young  woman 
in  the  private  path,  and  she's  gone  to  your  London 
house — and  she'll  change  her  name,  and  she'll  be 
all  love,  and — {seeing  Solace)  Oh  ho  !  are  you 
th.ere  ? 

{Lord  B.  stamping,  violently  and  going  to  seize 
Geoffery  who  avoids  him.) 

Lord  B.     Fire  !  fury  ! 

Sol.  Yes,  I  am  here,  and  so  are  you,  and  the 
mild,  modest  Earl  of  Blushdale — Shew  me  down 
stair?,  and  quick,  lest  the  roof  fall — Gone  to  your 
London  house,  and  changed  her  name!  * 

{Lord  B.  tries  to  speak) 
Nay,  nay,  my  Lord — I  want  no  further  explanation. 

Lord  B.  But  I  do,  and  I  will  have  it.  Stay  I 
insist. 

Sol.     Stay    in  such  company  !     Lead  on,   Sir  ! 
.  (to  Geoffery,  who  opens  tlxe  door. )     Oh  !     were  I  a 
lord!— 

Lord  JB.  Oh  !  I  wish  you  were  !  Hear  me  ! 
Zounds  !  I  will — I  will  be  heard  l 

[Exeunt. 

END    OF   THE   FOURTH    ACT. 

ACT. 
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ACT   V. 


SCENE  l.—Open  Country—with  a  View  of  St.  Albyn 
Castle,  in  the  distance. 

Enter  Algernon  St.  Albyn. 

Algernon. 

S 'DEATH  !  is  it  possible,  that  thus  again  I  view 
my  fathers  house,  and  dare  but  view  it  at  this 
distance?  And  whilst  he  welcomes  a  false,  specious 
friend,  that  I  must  prowl  about  my  native  lands,  as* 
a  discarded  and  unnatural  son ;  but  I  forgive  him, 
he  is  still  my  Hither,  and  the  fond  thought  that  I 
shall  soon  regain  his  wonted  love,  recals  past  limes, 
and  makes  mc  ugh  to  meet  him, 

Enter  Thomas. 

Well,  Sir,  what  news  ? 

Ttio.  Why,  Sir,  I  have  been  to  St.  Albyn  Castle/ 
and  I  arn  very  sorry  to  learn,  that  Sir  Arthur  is  every 
hour  more  and  more  attached  to  Mr.  DanVcrs. 

Mger.  That's  hard — that's  very  hard! 

Tho.  And  they  likewise  talk  of  your  being  secret- 
ly married  to  Miss  Sclina,  Sir,  and  of  her  having 
left  Sir  Arthurs  house,  -and  being  now  at  Mr.  So- 
laces. *  [Exit  Thomas. 

Alger.  At  Solace's  !  -  Heavens  !  under  the  same 
roof  with  Cicely  !  She'll' hear  that  I  am  married,  and 
knowing  not  the  motive  for  my  conduct,  she,  like 
my  father,  will  condemn,   discard  mc. — Fool  that 

1  was, 
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I  was,  to  leave  her  in  suspence,  even  for  a  few 
short  hours ! — Come — 

Enter  Modern. 

Mod.  My  dear  Algernon,  I  am  glad  you  are 
come ;  and  I  wonder  you  stayed  so  long ;  for,  were 
I  married  to  such/^  sweet,  interesting — Oh  !  I  wish 
I  were ! 

Alger.  Weil,  if  you  were,  Sir?  l 
Mod.  Why,  if  I  were>  would  I  make  love  to  an- 
other sweet  interesting Lord   Blushdale  swears 

you've  carried  off  your  friend's  intended  wife ; — 
hut,  old  as  that  may  seem,  I'll  tell  what  is  still 
older :  Earl  Modesty's  himself,  the  sly  old  fox — 
changed  her  name — gone-  to  London— mum  !•— 
snug! 

Alger.  Who — who  is  gone  to  London,   Sir  ? 
Mod.  Why,   Cicely — and  if  you  want  his  lord7 
ship's  patronage,  you  see,  you    must  make   use  of 
petticoat  interest — in  every  plait  and  pucker  there's 
^promotion. 

Alger.  One  question,  Sir, — When,  when  did 
Cicely  leave  Mr.  Solace's  house  ? 

Mod.  Why,  almost  directly  after  Mrs.  St.  Albyn 
came  there. 

Alger.    Enough — I  see  it  all,    and  censure  not 
Lord  Blushdale  for  his  profligacy — I,  I  am  the  cause 
of  all  her  sufferings. 
Mod.  You  ! 

Alger.  For  me  she  has  eloped,  and  I  endure  the 
pangs  the  guilty  feel,  though  honour  was  the  genu- 
ine impulse  here.  To  her  I  am  no  villain,  nor  to 
Selina ;  but  'tis  a  rash,  unthinking  world,  and  vice 
and  virtue  are  so  much  confounded,  that  if  the 
deed  apparently  be  evil,  the  man's  condemned,  long 
ere  the  motive  can  be  sought  for. — Farewell  \  Selina 
shall  know  all,  and  share  in  my  affliction. 
Mod.  Your  wife ! — You'll  tell  your  wife  ! 

{Algernon  nods  assent. 
Then, 
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IThen,  jfray,  tell  me;  for  all  this  is  so  original,  that 
I'm  bursting  with  curiosity. 

.  Alger.  Hereafter  you  shall  know, — till  when,  con- 
demn me  not  unheard — and  when  the  day  of  expla- 
nation comes,  you'll  find,  my  motive  was  to  save  my 
father,— ay,  and  Selina !— and,  that  explanation  past, 
I  will  to  London,  and  preserve  poor  Cicely.  So 
may  I  live  to  bless  the  happy  hour  when  virtue  tri- 
umphed over  fraud  and  art. 

\E*it. 
Mod.  So  say  I, — so  may  I  live  to  unriddle  all  this 
mystery ;  and  if  'tis  new  and  gentlemanly,  I'm  satis- 
fied; but  if  otherwise,  curse  me  if  I  put  up  wijh  it. 

Enter  Solace. 

.  Sol  Rat  en!  Can  that  be  Algernon  Sj.  Albyn? 
He  did  press  my  hand,  burst  tnto  tears, — pass  on, 
and  say  he  would  explain  another  time. 

Mod.  That's  what  he  said  to  me,  and  I  wonder  at 
\yhat  hour  another  time  will  come. 

Sol.  Sir  Arthur  too  1  I  did  leave  him  in  fine  tribu- 
lation ;  for  he  not  only  won't  believe  that  lord  Blush- 
dale  be  the  wolf  in  sheep's-clothing ;  but  he  do  say. 
that  my  folly  and  rudeness;  may  cost  him  his  liberty ; 
and  it  may,  for  his  lordship  do  hold  his  bond  for  six- 
teen thousand  pounds. 

Mod.  I  know. 

Sol.  And,  but  for  Sir  Arthur's  extravagance,  I 
could  myself  have  paid  it;  but  thus  it  be; — that 
though  we  were  all  intended  to  aid,  and  benefit  each 
other,  yet  selfishness  do  so  creep  in,  that  one  half 
of  the  world,  to  load  themselves  with  luxuries,,  do 
deprive  the  other  of,  almost,  necessaries.  But  still, 
if  I — if  I  should  cause  my  master's  ruin  !— Thee — 
thee  has  n't  such  a  lump  sum  as  sixteen  thousand 
pounds,  hast  thee? 

Mod.  No;  nor  ever  knew  thd  man  that  had  such 

'a  lump 
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a  lump  sum,  except  Lord  Blushdale;  and  therefore 
he  will  hardly  mix  in  such  old,  wqrn-out  work  as 
JaWj  bailiff)  and  iron  bars. 

Enter  Leg  is, 

Legis.  Won't  he,  Captain  ?  Perhaps  you'll  soon 
find  that  his  lordship  and  his  nephew,  to  your  sorrow 
will  both  mix  in  such  old,  worn-out  work. 

Mod.  Stay, — whit  mean  you? 

jSoI.  Ay,  what  dost  mean  fm 

Legis.  Why,  that  owing  to  your  (to  Modern) 
hostility  to  Mr.  Danvers,  I  am  already  employed 
against  )ou  on  the  unpaid  tradesman's  bill — and 
owing  to  your  (to  Solace)  hostility  to  Lord  Blush- 
dale,  I  shortly  expect  to  be  employed  against  Sir 
Arthur. 

Sol.  It  do  never  rain,  but  it  pours. — But  still  con- 
sole thyself,  Mr.  Modern. 

Mod.  {Melancholy)  I  do  ;  for  I  and  Sir  Arthur 
shall  be  for  ever  housed  from  rain  now. 

Sol.  Dang  it !  Who,  who  can  influence  Lord 
Blushdale? 

Legis.  None,  none  but  Mr.  Danvers — he  has 
some  strange,  some  absolute  control. 

Mod.  What  strange  control,  Sir  ? 

Legis.  That  I  should  like  to  know  myself;  fo*f 
just  now,  at  my  house,  inflamed  with  anger  and 
with  wine,  he  swore.  Lord  Blushdale  must  obey 
him — and  wildly  boasted  that,  if  one  secret  marri- 
age marred  his  hopes,  another  still  might  make 
them.      But  I  waste  time — 

Mod.  Stop — did  he  say  any  thing  about  America? 

Legis.  He  did  ;  and,  therefore,  having  fairly 
answered  all  your  questions — good  morqing. 

'/     [E;vit. 

Mod.  It  dawns !    It  flashes  on  my  mind  !  and  if 
before;  1  thought  that  he  kept  back   intelligence, 
what  must  I  now  ?  I  will  this  moment  to  Lord  Blush- 
dale, 
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dale,'  and  if  my  hopes  prove  true,  a  new  event 
shall  bring  on  Danvers's*ead  that  ruin  he  designs  for 
us.     Farewell!  and  wait  for  me  at  home. 

Sol.  I  will — 1  will — but  don't  thee  talk  of  no- 
Telty,  Mr.  Modern — no,  thee  art  old  fashioned  in 
thy  heart. 

Mod.  1  know  not  what  I  am  just  now,  nor  what 
I  shall  be;  but  this  I  know,  whatever  be  my  cha- 
racter, I'll  try  to  be  original — I'll  not  cut  old  friends, 
nor  break  promises — though  now-a-days  every  body 
does  break  them;  from  the  place-maker  who  pro- 
mises sun-shine,  to  the  almanack- maker,  who  pro- 
mises rain. — 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — Jn  Ajmrtment  in  Loud  Blushdale's 
Villa,  the  same  an  in  Act  4  th. 

JZnter  Lord  Blushdale,  hastily,  with  a  packet  of 

letters. 

Lord  B.  Never,  never  was  man  do  deep  in  hot 
water ;  for  the  Londoners  have  found  out  where  I 
.am,  and  by  th>s  Jetter  I'm  summoned  to  the  house — 
by  this  Ifm  challenged  for  not  fulfilling  a  promise 
of  the  lflte  lorcj. ; — by  this,  as  his  heir,  1  have  to  an- 
swer a  long  bill  in  chancery  ; — and  by  these — army, 
navy,  law,  physic,  and  divinity  are  all  emptying 
their  own  houses  to  over-run  mine ! — Companies 
too !  I'm  asked  to  patronize  so  many  Insurance 
;Wine,  Brewing,  Vinegar,  and  Blacking  Companies 
that  I  suppose  London  will  at  last  end  in  one  great 
shop,  and  that  small  tradesmen,  like  small  farmers,  will 
be  swallowed  in  the  great  gulph  of  speculation. — 
Apci,  to  add  to  all  this,  my  nephew,  Danvers,  writes 
me  to  throw  his  friend,  Sir  Arthur,  into  prison. 

Enter  Daxvejis. 

Dfinv.  I  do ; — and  when  you  make  me  charge 
5  St.  Albyn* 
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St.  Albyn  with' a  crime,  which,  by  bad  management, 
you  are  proved  guilty  of  yptirself,  I  have. a  right  to 
reparation;  and,  therefore,  ray  lord  !  Sir  Arthur's 
bond. 

JLordB.  There  it  is,  (pointing  to  chamber)  with 
other  lordly  valuables  in  my  red  box. — But,  stop- 
have  you  and  Sir  Arthur  quarrelled  ? 

Danv.  No;— I   must  still  seem  to  be  his  friend  ; 
the  act  must  be  your  own.     But  once   confine  him 
for  the  debt,  the  servant,  to  secure  his  master's  li- 
berty, will  instantly  accede  to  all  I  ask. — So,  Sir, ' 
the  bond.  (Going  towards  chamber.) 

Lord  B.  No,  Sir;  for  openly  avow  yourself  Sir 
Arthur's  enemy,  and  I  will  still  stand  by  you.  But 
think  you  111  be  party  in  such  low,  clandestine 
dealings?  No;  if  I  am  a  peer,  and  can't  uphold 
myself  by  strong,  conspicuous  talents,  let  me  build 
my  public  character  on  my  private  one;  and,  after 
all,  why  shou'dn't  a  man  be  as  proud  of  one,  as  the 
other? 

Danv.  What !  you  refuse  ? 

Lord  B.  1  do  : — I'll  start  in  a  new  character ;  for 
I've  got  into  so  many  scrapes  by  being  obliging  and 
agreeable,  that,  like  that  rogue,  Charles  Modern,  I'll 
have  a  touch  at  the  disagreeable. 

Danv:  Hear  me!  you  shall  consent. 

Lord  B.  .  Shall ! 

Danv.  I  have  the  power  to  force  you  to  my  pur* 
pose;  for,  hark  ye,-— what  if  I  strip  you  of  th,is 
boasted  peerage !  What  if  there  live  a  lawful  heir  to 
all  your  proud  inheritance!  And  that  I,  only  I,  caft 
crush  your  claims,  and  sanction,  or  establish  his  ? 

LordB.    How!- -What!  a  lawful  heir? 

Enter  Modekn,  unseen  by  Lord  B.  or  Danvers. 

Mod.  Ay — a  lawful— (  Puts  his  hand  before  his 
pwuth,  and  exit. 

Danv. 
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Danv.    Who's  that  ? 

Lord  B.  Nobody.— I  heaTd  nobody  !  But  you 
said  there  was  a  lawful  heir. — Go  on,  Sir. 

Danv.  On  my  arrival  from  America,  I  found  you 
had  assumed  the  vacant  title,  and  thinking  you  my 
friend,  concealment  was  my  interest ;  but  since  you 
thus  oppose  what  I  suggest,  know,  what  you  once 
suspected,  was  most  true. — The  late  lord's  ftiir  com- 
panion !— this  Mr  Modern's  mother !  Conscious  of 
the  lowness  and  obscurity  of  her  own  family,  and 
aware  of  the  pride  and  resentment  of  your  brother's, 
she  was  persuaded,  during  his  life- time,  not  to 
avow — 

Lord  B.  (  With  great  eagerness. )  She  was  not, 
Sir. 

Danv.  She  was ;  and  her  health  being  precarious, 
her  son  on  his  travels,  and  I  on  my  return  to  Eu- 
rope, she  employed  me,  as  the  only  relation  in  that 
part  of  the  world,  to  seek  out  him,  and  (sneeringly) 
Mr.  Copsland! — And  shewing  them  this  certificate 
of  the  marriage,  proclaim  Charles  Modern  rightful 
Earl  of  Blushdale.  (Lord  B.  snatches  the  certificate 
»rtd  reads  it  with  great  emotion. )  Now  !  may  I  get 
the  bond  now?  .1  may!  I  may!  his  agitation 
proves  that  love  of  rank  will  place  him  ever  in  my 
power. 

[Exit  into  chamber. 

Lord  B.  I  see  !  ( With  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
certificate. ) 

Mod.  ( Advancing  and  looking  over  his  shoulder. ) 
So  do  I !  I  see  that  that  and  other  valuables  belong 
to  your  successor,  Mr.  Copsland  ! 

Lord  B.  (In  a  melancholy  tone.)  It  does — and 
my  rank  and  titles  belong  to  my  successor.— And 
this  summons, — this  challenge, — this  bill  in  chan- 
cery— And  these  notes  from  captains, — counsellors, 
— curates  and  companies, — all  belong  to  my  suc- 
cessor, ha  !  ha  !  ( Offering  the  letters,  and  smiling, 
and  rubbing  his  hands.)     If  you  feel  delighted  at 

being 
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being  what  you  are,  I  am  more  so,  at  being  what  I 
was. — You  are  Lord  Blushale) — I'm  Squire  Cops- 
land. — Nobody  will;  ask  favours  of  a  little  country 
Squire. 

Mod.  What !  it  was  not  affectation  !  This  is  so 
new, — so  winning, — and  so  unlike  Danvers! — My 
dear,  dear  uncle  !  if  I  had  known  this  welcome,  joy- 
ous news,  would  I  Have  kept  it  secret  ? 

Lord  B.  No,  that  you  wou'dn't,  my  dear,  dear 
nephew !     ( Shaking  hands  with  each  other ! ) 

He-enter  Danvers,  from  the  chamber,  with  a  small 
red  box. 

Danv.  Here  is  the  bond — and  now  to  put  it  in 
the  proper  hands. .( Coming  next  to  Modern,  without 
seeing  him. ) 

Mod.  ( 1  aldng  box.)  Thank  you; — You  have 
put  it  in  the  proper  hands. 

Lord  B.  You  have; — and  if  you  want  to  throw 
your  friend,  Sir  Arthur,  into  prison,  that's  Lord 
Blushdale  !  Bless  you  !  I'm  stript  of  my  boasted 
peerage!  I'm  only  a  little  country  squire,  ha!  ha! 
Mr.  America!  \ 

Danv.    S'death !  have  you  told  him  ? 

Mod.  He  has;  and,  now,  we  are  going  to  tell 
every  body.  (  Taking  Lord  B.'s  arm?)  You  see, 
Cousin  Common  place,  this  is  no  old,  and  hacknied 
sight, — the  ins  and  outs  both  on  the  same  side,  my 

LordB.  True ;  and  that  the  out  may  never  be 
forced  to  be  in  again,  marry,  you  rogue.  (  To  Mo~ 
dern.)  Pray,  marry  ! — don't  die  without  leaving  a 
little  lord.  {Taking  Moderns  firm.)  you  see— 
ha !    ha  ! 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE    III. — Outside   of  Solace's    house,   {as'  in 

ActL) 

■       Entqr  Sir  Arthur  St.  Albyn,  meeting  Trusty. 

Sir  Art.     Where  is  Mr.  Solace? 
Trusty.     I   fancy  he   is    somewhere  about    the 
works,  Sir. 

Sir  Art.     Call  him  this  instant. — Say  that  Sir  Ar- 
thur waits  for  him  within. 

[Exit  Trusty. 
Wttat  are  a  lover's  to  a  father's  frailties  ?  I  thought 
to  triumph  when  his  guilt  was  proved ;  but,  now  all 
hope  of  palliation's  past,  nature,  resistless  nature 
'  mounts  within  me,  and,  though  resolved  to  punish, 
and  to' shame  him,  1  would  give  worlds  to  pardon, 
'    and  to  spare  him. 

[Exit  into  house. 

Enter  Modern'  and  Solace. 

Sol  Thee  !— Thee  Earl  of  Blushdale ! 

Mod.  I  am;  but  what's  the  use  of  being  a  peer, 
withput  having  a  peeress?  And  I  can't — I  can't 
marry,  mv  dear  felloW. 

Sol.     No!— Why? 

Mod.  Because  the  person  I  love  is  married  to 
somebody  else.— And  she, — she — (Pointing  to  the 
house. ) 

Sol.  How  !—  What— Mrs.  St.  Albyn  !  Dang  it ! 
I  half  dreaded  this;  for  I  did  catch  her  painting  of 
thy  picture. 

Mod,     Painting  my  picture !     When  ?     Where  ? 

Sol.  Here,  in  my  house. — And  when  I  did  saV — 
€*  that  be  a  rare  likeness,  that  be  exactly  Mr.  Mo- 
dern*'— she  did  so  blush, — and  look  so  handsome, 
and  confused — 

Mod. 
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Mod.  Psha!  what  signifies  her  looking  hand- 
some ?  1  wish  she  were  as  plain  as  a  Sybil.  No- 
thing is  so  infernally  troublesome  as  a  beautiful  wo- 
man ! — And  so  I'll  tell  her. 

Algernon  St.  Albyn,  within. 

Alger.    Nay,  I  entreat,  Sir, 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  and  Alcernon  from  the  house. 

Sir  Art.    Sir,  I  have  once  discarded  you ;  and  the    - 
aame  house  shall  never  more  contain  us.  , 

Alger.  But  'tis  my  birth-day,  Sir;  the  day  that  I 
attain  the  age  of  manhood. 

Sir  Art.  Why,  yes,  iris  the  day  that  you  attain 
my  brothers  fortune;  and  the  rememhrance  of  that 
dark  transaction 

Alger.     Hold,  Sir — his  fortune  is  not  mine. 

Sir  Art.     Whose  is  it  then,  Sir?  / 

Alger.     My  father's! 

Sir  Art.    Mine ! 

Alger.  Selina  is,  by  this  time,  at  the  castle,  with 
a  conveyance  of  the  whole  estate ; — and  I  but  exe- 
cute my  uncle's  wishes; — for,  had  he  lived  to  see 
you  in  distress,  he  would,  like  me,  have  given  up  his 
all  to  save  you. 

Sir  Art.     How! 

Alger.  You  thought  I  urged  him  to  abandon 
you,  and,  therefore,  you  abandoned  me;  but,  from 
himself  he  acted. — For,  when  I  saw  him  in  his  dying 
hours,  *'  My  brother,"  he  exclaimed, — "  my  loved, 
"  unhappy  brother !  surrounded  as  he  is,  by  false 
"  and  dissipated  friends,  my  fortune  now  can  little 
€t  serve  him.— And  who  ?  who  shall  guard  it  till  the 
"  day  of  danger  comes?"  I  knelt,  implored  him  to 
confide  in  me,  he  trusted  to  my  sacred  word, — and 
then,  now,  ever,  shall  I  bless  that  bounte'ous  man, 
who  died,  as  he  had  lived,  selecting  you,  sole  object 

of 
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ef  his  love;  and  me,  your  son,  to  know,  and  to  pro- 
claim it. 

Sir  Art.     Astonishing! 

Mod.  Not  in  the  least — I  thought  he  was  ori- 
ginal. 

Sol.  So  did  L — And  had  I  such  a  son. — Sir  Ar- 
thur; if  thee  won't,  I  must. — {Going  towards  Al- 
gernon. ) 

Sir  Art  (Stopping  Solace.)  I  would ! — I  pant 
to  clasp  him  to  my  heart.  But,  can  he  vindicate  his 
other  deeds  ?  Think  of  his  wrongs,  as  husband,  and 
as  lover.  (Algernon  starts.)  Nay,  Algernon,  from 
Cicely  herself,  I've  heard  the  tale  of  sorrow,  and  of 
mystery. 

Sol.  From  Cicely ! — Why,  dang  it  I  Mr.  Alger- 
non ! 

Mod.     Wait ! — Wait,  my  fine  fellow ! 

Sir  Art.  1  found,  and  left  her  at  my  house, — 
brought  back  by  some,  who  sought  for  a  reward; — 
and  when  I  forced  confession  from  her  lips,  she  so 
implored  me  to  forget  her  wrongs,  and  plead  your 
pardon  with  her  benefactor, — speak,  Algernon,— » 
explain,  and  spare,  oh,  spare  an  anxious  father's 
feelings  ! 

Alger:  I  will,— on  one  condition — part, — sepa- 
rate from  him,  who  would  for  ever  separate  us. 

Sir  Art.  I  dare  not:  not  only  as  a  man  of  ho- 
nour I  a[m  pledged,  but  legally  compelled — 

Alger,  What!  Danvers  must  still  be  your  friend  I 
And,  were  it  possible,  must  still  be  husband  to  St- 
lina  !  % 

Sir  Art.     {Wildly)     He  must !  he  must ! 

Alger.     Then  Algernon  cannot  explain. 

Enter,  immediately,  Seuxa. 

Sel.    No;  but  Selina  can. 
Alger.    Hold — the  same  motive  yet  exists. 
Sel.   What  mbti've,  Algernon  \  to  sava  Selina  from 
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the  man  she  hates,  and  part  poor  Cicely  from  tht 
man  she  loves  ?  {Algernon  appeals.)  Nay,  had  J 
sooner  known  that  such  had  been  the  sacrifice,  1 
would,  'ere  this,  haVe  sacrificed  myself.  And  why 
be  anxious  to  conceal  what,  when  divulged,  will  add 
to  your  fair  fame;  for,  if  you  stooped  to  artifice  and 
guile,  was  it  from  selfish,  sordid  motives  ?  No  ; 
'twas  to  save  your  father  and  myself  from  an  alli- 
ance, which,  you  knew,  involved  our  mcftiral,  lasting 
happiness. 

Sir  Art.     What  artifice? 

Mod.     Av,  what  artifice? 

SeL  Entreaty  and  remonstrance  failed. — You, 
(to  Sir  Art.)  you  were  resolved  to  hurry  on  the 
-match,  and  stratagem  alone,  could  gain  delay  !  The 
letter,  which  he  wrote  from  Bath,  was  purposely 
contrived,  and  I  woiild  still  assume  my  borrowed 
title;  but  since  it  brands  him  with  the  name  of  vil- 
lain, and  wounds  the  feelings  of  the  pure  and  virtu- 
ous.—-{Pointing  to  Solace.)  I  here  consent  to  be 
the  wife  of  Danvers,  so  Algernon  reward  the  love  of 
-the"  wronged,  suffering  Cicely.  (Going  to  the  wing, 
.  a:id  leading  on  Cicely.)  / 

Cicely.     { Looking  round. )    W here  !  — W here  ! — 
y( Seeing  So/ace.)    My  more  than  father  ! — can  you 
again  forgive  me?     (Running  up  to  him.) 
^     SoL     I  said,  I  said  it  would  come  at  last — Sir  Ar- 
thur ! — my  young  master  ! — 1, — I  be  the  happiest 
of  servants! —  . 

-.    Sir  Art.     And  I  the  happiest  of  fathers  ! 

Mod.     And  I,  the  happiest  of  lovers  ! 

Sir  Art'.  {  To  Algernon. )  Take — be  her  hus- 
band.— and  I'm  amply  gratified. 

Mod.  That's  right,  Sir  Arthur. — Get  quickly 
ovef  this  cause,  that  we  may  come  to  another  {Cros- 
ses to  Selinay  Mrs. ! — Miss  ! — Algernon  ! — Speak  a 
kind  word  for  me  to  your  wife,  Algernon  ! 

Alger.  "  I'm  sure  you  have  my  leave,  and  I  suspect 
you  have  Selina  s.  (Selina  half  frowning.) 

Nay, 
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Nay,  nay  fair  cousin,  the  picture,  my  fair  cousir* 

Mod.  Ay,  the  picture,  fiy  fair  cousin. — And  as 
to  being  wife  to  Danvers^— Sir  Arthur, — he's  the 
worst  of  villains. — He  knew  I  was  my  father's  lawful 
heir — kep^back  the  documents  that  proved  me  right- 
ful Earl  of  JBlushdale — and,  therefore,  if  he  dare  to 
litigate  your  contract,  111  give  him  law  for  law ! 
And  since  possession  is  nine-tenths — suppose  at 
once  1  call  this  lady,  countess, — and,  in  reality !  no 
borrowed  title  !  for  with  my  hand,  my  heart  shall 
be  so  joined,  that  love  and  novelty  shall  last  for 
life. 

(  Modem  talks  aside  to  Selina.) 

Sol.  (  To  Sir  Arthur  )  It  be  all  true ;— he  be  the 
rightful  Lord. 

Sir  Art.  And  Danvers  knew  it! — arid  concealed 
it ! — He  is — he  is  the  worst  of  villains  !  and  I  the 
worst  of  guardians,  and  of  fathers,  to  have  upheld 
his  cause  !—- Wronged,  wronged  Selina!-— You  heir 
what  is  proposed.   •  .  . 

Mod.     She  does ;— and  'tis  all  settled,  Sir  Arthur. 

Sir  Art.     Become  her  partner    then — let    my  , 
loved  Algernon  be  mine-^-and  be  the  basis  of  our 
firm, — oblivion  and  forgiveness. — , 

.Mod.  No,:— Ipe  the  basis  of  our  firm-— lova,, con  - 
fidence,  and  friendship. — And  I  don't  know,  Alger- 
non, whether  ypu  mean  to  make  an  active  partner  ; 
but,  certainly;  I  '^ha'nt  make  a  sleeping  one. 

Sir  Art.  And  in  the  hour  of  general  union,  shall 
we  exclude  pur  general  friend  ?— (to Solace.)  No,— 
enriched  by  industry,  ennobled  by  integrity,  the 
jJroikdest  firm  that  this  country  boasts,  might  glor/ 
in  a  name  like  yours. 

Mod.     Right,  Sir  Arthur,  and  now™ 

Our  hopes  encourage,  and  our  errors  spajc, 
iiay,~may  w.  smile  ?  if  so, — Begone  dull  cucM 
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ONCE  more  I  come— -your  smiles,  or  frowns  to  face — 

And,  like  my  lover, — talk  of  common-place — 

To  do  my  best  to  banish  from  the  nation — 

All  haqknied  modes, — all  servile  Imitation. — 

Ay,  that's  the  word — we  copy — cry  the  bold  ones — 

And  most  new  fashions  may  be  trae'd  from  old  ones* 

Because  in  Noah's  patriarchal  days, 

Our  good  first  people  copyM  nature's  way*— 

Out  fine  first  people  now — in  dress — not  feature  ! 

Do   all  they  can,  to  stick  quite  close  to  nature. 

Because  that  ancient  animal,  a  hone, 

With  rapid  movement,  fonghas  pae'd  the  course, 

Js  back'd,  and  betted  on  by  knowing  stagers — 

Man — servile  man !  must  run  and  trot  for  wagers  { 

And  two-legg*d  walkers,  now,  do  so  much  more, 

Than  all  the  other  cattle  upon  four, 

That  soon,  no  doubt,  some  dashing  Jehu  Billy, 

Will  drive  four  gentlemen  down  Piccadilly ! 

And,  halting  where  a  sjgn  provision  shews— 

Cry — u  Hey  and  water  I —for — my  four  cropt  bcapx  I  * 

(Mimicking  foppish  tone  and  mwWi) 
How  long  rich  citizens  have  had  the  passion 
To  live  in  squares, — and  ape  each  western  fashion  } 
But  now  the  fashion  copies  them  so  far, 
That  if  you  travel  east  of  Temple-bar, 
There,  .the  gay  world  in  throngs  you  will  encounter,-*  * 
And  there  !— the  Fleet— King's  ben^h— and  Poultry  compter  F  ' 
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Hen  La3tes9  cloaks  !— so  ruddy,  warm,  and  loose ! 

They're  copied  from  the  tales  of  Mother  Goose. 

And  modern  wolves! — take  care  !— they  prowl  in  crowds, 

Ipor  little — and  for  large,  Red  Riding-Hoods. 

AH,  all  is  borrowed— and  it  makes  such  pother! 

For  e'en  our  $aints  so  copy  one  another! 

That  'twixt  these  four — no  more  for  difference  look— 

St.  James'!— St.  piles !— St.  Stephen !— and  St.  Luke! 

Bards  too ! — like  tars,  tfreir  hostile  fire  can't  quench— 

Xor  plays,  like  ships,— are  taken  from  the  French! 

One  word  then  to  ye  all,  Before  I  go — 
Since  ours  is  u  English  Sirs !— from  top  to  toe  *'— 
Support  your  countryman — befriend  his  cause — 
Who  now— $ke  n*e — would  borrow  your  apphus*. 
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Scene—  Westphalia. 


THE  FREE  KNIGHTS, 


Act  L 


SCENE  L 


A  spacious  Cavern,  veined  with  ore,  marking  the 
remains  of  a  Sulphur  Mine.  In  the  back,  m 
Sheet  of  Water,  with  a  Lamp  hanging  over  it; 
and  Cells f  ifiith  Iron  Grating  before  them.  At 
the  right  Wing,  a  large  brazen  Door:  at  the 
Ififl  Wing,  another }  with  Steps  leading  up  to  it. 


EvjtaARD  discovered. 

[Knocking,  and  Trumpets. 
Ever,  Hark  F  another  victim  I  [Unbars  the  door. 

Enter  Zastkow,  leatfing  in  a  Priscriet,  whose  eyes 
are  bandaged. 

Pris.  Whither !  Oh,  whither  woiild  ye  lead 
nke?-*-to  pass,  apparently,  o'er  rugged  rocks, 
ascend  high  mountains,  and  descend  to  vaults; 
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hear  the  close  baying  of  the  forest  wolf,  and  the 
loud  cataract's  terrific  roar;  and  now,  e'en  now, 
perhaps,  to  stand  upon  the  verge  of  some  stu- 
pendous precipice! 

Zastrotv  (Removing  prisoner's  veil).  Behold  ! 
behold  the  precincts  of  that  famed  Tribunal,  that 
renders  justice  to  the  Christian  cause,  and  strikes 
dismay  throughout  the  Christian  world. 

Pris.  Merciful  Heaven  I  if  justice  be  the  boast 
of  your  Tribunal,  why  all  this  dark,  mysteri- 
ous— 

Zastrow.  How !  —dare  but  to  whisper  one 
invidious  word  against  an  institution  that's  up- 
held by  ■   >  ■ 

Pris.  (Crossing  to  Everard.)  To  you,  who 
seem  to  wear  a  human  form— to  you  I  make  ap- 
peal. Some  three  months  past,  my  interest  called 
me  from  my  native-  land,  here  to  Westphalia ; 
and  but  last  night,  when  all  around  was  calm  and 
still  as  my  own  thoughts,  a  loud  terrific  knocking 
at  the  portal,  convulsed  my  habitation.  .  I  rush 'd 
to  know  the  cause,  and  by  the  moon's  pale  beam, 
read  on  a  banner  fix'd  into  the  earth,  this  awful 
summons :  "  Appear,  Augustus  Montfort,  before 
the  Free  Knights !— Traitor,  appear!"  How,  how 
was  I  to  act  ?  -A  stranger  to  their  hidden,  mystic 
forms,  I  sought  my  neighbours  for  enquiry— 
when*  sad  reverse !  I,  who  before  was  welcom'd 
with  their  smiles,  met,  how,  such  fearful  and 
contemptuous,  looks,  that  but  for  conscious  and 
inherent  pride,  I  had  been  then  your  victim. 

Zastrow,  Ay,  none,  none  dare  notice  the  ac- 
cused. 

Pris,  None,  save  a  monk,  who,  far  less  worldly 
than*  the  rest,  etopt,  and  worn'd  me  to  obey  this, 
their  first  summons;  or  soon  a  second,  and  a  third 


would  follow :  and9  on  my  then  not  answering, 
not  only  would  my  sentence  be  proclaimed!  but 
my  best  friend,  ay,  my  own  son,  were  he  a  mem* 
ber  of  this  dread  tribunal,  would,  by  a  solemn 
oath,  be  bound  to  plunge  his  dagger  in  his 
father's  heart !  Such  are  Free  Knights  !  Such 
the  famed  members  of  this  lauded  Court !  And 
having  further  learnt,  that  on  the  tolling  of  the 
midnight  bell,  at  my  own  gate,  or  at  the  citadel, 
a  chosen  minister  of  vengeance  passed,  to  pilot 
the  accused,  I  went ;  and  you,  through  paths 
most  dangerous  and  inscrutable,  have  brought  me 
to  the  spot  where  justice  reigns  ; — if  so,  give  the 
first  proof  of  justice— trial !— -by  that  1  am  pre* 
pared  to  stand  or  fall. 

Ever.  Trial !  alas  I  it  may  be  years 

Pris.  Years  I  I'll  not  believe  it.  Where  are 
my  judges  ? 

Zastrow.  There  !  (pointing  to  the  door)  in  full 
council*  electing  a  Free  Knight.  And  'till  that 
awful  ceremony's  past,  they  must  not  be  disturb* 
ed ;  nor  then,  bat  bv  their  chief,  Prince  Palatine, 
who,  on  returning  from  the  holy  wars,  comes  to 
consult  them  on  affairs  of  state.  (Music).  Hark  1 
he  approaches  I  this  way  to  your  dungeon.— 
(Prisoner  appeals).  Nay,  no  parleying— you 
have  to  cope  with  those  who'll  teach  you  pa- 
tience and  submission. 

[ Music. —  Prisoner  is  led  into  his  Cell,  and 
Zastrow  tars  the  Gate,  Everard  sheuing 
Compassion.  Zastrow  opens  the  Door,  and 
the  Prince  and  Walbourg  enter. 

Prince.  So,  after  an  interval  of  ten  long  years, 
again  I  view  and  welcome  the  Tribunal.    Ay, 
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Walbourg,  welcome  it-  For  though  dark-fervors, 
plotting  against  a  state,  may  oft  elude  the  com  7 
mon  vigilance  which  broad  and  open  justice  takes, 
yet  can  they  escape  the  penetrating  eye  of  this 
deep-searching  and  all-powerful  Court  ?  No,  un- 
seen, it  sees,  and,  unknown,  pries  into  such  hid- 
den guilt,  that  the  detected  villain,  awe- struck, 
cries,  "  this  is  not  man's,  but  heaven's  unerring 
vengeance," 

Zastrow.  And,  once  detected,  shall  Frcei 
Knights  forgive  ?  Be  death  the  doom  of  all  the 
Prince's  foes ! 

Prince  (After  a  short  pause).  Ay,  death  !  for. 
long  inur'd  to  daring  ana  to  desperate  deeds,  still 
deeper  must  I  plunge.  But,  oh,  my  friend !  in 
the  bright  morn  of  life-*— ^(jfside  tQ  Walbourg^. 

[Trumpets  within*     The  Prince  shews  surprise\ 

Zastrow,  The  Council  are  electing  a  Free 
Knight ;  the  gallant  Ravensburg, 

Jrrince.  Ravepsburg !  the  brave  heroic  youth, 
who  on  the  Plains  of  Palestine  first  stamped  the 
glory  of  the  Christian  arms  !  I  guess  hid  honest, 
loyal  motive— he  has  heard  rumours  of  conspiracy, 
and  here,  as  in  the  field,  would  die  to  serve  his 
Prince. 

Ever.  So  he  avow'd,  my  Liege  ;  and  also  that 
his  father,  the  Baron  Ravepsburg,  had  urged  him, 
and  though  he  started  when  he  entered,  and 
wondered  much  why  all  oyir  actions  should  be 
thus  involved  in  dark  obscurity,  yet  loyal  and  pa- 
rental love  prevailed,  and  he  rush'd  in  to  add 
one  more  to  the  ennobled  list  that  graces  the 
Tribunal, 


9 

Prince.  Exalted  Rayensburgl  Let  all  wha 
would  uphold  their  Prince's  cause  like  thee,  ujj-» 
hold  this  hallowed  Institution. 

Enter  Ravbnsburg,  hastily. 

Havens.  In  storm,  in  battle,  in  the  hour  of 
malady,  I  can  brave  danger  with  heroic  firmness; 
but  here  I  own  and  feel  myself  so  much  a 
coward,  that  not  for  worlds  would  I  return  and 
face  that  scene  of  unexampled  horror!  back  with 
me  as  I  came,  and  do  I  live  to  utter  it  ?  Your 
arm — I  sicken,  faint  with  apprehension. 

Prince.  Why,  Ravensburg !  The  motive,  loyal 
and  parental  love,  and  yet  dare  hesitate !  Return 
^-perform  the  solemn  rites — 

Ravens.  Whatl  swear  I  will  pursue  all  doom'd 
by  this  despotic  Court,  and  swifter  than  the 
lightning,  strike  a  deadly  weapon  e'en  in  a  pa- 
rent's breast!  Wever! 

Prince.  Never! 

Ravens.  My  Liege!  error,  perhaps-,  misleads 
me;  but  train'd  in  camps  and  the  rough  school 
of  war,  though  I  ne'er  felt  that  superstitious 
£eal  which  founded  and  supports  these  unknown. 
Judges,  yet  an  enthusiast  in  the  Christian  cause, 
I  would  maintain  it  as  the  cause  deserves,  by 
open  vindication  of  its  rights;  and  not  by  such 
mysterious  arts  as  truth  and  justice  must  disdain 
to  practise. 

Prince,  Mysterious  arts ! 

Ravens.  Aye ;  why  else  at  dead  of  night,  with 
shrouded  sight,  was  I  conducted  to  this  drear 
abyss,  through  ways  apparently  unknown  to 
man  ?     And  next  immured  ip  a  long  vaulted  cell, 


where/  as  I  gazed  upon  devices  fram'd  to 
heighten  my  alarm,  two  ghastly  figures,  wrapt 
in  mortuary  veils,  rush'd  forth,  and  laying  bare 
my  breast,  with  a  new-slaughtered  captive's  blood, 
there  mark'd  a  crucifix,  and  then  descending  to 
a  deeper  cell,  where,  in  full  council,  round  an 
altar,  forro'd  of  human  skeletons,  the  secret 
Knights  appeared;  and  whilst  the  cavern  rung 
with  the  loud  shrieks  of  burning  and  of  tortur'd 
victims,  they  proffer'd  me  their  oath— that  oath 
which  bound  me  to  destroy  friend,  fatherf  mis- 
tress! Mighty  heaven !  let  bigots  reconcile  and 
court  these  scenes — I  have  the  common  feelings 
Nature  prompts,  and  fly   from  such  barbarity. 

[Going. 

Prince.  Hold  1  by  this  desperate,  this  outrage- 
ous act,  you  have  incurr'd  and  well  deserv'd  our 
vengeance!  And  who  is  Jtavensburg,  that  thus 
condemns  what  Laws,  what  Monarchs,  and  what 
Pontiffs  sanction ;  and  which  to  FbyaJ  and  obe- 
dient minds  is  now  the  rallying  beacon  of  their 
hopes;  for  who,  but  this  all- seeing  Court,  can 
save  your  sovereign  and  friend,  father,  mistress, 
from  a  conspiracy,  perhaps  as  fatal,  as  that  by 
which  the  Princess,  young  Theresa,  fell  ? 
.  Ravens.  How! 

Prince.  Hear  me!  some  fourteen  tedious  years 
are  past  since  on  my  loved,  lamented,  brother's 
death,  this  infant,  only  child,  became  the  victim 
of  that  curst  Italian  fiend,  the  Count  Manfredi's 
treachery,  and  I,  against  my  will,  was  hailed 
Prince  Palatine.  Manfredi  perished,  not  as  he 
merited— he  died  a  natural  death —  and  with  him 
treason  seemingly  extinct;  I,  like  the  rest  of  Eu- 
rppe's  zealous  champions,  join'd  the  Crusaders  in 
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the  Holy  Land :  you  followed,  and  you  fought,  so 
nobly,  I  confess,  I  little  thought  that  Ravetisbuqp 
would  join  with  new  Manfredis  to  overthrow  his 
Prince. 

Ravtns.  That  I!  lives  there  the  slanderous  and 
calumnious  wretch,  who  <lare— 

[Drawing  his  sabre* 

Prince  (Holding  his  arm).  The  man  who  wiH 
not  court  the  certain  means  by  which  foul  treason 
may  be  trac'd  and  crush'd,  so  far  encourages  and 
aids  the  crime,  that  he  is  himself  a  traitor!  And 
now,  when  journeying  from  my  capital,  I  hither 
come  for  counsel  and  redress—Shame!  Oh, 
shame  1  if  feeling  for  your  Prince  have  no  effect, 
think  of  an  absent  father's  claims,  who,  to  the 
loss  of  a  son's  valued  life,  may  add  his  own  and 
others  of  his  race.  (Ravensburg  shews  alarm: 
Takes  him  aside).  Ay,  the  Tribunal,  once  of- 
fended, will  mark  and  watch  with  such  suspicious 
eyes,  e'en  your  most  distant  kindred,  that  danger, 
great  as  your  offence,  hangs  o'er  them. 

Ravens.  They  cannot— will  not ! 

Prince.  They  will.  And  picture  the  reverse- 
by  linking  with  this  formidable  chain,  which, 
though  invisible,  encircles  all,  you  may  watch 
o'er  your  house's  safety.  (Noise  without,  of  un- 
barring  gates). .  They  come— from  every  quar- 
ter come — to  execute  your  sentence !  You've  no 
alternative— escape  you  cannot !  In  church,  in 
palace,  shall  the  Free  Knight  strike ;  therefore 
instantly  complete  the  forms,  and  aid  your  Coun- 
try's and  your  Prince's  cause ;  or,  like  a  base  de- 
tested parricide,  involve  an  aged  parent's  life— 

Ravens.  Hold  !  Hold  i  A  parent's  claims  are 
ever  paramount ;  and  Heaven,  that  witnesses  my 
motive,  will  pardon  my  consenting. 
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Two  Free  Knights  appear  at  each  Door,  and  are 
advancing  with  uplifted  Daggers. 

Prince.  Forbear !  he  is  a  convert!  Hfc  will 
unite  with  ul  in  tracing  and  o'erthrowing  new 
conspiracy.  Corrte,  you're  my  friend  again 
(taking  Ravensburgshand).  And  whilst  West* 
phatia's  my  abode,  I  wilt  sojourn  trie  in  your 
fbther's  house,  and  witness,  as  I'm  told,  another 
ceremony,  the  happy  celebration  of  your  nuptials. 

Ravens.  My  nuptials  happy  I  Well !  well  ( 
lead  on.    Be  this  my  first,  my  lesser  sacrifice. 

[Music. — A  Party  of  Free  Knights  enter  at 
one  Doory  carrying  a  Banner,  on  which  is 
painted  the  Cross,  an  Olive-branchy  and  a 
Poniard.  A  Party  likewise  enter  at  the 
other  Door,  carrying  a  Banner,  on  which 
is  painted  an  Eye,  surrounded  fry  Clouds, 
and  radiated  like  the  Sun.  Prince,  Ravens- 
burg,  and  Train  exeunt,  Free  Knights 
following. 


SCENE  IL 

An  Open  Country ;  Corbey  Abbey  iji  the  Distance* 
At  the  right   fPing,  the  Gates  of  the  Town  of 
Corbey;    at  the  left  Wing,    the  Chateau  of. 
Baron  Ravensburg. 

Enter  Countess  Roland  and  Ulrica,  front  the 
Chateau. 

Countess.  So— this  is  grateful— this  is  graceful 
—answer  me— who  has  maintained  you  ?  who  has 
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educated  you  ?  and  from  whom  did  you  get  these 
line  clothes,  and  fine  manners  ?  From  me !  you 
took  your  manners  from  me  ! 

Ulrica.  Took  your  manners!  Lord,  aunt!  and 
yet  you  call  me  ungrateful  ! 

Countess.  And  last  summer,  who  took  a  fine 
house  for  you  at  Aix-la-Chapelle  ?  and  starting 
you  on  a  matrimonial  speculation,  so  dazzled  and 
decoyed  old  Baron  Ravensburg,  that  he  not  only 
invited  us  to  his  chateau  here,  but  selected  you 
to  be  his  son's  wife,  the  wife  to  the  Hero  of  Pa- 
lestine. And  yet;  though  I  told  yon,  modern 
friends  followed  new  houses  as  naturally  as  rats 
run  from  old  ones,  you  were  for  my  laying  out 
my  last  florin  on  a  cottage— a  cheap  paltry  cot* 
tage! 

Ulrica.  And  why,  aunt  ?  Because  I  thought 
we  should  both  most  like  what  we  were  most 
used  to. 

Countess.  Most  used  to  ? 

Ulrica.  To  be  sure !  Till  a  few  years  ago, 
when  you  went  to  live  at  Roland  Castle,  didn't 
you  keep  such  a  snug  little  cot  in  Franconia,  that 
you  might  have  packed  it  up,  and  taken  it  with 
you  i 

Countess.  My  Franconia  cottage !  mercy  on  me ! 

Ulrica.  Yes ;  don't  I  still  wish  myself  in  that 
cot  ?  I  do,  I  do  ;  for  it's  all  very  well  if  a  per- 
son have  the  misfortune  to  be  born  a  fine  lady— 
but  to  be  made  one !  to  be  taught  to  talk  without 
thinking,  stare  without  looking,  and  be  red  with- 
out blushing !  Lord  !  who'd  go  and  waste  money 
at  fairs  and  carnivals,  wheu  they  might  see  curi- 
osities in  every  great  house  for  nothing ! 

Countess.  If  you  dare  hint  to  Baron  Ravens- 
burg— 
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Ulrica.  Not  I! — I  dare  no  more  tell  Baron 
Ravensburg  what  you  once  were^  than  I  dare  tell 
your  rural  relations  what  you  now  are  ;  for  if  he 
knew  you  were  once  Winifred  Winbuttle,  and 
they  knew — Lord  !  Lord !  if  those  I  so  long  lived 
with,  if  aunt  Alice,  and  her  son  Christopher — 
dear  darling  cousin  Christopher! — 

Countess  (Who  has  been  walking  about  in  a  ragej. 
Jade !  Jezabel !  how  often  must  I  remind  yout 
that  I  no  longer  acknowledge  this  Franconia 
relationship  ?  That  I  am,  and  have  been,  since 
last  winter,  of  pure,  noble,  Norman  extraction, 
and  widow  of  the  great  Count  Roland,  Madam, 
who,  struck  with  my  charms,  soon  married  me, 
Madam,  and  being  married,  soon  died,  Madam. 

Ulrica.  Very,  \ery  soon.  And  you  may  well 
take  it  to  heart ;  for,  alas  !  his  estate  went  with 
his  title — went  to  his  nephew,  young  Count  Ro- 
land, who,  after  an  absence  of  many  years,  re- 
turned from  his  travels  on  that  most  melancholy 
day-.  (Half  crying). 

Coudtess  (Weeping).  He  did ;  and  grief,  grief 
prevented  my  seeing  him  ;  but  you  saw  him,  Ul- 
rica, and  by  what  I  heard  of  the  tender  interview, 
if  the  Count  hadn't  been  suddenly  called  away 
again  Oh  !  'tis  a  sweet  estate  !  one  third  of 
it  would  be  consolation  for  any  loss. 

Ulrica.  There !  You  think  I'm  to  extermi- 
nate the  whole  German  Nobility,  whilst  I  think 
there  are  even  doubts  about  the  young  Baron  Ra- 
vensburg. Again,  from  my  window  this  morn- 
ing, again  I  saw  him  in  close  conversation  with 
the  sweet  interesting  Agnes— and  if  he  love  an 
humble  orphan,  and  I  love  the  humble  Christo- 
pher  Now,  do,  Aunt,  do  let  me  tell  him,  and 
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every  body,  you're  become  a  line  lady :  if  I  don't, 
they'll  never  find  it  out,  aunt. 

Countess.  Talk  of  your  cousin,  Christopher ! 
whom  I  hav'n't  seen  for  years,  and  never  mean  to 
see  again  !  Peace,  I  insist !  And  for  Ravens- 
burg— your  betroth'd's— -Joving  Agnes,  the  Ba- 
ron's dread  of  that  marriage  will  hasten  yours ; 
or  if  it  don't,  and  this  string  snaps,  in  young 
Count  Roland  we've  perhaps  bl.  better.  But 
see— our  host-— hush  !  for  your  Kfe  not  one  word 
of  Franconia.  \ 

Baron  (Speaks  without  J.  Now,  prfepare  your- 
selves to  receive  our  illustrious  visitor  with  the 
honour  due  to  his  rank. 


Enters. 

Why,  Countess,  I've  been  lookingTor  you  every 
where.  What  do  you  think  ?  The  Prince  Pala- 
tine means  to  copy  your  example  ;  like  you,  he 
means  to  be  a  visitor  at  my  chateau,  and  be  pre- 
sent at  the  celebration  of  my  Son's  nuptials.  His 
train  have  already  pass'd  the  aqueduct.  (A  strain 
of  music).  Hark  !  he  approaches.  (Calls  on  the 
Servants).  Come  along  all  of  you,  and  make 
your  best  bows  and  curtsies. 

The  Procession  enters. 

(After  Procession).  Now,  Ulrica,  as  I  am  not  one 
of  your  silver-toned  orators,  do  you  give  to  the 
Warriors  from  the  Holy  Land  a  most  harmonious 
greeting, 

C  2 
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RECITATIVE— Ulhica. 

With  well-earn'd  laurels  in  the  Christian  Cause, 
Receive,  great  Cbief,  your  native  land's  applause. 


AIRs 

Fam'd  Crusaders  1  just  as  brave, 
Form'd  a  nation's  right  to  save ! 
Now  repose  on  tranquil  plains, 
Listen  to  our  dulcet  strains. 
Peace  inviting, 
Joy  exciting, 
Till  the  foe  again  assail, 
Then  the  glorious  contest  hail. 


Prince.  Delightful!  Exquisite!  (To  Ravens- 
burg,  who  looks  dejected).  Nay,  Ravensburg,  the 
die  is  cast,  the  solemn  oath  is  sworn,  and  should 
your  altered  looks  create  the  least  suspicion,  of 
what's  past,  beware  !  beware  !  for  'tis  a  secret 
that  was  ne'er  divulged — not  e'en  your  chosen 

fartner  must  suspect  that  you're  invested  with  a 
ree  Knight's  rank. 

Rav.  *Tis  sworn — 'tis  secret. 

Baron  (Advancing  with  all  respect  towards  the 
Prince).  My  Liege,  this  honour  to  a  poor  old 
simple  Baron—-— 

Prince.  Sir,  you've  a  title  that  surpasses  pedi- 
gree. You  are  the  father  of  the  gillant  Ravens- 
burg ;  and  since  he  comes  to  claim  the  soldier's 
brightest,  best  reward,  fair  woman's  love,  I  trust 
to  find  you  have  selected  one  who  richly  merits 
such  an  envied  prize. 

ISaron  (Introducing  Ulrica).  This  is  the  lady, 
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your  Highness ;  and  she  not  only  boasts  great 
rank,  and,  as  you  see,  great  beauty  ;  but  she  has 
nothing  of  what  destroyed  my  matrimonial  hap- 
piness—no distant  relations,  no  poor  cousins, 
nephews,  nieces,  and  grandchildren,  who,  on  a 
rich  man  marrying  into  a  family,  actually  treat 
hicn  as  private  property,  and  go  on  getting  more 
cousins. 

Prince  (To  Ravensburg) .  She  seems  as  artless 
as  if  trained  in  humble  unsophisticated  life  ;  and 
I  prognosticate,  will  yield  that  calm  content  which 
I,  alas  !  can  never  hope  to  taste — never  !— Come, 
let  us  in,  and  on  to-morrow  be  the  nuptials 
solemnized.     (Ravensburg  appeals). 

Enter  Agnes. 

Agnes.  Madam— the——  (Countess  stops  her). 

Prince.  Ay,  Ravensburg,  to-morrow  ;  for,  ha- 
rassed as  we  are  by  foul  .conspiracy,  our  stay's 
precarious;  and  'till  we're  summoned  to  the 
scene  of  danger,  let  loud  festivity  and  outward 
shew  dismiss  our  inward  grief. 

Ravens.  My  Liege,  may  I  suggest 

Baron.  Suggest  nothing — 'tis  all  settled — the 
Prince  has  said  it.  I've  said  it ;  and  to-morrow 
the  priest  shall  say  it.  Lead  on— away — and  yet, 
bless  me,  how  rude  I  am.  I  have  introduced 
your  Highness  only  to  Ulrica.  That,  entering 
the  chateau,  is  her  aunt,  the  Countess  Roland. 
(Countess  curves  to  (lie  Prince^  and  exit).  That 
next. to  her  is  Agnes,  the  poor  Orphan,  Agnes. 

Ravens.  The  poor !  My  Liege,  though  rank  nor 
fortune  smil'd  upon   her  birth,  she  is  so  rich  in  - 
more  substantial  charms,  that  you,  her  sovereign, 
might  be  proud  to  boast  a  daughter  of  such  peer* 
less  worth* 
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Prince  (Starting*  and  gazing  on  Agnes  with 
great  emotion).  That  form,  those  eyes!  that 
mark'd,  majestic,  ne'er  to  be  forgotten  mien ! 
(Agnes  curtsies,  and  exit.)  Merciful  powers  ! 
Whence  came  she,  Ravensburg  ?  Fly,  swift  re- 
call her  I  Yet  hold!  for  if  it  prove Impossi- 
ble, it  cannot  be  ! — and  the  dread  vision  past,  we 
are  ourselves,  and  hail  the  festive  scene. 

[Music.  Exeunt  into  the  Chateau /  t lie  Baron 
and  Oliver  remaining  to  usher  the  party  in. 
The  Baron  is  following;  Oliver  stops  him. 

Oliver.  One  word,  only  one  word  from  your 
faithful  old  Oliver,  who  can't  help  reminding  you, 
that  he  became  your  servant  this  day  thirty  years. 

Baroi\.  I  know  you  can't.  You  are  always  re- 
minding me  ;  and  if  you  go  on  presuming  upon 
long  service,  and  making  honesty  so  very  trou- 
blesome  give   me  a  civil   downright  rascal  ! 

And  so  follow,  and  assist  in  preparing  for  the 
glorious  union  of  the  Rolands  and.  the  Ravens- 
burgs — of  two  families  who  boast  pedigrees. 

Oliver.  Granted  :  but  I've  seen  what  you  might 
have  seen.  Your  son.don't  love  Ulrica  :  he  loves 
my  poor  dear  Agnes ! 

Baron.  Granted.  Thanks  to  the  Countess, 
I've  seen  it  ever  since  he  carpe  from  the  wars  ; 
and  if  Agnes  had  seen  it,  she  had  never  seen  my 
house  again  ;  but  as  she  chose  to  be  discreet,  she 
shall  now  see  an  union  that  will  blazon  our  family- 
ball  with  Norman,  Saxon,  Spanish,  Danish—in 
short,  with  heraldry  never  yet  seen  or  heard  of. 

Oliver.  Stop-— one  word.  (Baron  breaks  from 
him,  and  exit.)  So  this  is  love  of  pedigree :  this 
is  because  he  reckons  by  titles,  not  by  character. 
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.And  if  a  certain  lady,  whose  name  I  won't  men- 
tion, were  not  Countess  Roland,  he'd  see  she 
was  no  more  than  a  deep,  decoying,  match-mak- 
ing—Plague  on't !  I  hope  she  won't  next  hook 
him  into  the  noose ;  for  if  she  had  a  husband 
every  morning,  my  life  on't,  she'd  be  a  widow 
before  night.  Oh  Lord!  poor  Agnes,  poor 
young  master,  and  poor  old  Oliver.  [Remains  in 
a  tltoughtful  posture. 


Enter  Christopher  through  tlie  Gates. 

Chris.  (Looking  round).  Dear,  dear,  what  a 
nice,  sweet,  pretty  place !  Well,  I  declare  when 
travellers  used  to  talk  of  their  fine  sights,  I  used 
to  wink  and  nod,  as  much  as  to  say,  I  believe  it's 
all  bounce.  But  when  I  go  back,  and  describe  that 
object  (pointing  to  the  Abbey  in  tfie  distance),  and 
this  object  (turning  round,  and  running  against 
Oliver)— Sir,  I  beg  pardon  for  calling  you  an  ob- 
ject. But  you  see  I  am  just  come  from  the  woods, 
Sir— from  the  woods  about  six  leagues  off,  Sir, 
where  I  was  hawking  with  my  Lord,  when  he — he 
— -he— odVabbit  it ! — Hit  or  miss,  it  will  be  rare 
sport. 

Oliver.  What's  sporti  And  who  are  you  ?  \An- 

Chris.  Why,  that's  it.  I  want  to  know  who 
I  am ;  and  perhaps  you  can  tell  me.  (Gets  close 
to  him).  Little  Solomon,  you  see,  one  of  our 
under  falconers,  and  who  has  seen  all  my  rela- 
tions, come  t'other  day  to  this  town  for  a  basket  of 
provisions  for  my  Lord  and  his  hawking  party ; 
and  as  he  was  staring  about,  who  shou'd  he  see 
ushered  into  a  fine  house,  and  hear  being  caB'd 
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by  a  fine  name,  but  fny  aunt  Winifred — old  Winn 
fred  Winbuttle;  the  housekeeper?  Very  well — £ 
cou'dn't  say  or  unsay  this,  you  know;  so  I  di- 
rectly gets  leave  of  my  Lord  to  come  myself,  and 
stare  about ;  for  thinks  I,  if  I  am  made  a  fool  bf9 
Tin  only  where  I  was,  you  know,  [With  affected 
simplicity. 

Oliver.  Certainly,  or  worse;  for  to- suppose  I'll 
stay  chattering  here  about  Solomon  and  Winifred, 
proves,  if  not  quite,  that  you  are  very  near  an 


idiot.  [Going. 

Chris,  (taking  his  arm).  Very — I'm  very  near 
an  idiot !  And  yet,  do  you  know,  upon  my  ho- 
nour, Solomon  described  every  thing! — from  a  tint 
Winifred,  and  her  great  title,  down  to  the  Gothic 
latch'd  gate,  and  the  little  twaddling  old  butler 
who  open'd  it :  he  did— and  if  I  could  but  once 
—  (looking  about)— only  just  once—  (seeing  the 
chateau)— Why  >  that's  it!  by  Solomon's  descrip- 
tion, that  must  be  the  very  house,  that  the  gate, 
and  you— he!  he !  he  I — Come,  I'm  no  fool  now! 
Icod,  I  see  who  you  are. 

Oliver  (standing  before  the  door).  Dolt!  booby! 
I  leavfe  you  to  your  folly  !  But  I  would  have  you 
know,  there  are  none  in  this  house,  none  but  the 
Marchioness  Alberti,  the  Countess  of  Roland— 

Chris.  Who  ? 

Oliver.  The  Countess  of  Roland,  and  her 
niece  Ulrica  ;  so  that's  your  final  answer  from 
the  little  twaddling  eld  butler.  "  x       x 

[Exit  ijdo  (lie  chateau. . 

Chris,  (strutting ,  &c.)  Tis  she !  — Aunt  Wini- 
fred, by  law,  takes  a  Countess's  title  ;  and  I— 
pshaw !  I'm  like  other  great  people,  111  take  any 
thing ! — Not  so-*- some  threescore  hungry,  ragged 


relation**  they*!!  take  possession  of  that  beautiful 
tenement  (pointing  to  the  Chateau);  and  Ulrica- 
sweet  Ulrica— wil J  tpk?  ppt&pion  of  this  beauti- 
ful tenement  (himself).  And  then— Oh,  my 
dear  Christopher!  how  you  do  long  for  the  wed* 
<tingday4 

SONG— -CHBtSTOPHER. 

Pi)  tap  st  her  door  when  the  morning  shall  break, 
.      A^.wMitbsflnltarkrnQc«iigM«i 

rg  ^ilpsr  Vto  soft,  "  Nafr,  m  to*  ****  *«TrVf > 

V  For  the  church  bell*  are  merrily  ringing.      m  : 
u  Trje  bridegroom,  {inpatient,  no  longer  pan  rest :  ~ 

«  The;  bttieknea  and  sjridenmife  quite  smartly  are dftst > 
,    «  T3ha4m«4  ajid  tbt  #*»*>  ctagfrplay, 
^  *  The  shepherds  aQc^in^agaj  ^aiodcWf  •»    .  '  ' 

««  With  garlands  of  roses  ftir  tpainsels"  advance, . 
' '  «•  The  young  and  the  old  partake  in  the  dance ; 
i    *  8uch  mirth  and such  rapture never  *pre  known* 

«  I  prUtae*  UlTK»T--priU>«,  copysa^wn.;       . 

V  For  the  sport  of  all  sports  is— U>  tnarjju" 

When  hqme  we  return,  we'll  sit  dawn  $o  feast*. 

Our  Mends  stiaH  behold  ns  with  pleasure  j 
Shan  sip  with,  say  LoroWll  drink  with  the  Meat 
.    .We'll laugh an/J we'll quaff without sne/.siir*  • 
The  toast  and  the  joke  shall  go  jovfyily  round*     . 
With  love  and  good-humour*  fee  roonl  shall  resound  ; 
The  slipper  be  hid— the  stocking  let  fall, 
And  rare  blindoianVbuff  shall  keep  no  the  ball  j 
•  whilst  the  merry  spinctte,  and  the  sweet tambourine, 
SMI  heighten  and  perfect  the  pay  festive  scene. 
-    Sock  nrikthand  such  riptam never  were  known, 
tm  %  usjpria'd  that  so  \mgjca  will  tarry  t 
}  prthCf  /  Ulxipi-^ntk^  corne  down ) 
for  the  snort  of  alljocfta  it— to  marry. 

lEsit  into  Chat ftm. 
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SCENE  III. 


A  splendid  Gothic  Jiail  in  the  Bktwfis  Chdteatf* 
Large  folding  Doors  in  the  Centre.     Two  State ' 
Chairs  are  brought  on  by  Two  of  the  Babon** 
Servants. 

Enter  RaVensburo. 

Ravens.  To-day,  to  swear  the  dire  terrific  oath, 
"  and  on  to-morrow  be  the  nuptials  solemnized/9 
In  all — in  all— must  Ravensburg  be  sacrificed  ?<— 
HecmuBt — his  father  has  committed  him  1  pledged 
by  his  promise  to  accept  the  fair  Ulrica's  hattd, 
shall  I,  perchance,  destroy  her  prospects  and  her 
hopes,  by  basely  now  retracting?  No — tho'  love 
for  Agnes  occupies  my  breast,  still  is  there  room 
for  honourable  feeling!  and  bfe  the  conflict  great 
as  was  the  last,  that  feeling  shall  prevail !  This 
hand  shall  be  Ulrica's;— unress — there!  there's  my 
hope  1  Now,  at  the  banquet,  she  besought  a  private 
interview ; .  and  whilst  the  festive  scene  engages 
all,  I've  stolen  forth  to  give  her  here  the  meet- 
ing. What,  what  would  she  impart  ?— And  why 
delay  ?  Oh;  were  her  tidings  welcome,  she  fropld 
not  thus  withhold  them  ! 

Enter  Agnes,  hastily,  not  seeing  Ravensburg,  % 

Agnes.]  I  cannot  comprehend  1  the.  Prince  to 
gaze  on  me  with  such  emotion !  wildly  exclaim, 
"the  sight  of  her  .is  hateful!"  and,  tfith  ihe 
Baron,  .leave  the  banquet,'  to  be  told  the  whole  of 
my  sad  history~Tis  well!   I  shall  not  suffer  by 
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the  tratd ;  for,  as  I  guess,  mtae  is  a  story 'to  ex*' 
cite  more  of  compassion  than  resentment. 

Ravens.  Agnes!  speak — what  of  the  Prince  ?  " 

Agnes.  Nothing,  my  Lord;  he  would  know' 
my  story,  would  be  told  that  I,  an  infant,  friend-' 
less,  fatherless,  was  nursed  and  cherished  by  th4 ' 
Baron  Ravensburg,  who,  like  the  rest,  or  late' 
has  met  me  with  such  altered'  looks!— but  9tis  x>f 
late!— for  years  he  called  me  his  adopted  child ; 
and  you,  my  benefactor's  son,  bear  witness,  I: 
banish  from  my  mind  the  present  change,  and' 
dwell  with  gratitude  on  past  affection. 

Havens.  'Tis  his  new  friend,  this  artful,  envious*' 
Gountess  1    Till  she  became  your  foe— 

Agnes.  1  know;  and  how  have  I  offended? 
Still  I've  endeavoured  to  obey  and  please  her,  and 
her  niece,  the  fair,  the  happy— Sir,  I  forget— 1; 
eame  by  her  desire— the  Countess  having  heard 
*f  her  intention,  will  not  allow  of  any  private  in- 
terviews, and  therefore  'tis  Ulrica's  wish,  that, 
as  to-morrow  is  the  nuptial  day,  the  day  which* 
blesse%  her,  but  which— (bursts  into  4ears)—l 
can  no  more-— Spare!  Spare!  and  pity  me!       ,    ' 

Ravens.  Proceed!  for,  if  I  know  Ulrica's  heart, 
you*  are  not  messenger  of  any  tidings  ungracious 
to  yourself. 

'  Agnes.  Indeed,  I  know  not — She  was,  as  she 
has  ever  been,  most  kind  and  most  compassionate; 
but,  to  her  wish— she  begs  you  will  comply  with 
what  is  here  requested— Take  it— /giving  him  a 
letter) — and  the  hard  office  o'er, 'farewell  until 
to-morrow!  And  then,  no  sister's  prayers  did  e'er 
more  pure  and  fervent  flow,  than  mine  shall  then, 
for  yours  and  your  Ulrica's  happiness. 

Ravens.  (Having  opened  the  letter).  Stay! 
(Reading).  "  Shall  I  accept  his   hand,    whose 
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«5:h*iltl  ^itrfpwe  t0.be,  *notf*r'*?.v  &**? «gl»  fc 
*»  wish  f>iro  to  *caept  snin^  who*»: AfQjlb  «aflj. 
"  tfduoalton*  &rt  better  suked  to  &  far  mpr.e&wafelt 
«$*ph&rte?  N^  getierdus  Raye^burfj  RftAan- 
«!  fstrflt*  with  yjwr  f#ber,  and  i*6r6ft*e  jfo  esteetnt 
w-0f  Ulrica*  by  wiping  away  tears*  *b*ch  flew: 
"fttMft,  silent,  -gfenniffe  petition  I  Hearts  touch  *« 
^  yours  ertd  Agtiefl,'  can  best  reward  eaoh  other*" 

Staltfed  womfcn !  J  mil  rtitaonstrate  with  my  {*% 
er-now,  instantly,  4nd  tome  what  will*  no 
4uptisls  abfril  be  solemnised*  but  those  whjch  !&** 
•hall  ,crown<--f>«Afa£  for  MndJ^nf  y<M)  rtfufe 
mot  What  Ulrica  writes* 

Agnes.  My  Lord,  'twere  affectation  to  denjf 
what  this  our  mutual  fend  unequall'd  friend  has 
now  reve&led;  but  for  the  rtft\  if  I  am  worthy  qf 
Jhe  son's  affection,  remember*  that  I  owe  it  to  the 
fhtber ;  and  great,  however  great  the  sacrifice,  still 
would  l  rather  meet  that  son's  displeasure,  ihaq 
plant  a  sting  in  the  protecting  breast,  that  warru'd 
fetid  nourished  a  forsaken  Orphan. 

Haven*,  My  father  will  relent!  HarkU  he 
comes!  the  banquet  o'er,  new  revelry  succeed^ 
and  flow  I  can  partake  its  ioy$.  Come*  the 
hope  that  dawns  shall  lead  to  lasting  sunshine. 

'Enter  tfc  Baron';  Train,  and  the  Princb's  Train* 
The  PmNCfi  a?id  Baron  last)  and  together. 

Prince  (Aside  to  the  Baron)*   That  is  ber.his<r 
tory  ?  \  ou  have  imparted  all  ?        '  • 

Baron.  That—  that  is  Agnes  Lindorfs  story. 
-    Prince.  And  none— none  know  it! 
,  t  Baron.  JSone  — I've  kept  it  secret,  eyeqlfrdm 
herself;'  because,  at  first,  th£  tircutnjtaucp  e*v 


<Mnf  iitfartrt*  I  feaf'd  totoae  whtfr-wtgtoMp- 
t^ty  a  diftghter**  loss;  and,  *incc>  not  wishing  to 
increase  aft  Orphan's  suffering—- 

Prince  {Starting,  on  seeing  Agnes}.  •  Behold 
IgAhl  a^ift4tfl^he«on  mymJn^l  full  c<>rtfirT»a- 
tton.  Take,  take  her  from  toy  sight !  5£eti  no— t 
that  may  create  suspicion,  "  and  W«lbou*g! 
Wtttxmrg  witt*  •erckrtig,  return.  Oh  I  were  he 
ttfmel  WfeTOry  moment  is  an  age,  rill  Ita  a&i 
«urel  [Hatfatfde. 

•  JStfron*  Wetoourgi  gortt!  where,  my  liege? 

v  Prince  {Angrily).  No  .matter,  Sfo-4-et  the 
dread  interval  be  filled  with  these  your  ca*e-de- 
ftroyiftg  sports.    Come,  strike  I 

[Prince  and  Baron  *ea*  themselves,  and  the 
\  other  Characters  are  ranged  on  each  fide 

the  Stage.} 

Dance. 

Jnthe  midst  of  which  a  loud  knocking  is  Jteard, 
i.  accompanied  by  Trumpets  without.  All  them 
:   *Urm,  ewcept  the  Prince,  who  expresses  secwrt 

•  .smtitfaoUon. 

[Music  changes* 

Folding  Doors  are  thrown  open  hy  Walbourg,  who 
infer*,  mU  points  to  a  Slack  Banner,  fixed  into 
the  Ground,  on  which  as  written,  in  .golden  let- 
ters, 

**  AGNES  UNDORF!    APPEAR  BEFORE  THE  fcREE 
KNIGHTS!- 

£  Agnes  stands  motionless  with  terror 9  then  runs 
wildly  aioutt  appealing  to  the  different  Charac^ 
ters*  The  Prince  nienaces—Att point  to  the  B<m- 
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*er\  tnrn  away,  and  Exeunt,  exoept  Ravten  Aurg) 
tcha  is  following,  when  Agnes  clings  to  Mm,' and 
detains  him.]  .  .  v 

Agnes.  You  !  yoa  will  not  forsake  me !  Grant, 
grant  me  but  a  look  I 
.   Revels.  Avoid  me  !  shun  me!  • 

Agn#s,  I  swear  by  Him,  to  whom  all  crimes  are 
known,  I  know  no  more  of  what  I.  am  accused,* 
than, does  the  new-born  babe!  But  think,  ol\ 
think  U I  am  accused  by  those,  whose  names  strike 
t^r.roj*  through  the  world,  and  whQ,  by  sole  grin 
and  terrific  oaths,  are  bound  to  execute  such  dreads 
fui  deeds,  (Ravensburg  trembles .  violently)  tbftt 
you,  whose  nature  must  revolt  at  such  barbarity  1 
you,  my  kind,  only  friend!  [Falling  on  his  shoulder. 
-  Rctuens.  Fly  I  swift— escape!  (Pasting  her 
across  him).  Where  ?  (Stopping  her).  Whither  ! 
who  can  elude  the  penetrating  eye  of  their  deep- 
searching  vengeance  ?  And  if  you  answer  not  that 
awful' mandate !  All  gracious  powers  \  (Turning 
from  her) — I  am  forbidden  to  advise,  nay,  even 
converse  with  the  accus'd  \  And  yet,  -Agnes ! 
(Turning  towards  her)  though  my  whole  heart- be 
with  thee— Farewell !  Farewell !  [Embracing  her* 

Enter,  immediately,  Pki^ce.  Palatine.    . 

Prince.  False,  perjur'd  Ravensburg!  (Parting, 
them).  Away!  and,  but  that  consciousness* of 
guilt  prevails,  why,  traitress !  why  this  coward  fear? 
Tried  and  acquitted  by  this  High  Tribunal,  your 
friends  shall  welcpme  you  with  added  honour! 
But  if  you  rashly  disobey  the  summons,  your 
death  is  certain,  and  you  doom  those  friends — 
mark    that— you   doom,    perhaps*   your  deafest 
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friends,  to  turn  assassins,  and  destroy  that  fife, 
which,  but  for  selfish  and  for  dastard  terror,  had 
been  preserved  to  bless  them. 

%   •    C  Agnes,  eagerly  regarding  Ravensburg,  whs 
shetus  extreme  agitation]. 

Agnes.  I  see !  it  breaks !  it  bursts  upon  my 
mind!  and  though  none  knpw  where  the  Free 
Knights  meet,  alt  are  acquainted  with  their 
^dreaded  forms;  and  soon,  pnd  soon  will  a  mi- 
nister of  vengeance  come— (Crosses  to  Ravens- 
burg) — to  summon  the  accused.  (Trumpets)* 
My  Lord— take  courage !  I'm  no  more  a  oowanL 
(She  tikes  Ravensburg  s  hand),  feel— da  I 
tremble  ?  Am  I  by  selfish  terror  influenced  i  No, 
mighty,  Sir,  (to  the  Prince)^  behold  what  consci- 
ous innocence  effects  1  And  see,  where  sympathy 
and  pity  prompts,  a  woman* s  spirit  emulated  ybflftr 
own.  (Embraces  Ravensburg).  FarfewfeM,  kind, 
*generous  friend !  Ndw,  Heaven  protect,  and 
^uanT  me !  •  •      > 

,  £Aftuic.-— Ravensburg  would  detain  Agnes* 
.  The  Prince  prevents  him.    A  Free  Knight 

appears  on  Ike  Terrace.  Agnes,  all  anima- 
tion, points  to  the  Free  Knight— ^z/so  'blesses 
Ravensburg.  Ravensburg  implores  Uea- 
,  t  veu  in  her  favour*  Agnes  exit  rapidly* 
and  Ravensburg  is  partly  peisuaded,  and 
partly  forced  <tfjFfby  the  ftince  Palatine,  * 
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Act  IL 


4    SCENE  I,        '  '      ; 

Art  Apartment  in  the  Babon'*  Chateau— -A  Doe* 
in  the  Bock  Scene,  leading  to  a  Chamber* 

Enter  CwttSTOWoa,  hattity,  through  tie  Siagt 
Door. 

Chris.  Not  bene  either  !*~<-no  where  to  b$  met 
with  1  Bless  my  *qqI  1  oow  I  am  ia  tfie  house, 
I  might  as  well  be  out  of  it  $  for  I  can't  $nd  Aunt 
or  Cousin;  and  the  fine  company  here  seem  *U 
out  of  their  senses.  One  pushes  me,  aiujU'otber 
pushes  rne,  and  till  Tin  spre  Tin  fine  company 
^myself,  it  won't  do  for  me  to  push  again .  fxpra- 
-tes$T — whete  are  you,  aunt  Countess?  Do 
come,  and  make  me  fine  company  !  Oh  Lord  I 
Til  try  this  door  (door  in  pack  scene) s  and  I  should 
be  half  afraid  she  Kept  out  of  the  way  because  she 
was  a$ham*d  of  tne,  only  I  know  faint  has  no 
pride— not  a  bit  of  the  gentlewoman  about  her.  ^ 
[£Srrt  affectedly  into  the  Chamber* 

Enter  Countess  Roland,  leading  in  Ulbica 
through  ihe  Stage  Door. 

Countess.  There  1  and,  now,  whilst  I  return,  and 
consult  with  the  Baron,  I'll  take  care  nobody 


consults  with  you.     [Taking  the  key  out  of  Me 
Stage-door* 

Ulrica.  Heavens  !  what  have  I  done,  aunt  ? 

Countess.  What  have  yoa  not  done  ?  And  till 
you're  wife  to  Ravensburg,  this  and  the  adjoining 
chamber  shall  be  your  prison — it  shall!  for  even 
if  the  great  young  Count  Roland  were  to  offerTaar- 
riage,  who  knows  but  you  might  write  to  him 
about—"  humble  sphere/'  and  "early  education/1 
Write !— nonsense !. — Why,  here  I  am  whoever 
wrote  a  letter  in  my  life.  > 

Ulrica.  This  my  prison  1  Aunt,  iny  dear  auntf 
if  I  have  long  sickened  at  this  scene  of  splendid 
misery,  and  sigh'd  for  your  sister's  calm  cottage 
in  Franconia,  what  must  I  now,  when  poor  Ag- 
ues, and  this  frightful  Tribunal 

Codntess.  My  sister's  cottage !— — 
•    Ulrica.  And  my  cdusin  Christopher ! 

Countess.  How  !  again,  again  insult  me.  with 
this  low  relationship!  '  I'm  gone,  Madam  (Chris* 
topher  re-enters  behind,  smiles,  rubs  his  hands,  and 
jtopsqt  the  door,  and  listens)  —gone  to  prepare  for 
yout  marriage  with  a  man  of  my  own  rank,  Ma* 
datn.  And  once  more  take  notice,  I  disclaim, 
}  disown  the  whole  Franconia  family  ;  and  if  any 
door  cousin,  niece,  or  nephew,  attempt  to  hang 
bn  me,  depend  on't  they  shall  hang  on  some- 
thing more  substantial.  Oh!  by  way  of  example, 
only  let  me  catch  one  of  them—just  that  this 
frightful  Tribunal  may  catch,  rack,  and  torture 
him  into  confession  of  bis  own  and  your  presump- 
tiop*  [Exit  at  the  Stage-door 9  banging,  and  lock- 
ing it  after  her. 

Chris.  (Groaning  loudly).  Oh  !  h  I  h !    % 
"  Ulrica    (Half  turning  round).    A  man  I    a 
strange— —help  1 


Chris.  *  (Advancing,  and  thfiiig  to  stop  het 
mouth).  Don't! 

tJlrita  (Breaking  froth  him,  without  seeing  his 
fate).  Aiirit 1  came  bade,  Aunt! 
V  Counted:  Not  I,  I  promise  you.  \Withmi. 
•  Chris.  Thank  ye — thank  ye  kindly,  Aunt  { 
ffafining  Mrkself  with  hte  hat)—* and  if  this  be 
your  styte  of  providing  for  your  family,  thank 
you  also  for  disowning  thd  relationship ;  but  yott, 
Cousin,  tftbtogb  you  are  going  to  be  married  to  a 
man  of  rank,  won't  you  take  pity  on  you*  bid 
play-fellbw,  Christopher,  who  having  hekrd  of 
Aunt's  promotion,  came,  rtl  hopes  of  getting  Into 
high  life ;  and  who  certainly  will  get  into  high 
life  (pulling  up  his  collar) ,  if  you  don't  keep  him 
from  being  caught,  rack'd,  and  tortur'd  by— — 
Oh !  Lord  ! 

UlricA.  Christopher!  cousin  Christopher  I  tod 
come  to  sete  his  atmt,  the  Countess !  Very  well, 
Sir ;  you  didn't  come  to  see  Ulrica,  then  ? 

Chris.  Eh ! 

Uttida.  You  <Kdn*t  come  tb  see  her  who's  aU 
readycaught— lock'd  up —because  shedbrt't  choose 
an  unequal  marriage  ;  and  who,  notwithstanding 
her  dress  and  appearance,  is  the  same  simple* 
hearted  creature  you  left  her,  Sir;  but  since 
you're  alter'd,  Sir,  since  you  forget  your  former 
humble-^- 

Chris.  (Half  crying).  I  don't — I'm  as  simple 
as  ever  !  and  if  I  thought  you  were  not  joking-*-* 
but  you  are — (looking  close  in  her  face) — yes— nb 
^(Ulrica  smiles)*— she's  the  same  kind -hearted — 

Ulrica. .  I  am  ; — and  were  we  but  in  our  native* 
village,  Christopher — 

'•  Chris;  We'd  send  for  a  Priest,  buy  a  little  land, 
make  money,  make  love,  and  have  such  a  happy 
fire-side ! 


Si 


DUETT— Christopher,  Ulrica. 

Chris.  When  a  Kttk  farm  we  keep, 

And  have  little  girls  and  boys* 
With  little  pies  and  sheep, 

To  make  a  little  noise—  ) 

Ob!  what  happy,  merry  days  we'ti  set !  .  « 

Ulrica.  Then  we  11  keep  a  little  maid* 

And  a  little  man  beside ; 
And  a  little  borse  and  pad,  * 

To  take  a  little  ride, 
With  the  children  sitting  on  our  knee. 

Chris.  The  boys  I'll  conduct, 
Ulrica.  The  girls  Til  instruct  > 
Chris.    In  reading  Til  engage, 

Each  son  is  not  deficient  j 
Ulrica.  In  music,  I  presage, 

Each  girl  is  a  proficient. 
Chris.  Now,  boy*  your  A,  B,  C ! 
Ulrica.  Now,  girl,  your  sulfa! 

[Ulrica  is  supposed  to  teach  a  Girl  to 
sing,  and  Christopher  to  teach  a  Boj 
to  read.] 

Both.  When  a  little  farm  wo  keep,  &». 


Chris.  Charming !  delightful  I 

Llrica.  Very  !  only  you  forget  one  thing— you 
forget  we  are  both  lock'd  up  ;  and  if  aunt  finds 
us  together,  it  will  make  bad  so  much  worse. 
Mercy  on  me!  how  could  you  get  in  here  ? 

Chris.  Mercy  on  me !  now  anf  I  to  get  out 
here  ?  and  my  time's  up  with  the  Count ! 

Ulrica.  What  Count? 

Chris.  Why,  mother,  w!)0  formerly  got  thfs 
R2 
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ungrateful  aont  made  housekeeper  to  old  Count 
Roland,  you  know,  has  lately  got  me  into  the 
young  Count's  retinue ;  and  he  is  killing  game 
in  the  neighbouring  wdods,  and  Vm-~-{noise  of 
unlocking  the  door) — killed  myself!  On,  Lord  ! 
there's  only  one  chance  -aunt  can't  know  me — 
she  hasn't  seei)#  me  since  I  befcame  a  man  ;  but, 
then,  you  cousin  !—  if  I  am  a  man!  shall  I,  like 
a  base,  selfish— No —it  mounts!— the  Roland 
blood  mounts  high  within  me !  [Noise. 

Ulrica.  Hush  !  I  rely  on  him  they  select  to  be 
my  husband — his  heart's  elsewhere — and  by  se- 
curing your  own  escape  now,  you  may  hereafter 
effect  mine*  (Stage-door  opens.)  The  Baron  ! 
our  enraged  host! — Now,  what's  to  be  done 
nQw  !  [Christopher  retires  up  the  Stage. 

Enter  Baron  Ravensburo  and  Olivek.v 

Oliver  I  tell  you,  my  Lord,  I'm  so  sure  Agnes 
will  be  found  innocent — but  I'm  silent. 

Baron.  Be  silent,  then  1— And  for  you,  Ma- 
dam, I  came  to  tell  you  that  the  Priest  is  sent 
for,  and  my  son  is  sent  for ;  and  I  shan't  stir  out 
of  this  room,  till  I  witness  the  glorious  union  of 
the  Rolands  and  the  Ravensburgs  !     . 

Ulrica  (Archly).  Your  son !  your  son  is  ab- 
sent, then  ? 

Baron.  He  is ;  but  the  Countess  has  under- 
taken to  see  him  brought  home ;  and  I  don't 
know  who  she  alludes  to,  but  it  seems  she  talks 
of  catching  more  troublesome  people.  (Here  Ul- 
rica makes  signs  to  Christopher  to  be  gone,  and  he 
steals  towards  the  Stage-door,  behind  theBaron  and 
Oliver.)     And  so,  Oliver  !  bring  roe  a  chair,  old 
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Oliver — (Oliver  gives  him  ant)  — for.here  ¥M  si t~* 
(Christopher  opens  the  door,  and  is  going,  when 
the  Baron  hears  lam.)— Why,  what's  thal?\-  (la 
his  agitation,  Christopher  turns  sharply  rowid, 
and  faces  ihe  Baron,  holding  the  door  wide  open  in 
his  hand)*.— -Zounds !  where  do  you  come  from  2 
Chris.  Gome  !  I  came  from—  .  \_Amaz?d% 
Baron.  Aye,  what  brings  you,  Sir?  Ami 
don't— don't  stand  staring  there. vith  the  door 
open.  Either — (beating  his  cane  violently  against 
thejloor) — either  come  in,  or  go  out. 

Chris.  Out,  if  you  please,  Sir..  [Eonl* 

•  Baron  (Pulling  ldm  back).  Slop— this  won't 
do*— How  came  you  in  my  house  ? 

-  -Chris.  (Confused).  Came!  why  I  came  from 
young  Count  Roland,  Sir, 

Baron.  Oh,  you  want  to  see  the  Countess, 
then? 

Chris.  Thank  ye,  I  have  seen  her ;  and  as  her 
answer  isn't  at  all  satisfactory,  I  hope  shortly  to 
return,  and  take  something  much  more  satisfac- 
tory. 

[Looking  significantly  at  Ulrica,  and  going. 
Ulrica  nods  in  return. 

•  Oliver  (Coming  between  him  and  tlte  door).  I 
dare  say  you  do ;  but— he  !  he  !  he  1  the  little 
old  butler  will  prevent  you.  My  Lord,  just  now, 
instead  of  a  message  from  Count  Roland,  this 
fellow  talk'd  of  your  keeping  low  company.— 
(Christopher  shakes  his  head  to  stop  him).— You 
did  1  you  actually  hinted,  that  one  of  our  fine 
ladies  was  no  better  than  old  Winifred  Winbuttle, 
a  housekeeper — 

Baron.  Dolt !  Blockhead  !  (To  Christopher) 
when,  except  this  untitled  girl,  there  is  not  one 
plain  lady,  no,  nor  one  real  gentlewoman  in  the 


34 

whole  party ;  and  she,  as  heiress,  and  sole  relation 
of  the  high-born  Countess  Roland    ■ .  - 
Chris.  The  sole  relation  of  who  ? 

Baron.  The  high-born  Countess  Roland ! 

Chris.  (Eagerly).  What !  you  havn't  heard—* 
the  heiress  dare  not  even  hint-*Oh  ho  !  (Look* 
ing  at  Ulrica,  w/io  beckons  him  to  go).  But  I  won't 
stay,  else  I  could  tell  you,  that  if  you  and  your 
son  had  purses  as  long  as  the  dead  pedigree  of  the 
Ravenshurgs,  they  wou'dn't  be  half  long  enough 
for  the  live,  pedigree  of  the  high-born  Counter 
Roland !  and  as  her  relations  will  shortly  be 
yours,  I'll  send  express  for  sortie  few  dozens  from 
fYanconia,  who'll  now  have  two  strings  to  their 
bow ;  for  if  Cousin  Winifred  Winbuttle  don't 
keep  open  house  for  them,  ecod  !  Cousin  Baron 
Ravensburg  must.  And  so,  yours  my  lord,  yours 
Madam :  and  there — (whispering  Oliver)— there's 
a  Roland  for  your  Oliver,  my  little  twaddling 
old  butler.  [ExiU 

-  Baron.  Send  express  for  a  few  dozens  !  With^ 
out  there  !  Stop  that  scoundrel  !  Ulrica,  what  is 
all  this  ?    Speak — I  insist  on  an  explanation. 

Ulrica.  So  do  I,  Sir— I  insist  on  an  explana- 
tion, and  I  will  have  one*  if  I  follow  that  impudent 
fellow  to  the  world's  end. 

.  Baron.  Stay  where  you  are.  In,  io,  if  you 
please. 

Ulrica  (Trying  to  pass  him).  Out,  Out,  if  you 
please.     (Mimicking  Christopher). 

Baron.  Olivier,  be  you  her  guard,  whilst  I  pur* 
sue  this  false,  this  infamous—— 

Ulrica  (Getting  between  him  and  the  door). 
Stay. 


3* 

SONG— Ulrica 


Sun*  woman's  to  be  pitied 
Whenever  she's  committed, 

For  being  fond  aad  gay ; 
And  those  wbfrcry  out  ".shame!" 
Are  very  much  to  blame— 

That's  all  I  say. 

IL 

I  never  could  discover 
Why  list'ning  to  a  lover 

Throughout  the  livelong  day, 
Should  be  miscaird  offence, 
It  is  not  common  sense- 
That*  all  I  say. 

III. 

Bat  though  the  old  and  haughty 
Ptetend  'tis  very  naughty, 

They  think  a  different  way  $ 
For  this,  I  know,  is  true,   , 
They  do  as  others  dp — 

That's  all  I  say. 


SCENE  II. 


[Exemu 


A  Faulted  Cavern  belonging  to  the  Fhbr  Knights 
--nearly  in  the  Centre  a  large  brazen  Door,  in 
the  Archway  a  practicable  Parapet^  and  occa- 
sional Apertures  in  the  broken  Fragments  of  the 

Enter  Everard,  hastily ,  through  the  Doorway. 

£)ver.  This,  this  the  far-fafo'd  Court  so  long 
t&toUed    for   fair   investigation  I     Poor  Agnes 
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Lindorf !  unheard  thou  art  condemned,  pre- 
judged, thy  judges  will  decree  thee  guilty,  and 
this,  thy  trial,  is  no  more  than  the  mere  mockery 
of  justice !  But  I've  held  converse  with  the 
young  Lord  Raveftsburg,  and  if  he  follow  an  old 
soldier's  counsel,  there  may  be  still  some  hope, 
that  the  accused  shall  vanquish  the  accuser. 

Enter  Zastrow  from  the  DoQr,  bearing 
Agnes  (who  is  senseless)  in  his  Arms — he 
places  her  on  a  Piece  of  broken  Rock  near 
the  Wing. 

Speak,  Zastrow — is  she  condemned  ?  . 

ZasU  No— charge  following  charge,  her  boast- 
ed firmness  forsook  her ;  and  fainting,  as  sup- 
posed, from  conscious  guilt,  she  was  dismissed ; 
but  soon  her  sentence  will  be  known,  and  all 
foresee  the  vengeance  that  awaits  the  Count 
Manfredi's  daughter. 

Ever.  Manfredi's  daughter  \ 

ZasU  Ay,  that  Italian  traitor,  who,  on  the 
Danube's  banks  destroyed  the  treasure  he  waft 
bound  to  guard,  and  she  (turning  towards  Agnes) \ 
imbibing  the  same  kindred  hate  for  those  whQra 
loyalty  should  make  her  love,  late  at  the  banquet 
of  the  Baron  Ravensburg,  infus'd  a  poisonous 
mixture  in  the  draught  of  our  lov'd  Prince  :  but 
he,  detecting  her  intent,  the  death,  thank  heaven, 
she  design'd  for  him,  will  soon  recoil  uppn 
herself. 

Ever.  And  he,  the  Prince,    i*  her  accuser  I 
Mark  you  that?  .  .   ., 

Zast.  I  do. 

Ever.  Then  mark,  (pointing. to  Agnei)>.i%  that 
the  countenance  of  guilt?       ...  .>:.     < 


•"  7,ast.  How,  Everard !  when  even  Ravensburg, 
her  benefactor's  son,  now  loudly  in  the  open 
court  took  part  against  her.  (Everard  shews 
emotion).  He  did  ;— and  thereby  so  increased 
the  Prince's  admiration— ——Look  !  he's  here ! 

Enter  Ravensburg,  hastily,    in   tfie  Dress  of  a 
Free  Knight,   with    a    Paper    in    his  Hand, 
*  followed  by  Two  Fkbb  Knights. 

Ravens.  Where  is  the  traitress  ?  Where  the 
daughter  of  Manfredi  ? 

Agnes  (Starting  up).  That  voice!  still,  still 
does  it  pursue  me  ?  My  Lord  !  (Looking  at  him 
with  a  hope  that  he%ll  befriend  her). 

Ravens.  Stand  off ! 
:  Agne*.  This !  this  from  Ravensburg !  (Bursts 
into  tears). 

Ravens.  vTis  past-— it  is  pronounced  !  React— 
read  that  awful  warrant. 

Agnes  (Taking  it,  but  not  looking  at  it).  'Tis 
past  indeed  1  but  e'er  I  meet  my  death,  I  swear. 
By  Him  who  shall  for  ever  Hve,  .that  I  would 
father  be  the  culprit  thus  condemned,  than  those 
who  have  condemned  me :  for  they,  not  I,  must 
atoswer  for  a  life  unjtistly  sacrificed !  and  when 
deprived  of  utterance  and  of  sense,  think  not 
'twas  consciousness  of  guilt  o'ercame  me !  No, 
'twas  to  hear  myself  accused  by  him,  who,  still 
persisting  ill  his  cruelty,  Why— wherefore 
should  I  live  ?  since  he,  since  he  is  lost !  I  am 
most  thankful  for  this  final — (Casting  her  eyes  on 
the  warrant).  Heavens  !  how  I  (Reading  it 
apart).  u  Perceiving  you  were  prejudged, 
"  I  6pposed,  to  save  you.  The  Free  Knight  who 
*'  conducts  you  to  the  solitary  tell,  from  which 
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"  'tfr'meanf  that  you  should  ne'er  return,,  knows 
"  of  a  secret  passage.  Confide  in  him,  and  your 
"  devoted  Ravensburg." 

Ravens.  (Fiercely).  Weill  hare  you  read  ?— 

"Agnes  (With  stijied  feeling).  I  have,  and  I  re~: 
peat,  I  am  most  thankful,  Sir. 

Ravens.-  (To  Everard)-  Conduct  her  to  her 
cell— you  know  the  rest — away,  and  quick  re- 
turn ;  for  as  his  Highness  passes  from  the  Court, 
lie  must  be  told  the  traitress  is  secured. 

fiver.  He  shall,  my  Lord. 

Ravens.  Away  1  (Agnes  is  about  to  thank  Ra- 
ttensburg,  by  kneeling  to  kim,%  when  by  action  he 
recalls  her  recollection).  Away  !  (Everard  and 
Agnes  exeunt — Zastroiv  and  other  Knights  are± 
following— Ravensburg  stops  them  J.  ■  Let  none 
follow  ;  he  is  alone  sufficient  to  secure  a  willing 
victim. 

Zasti  (Observing).  Ha  ! 

Enter  Prince  and  Train,  through  the  Doorway. 

Prince  (Looking  earnestly .  around) .  How!, 
gone  !  'tis  Well  !  for  she  recalls  such  dreadful 
ecenes,  that,  coward-like,  I  sicken  at  her  sight.—* 
But  whither  gone  ?  Who  was  her  guard  ? 

Ravens.  A  loyal  and  a  chosen  Knight ;  they« 
know  htm  well,  and  saw  him  lead  her  to  her  cell. 

Zast.  We  did,  my  Liege ;  but  'tis  my  duty  to 
impart,  as  one  of  equal  loyalty  and  honour 

Ravens.  (Hastily  interrupting  him).  Peace!  he 
returns  ! 

Everard  re-enters. 

Prince  (To  Evervrd).  Now,  to  your  office, 
Sir!     Speak,  UHhe  traitress &\£q  ?  ...A    ,   • 
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Ever.  Quite,  quite  safe,  my  Liege. 

[  Looking  at  Ravcnsburg,who  shews  joy ,  aside. 

Zast.  (Aside  to  the  Prince).  My  Liege,  you 
are  deceived.  Mark'd  you  their  dark  mysterious 
looks  ? 

Prince.  How  ! — more  conspiracy  ?  Can  none, 
hot  e'en  Free  Knights,  be  trusted  }  And  I,  who 
would  avoid  the  hated  sight — must  f,  mysdf — — 
Well,  'tis  but  one  desperate  effort  more.  Come, 
follow. 

[Music.     Agnes  is  seen  escaping  through  the 
Apertures  :    she  makes  Signs  to   Ravens- 
burg,    who,    unseen,  by    the   Prince    and 
'  Train*    returns  them.      Everard  partake* 
in  their  joy.     The  Prince  commands  all  t* 
•      march. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 
A  Wood, 

Enter  Falconers,  severally. 

,   1  */  Falc.  Where  is  my  Lord  ?  Where  is  Count 

Roland? 

*  Qri  Falc.    Giving  his  orders  for   to.  morrow** 

journey. 

1st  Falc.  What,  our  departure  then  is  fixed  ? 

2d  Falc.  It  is  :  to-morrow  we  set  off  for  Cor- 
bey,    there   to  sojourn  awhile   with   my  Lord* 
friend,  Marquis  Alberts 

F  2 
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Enter  Count  Roland,  followed  ly  Two 
Falconers. 

Count.  Come,  brother  Falconers,  break  up 
our  rural  camp, -give  the  hawks  wing,  and  let 
another  day  of  pure  exhilarating  pastime  crowr^ 
those  we  have  enjoyed. 

SONG— Count  Roland. 


When  the  morning  shines  forth,  and  the  zephyr's  calm  gale 

Carries  fragrance  and  health  over  mountain  and  dale, 

Follow  irie,  brother  Falconers,  and  share  in  those  joys. 

Which  envy  disturbs  not,  nor  grandeur  destroys  : 

Up  hiU,  down  the  valley,  all  dangers  well  dare, 

While  our  coursers  spurn  earth,  and  our  hawks  sail  in  air, 

Dash  on,  my  brave  birds, 
Your  quarry  pursue  -, 

*'  Strike,  strike  !"  be  the  words. 
LaJleugh!  Meugh! 

II. 
O'er  plain,  heath,  and  woodland,,  with  rapture  we  roam, 
Yet,  returning,  still  find  the  dear  pleasure  at  home ; 
Where  inspiring  good  hurnour  gives  honesty  grace, 
And  the  heart  speaks  content  in  the  smiles  of  the  face. 
Dash  on,  Jkc. 

Count.  To-day  concludes  our  sylvan  holiday, 
(Going).  Why,  who  comes  here?  As  T  live, 
my  merry  Falconer,  Christopher  1  And  Fro  im- 
patient to  be  told  the  issuQ  of  his  curious  enter* 
prize.  Ha,  ha,  ha  1  to  know  if  he's  related  to 
the  tfruse  ,pf  Roland—* 

Enter  Chhistopheb. 

Well,  Christopher,  am  I  to  call  you  Cousin  I 
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Chris.  You  are,  my  Lord  ;  and  with  your  leave 
I  sha'n't  copy  our  Aunt  the  Countess's  example, 
and  not  notice  those  beneath  us.  No.  How 
d'ye  do,  my  fine  fellows — how  d'ye  do  ?  [Bow- 
ing foppishly  to  the  Falconers. 

Count.  Aunt !— ridiculous  !  My  Uncle  had  no 
wife.  I've  heard,  indeed,  he  had  a  consequential 
housekeeper,  whose  niece,  Ulrica,  I  once  saw. 

Chris.  What,  you've  seen  Ulrica  ?  So  have  I, 
my  Lord:  and  though. its  bold  work,  life's  so 
short,  and  love's  so  fidgetty,  mayn't  I  mayn't 
I  see  her  again,  my  Lord  ? 

Count.  What,  you'd  return  ?  (Christopher  nods 
assent  J.  Then  go— go,  and  announce  to  Marquis 
Alberti,  that  I  shall  visit  him  to-night.  Mind, 
to-night !  I  will  hear  more  of  this  new  Aunt  of 
mine. 

Chris.  (With  great  glee).  To-night,  my  Lord? 
And  you,  and  you  [To  tlie  Falconers. 

Count.  And  all.  And  therefore,  till  we  meet 
at  Corbey  Abbey,  adieu,  most  noble  cousin  Chris- 
topher ! 

1st  and  2d.Falc.  (Bowing  tvith  ironical  respect)* 
Adieu,  most  noble  Nephew  of  the  Countess  Ro- 
land ! 

Chris.  Noble  indeed!  and  give  me  money,  and 
a  wife,  see  if  I  don't  support  Nobility — I'll  give 
such  splendid  entertainments—— 

Count.  What,  and  like  town-bred,  ostentatious 
nobles;  only  to  splendid  company? 

Chris.  Certainly  not,  my  Lord;  for  your  splen- 
did company  seldom  invite  again ;  and  therefore 
I'll  stick  more  to  the  trading  line,  where  'tis  not 
giving  dinners,  but  lending  them,  to  be  repaid  at 
nigh  bill  of  fare  interest ;  and  so,  till  we  meet  at 
Corbey,  adieu,  most  noble  Cousin !  [Exit: 
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Count.  Now  for  aiuf  sport,  which  ends -not  irt 

Ibfe  field. 

GLEE. 

1-         .    .' 

When  Pha&bns*  rays  no  more  appear, 
And  Falc'ners  further  sport  dec  lino ; 
"When  ploughmen  from  their  fields  repair. 
And  mournful  night-birds  rend  the  ai r, 

Then  give  mer wine  r  ' 

t  And  at  home  the  cbase  shall  rtig»,     i      • 

For  in  wine  it  livts  >&aifl. 

'  '  IT. 

When  loud  the  chilling  tempest  blowfr, 
And  winter  makes  all  Nature  pine  ; 
When  lowing  herds,  and  rooks  and  crows 
Do  droop  and  moan  at  frost  and  snows, 
Then  give  nic  wine,  &c. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. 


Tlta  Garden  of  Corbey  Abbey,  with  practicable 
Gates,  over  which  is  a  projecting  Tablet,  with 
an  Inscription  nearly  effaced.  .  Ju  the  Back,  an 
ascending  Avenue  through  Pi?w  Trees:  in  thp 
centre  a  Statue  oj  Charlemagne  ,•  on  the  Base  of 
which  is  written,  *'.  Charlemagne  grants  the 
power  of  Sanctuary  and  tf  Pardon  to  the  Ab- 
bots of  Corbet/ for  ever."' 

JUnter  Bernardo  and  8t.  Clam  from  the  Abbey* 

St.  Clair.  Nay,  brother,  you're  to  blame.    The 
church,   the  courts   all   Germany,  applaud   thei 
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*  proud  election  of  the  monk  Bellarmin ;  for  Cor- 
bey  Abbey  was  too  long  disgraced  by  our  late 
worldly  Abbotts  vices. 

Bern.  And  our  new  Abbot  will  retrieve  its  feme* 
The  monk  Bellarmin  has  no  worldly  vice*  Speak, 
for  I  know  him  not. 

St.  Clair.  Not  know  Bellarmin  ! 

Bern.  I  know  some  fourteen  years  are  past, 
since,  in  the  dead  of  night,  a  stranger,  faint 
with  terror  and  distress,  implor'd  assistance  at 
our  abbey-gate,  and,  in  return  for  our  protecting 
care,  since  join'd  our  Order.  I  know,  beside, 
that  stranger  is  Bellarmin.  But  for  the  rest,  what 
means  that  pallid  cheek,  the  hollow  eye,  and 
those  stern  gloomy  looks,  repelling  sympathy, 
creating  strong  disgust 

St.  Clair.  Peace,  peace,  Bernardo !— he  may 
have  suffered  wrongs,  but  never  has  committed 
them  ;  and  firm  in  conscious  dignity  and  honour, 
Bellarmin  may  have  spirit  to  revive  what  former 
Abbots,  truckling  to  authority;  what  servile 
priesthood,  dreading  lordly  power,  so  long  has 
suftcr'd  to  lie  dormant — the  Edict  of  our  mighty 
Founder,  the  Edict  of  Immortal  Charlemagne  1 

[Pointing  to  the  Tablet. 

Bern.  He,  our  new  Abbot!  he  restore  our 
Abbey's  ancient  and  peculiar  charter  !  (Pointing 
to  the  Tablet).  St.  Clair,  he  dare  not,  for  guilt 
and  courage  ne*er  had  joint  abode. 

St.  Clair.  Guilt  i 

Bern  Aye;  why,  ever,  else,  on  naming  the  re- 
turn of  our  brave  Warriors  from  the  Holy  Land, 
dock  he  betray  such  latent  anger  ?  And,  when, 
last  night,  'twas  thought  their  presence  would  in- 
crease  the  glory  of  his  Installation,  why  such 
arovvcd  «antil'  rancorous  opposition  ?      He   bear? 
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nbont  him  hidden  discontent,  and  I  will  fathom 
to  the  lowest  depth  this  most  mysterious  Being! 
Mark !  He  comes !  Observe  !  Observe  ! 

\They  retire  up  the  Stage. 

Enter  Abbot,  through  tfo  Avenue. 

Abbot.  Oh  thou !  who  know'st,  my  undivulged 
thoughts  !  who  know'st  how  long  and  fervently 
lVe  prayed  to  root  from  memory  all  suffering 
past,  and  dwell  with  gratitude  on  present  bless- 
ings, let  me  but  practise  what  I  daily  preach,  thy 
brightest  attribute  forgiveness,  and  wrong'd  Bel- 
larmin  shall  convince  the  world,  that  though 
their  censure  stung  him  to  the  heart,  he  feels 
their  kindness  with  redoubled  warmth  J  He  does  \ 
the  gnawing  viper  is,  at  last,  extinct !  and  this 
auspicious  day  is  herald  of  his  future  calm  repose  t 

St.  Clair.  Now,  now,  Bernardo,  where's  the 
discontent  ?  (Advancing  towards  the  Abbot)  .  My 
Lord,  well  met !  and  whilst  all  bless,  the  hou; 
the  Emperor  ratified  our  choice,  we  much  rejoice 
your  honours  cease  not  with  your  late  election — 
To  day  installs  you  in  your  envied  seat ;  to-mor- 
row  shall  behold  you  still  more  grac'd ;  for  the 
Free  Knights  shall  then  elect  you  to  the  highest 
rank  in  their  exalted  Council ! 

Bern.  Aye;  in  that  sacred  Council  which  out 
lioly  brotherhood  so  reverence,  and  so  dread. 

Abbot.  'Tis  well  —His  well— thus  chosen  Ab- 
bot of  your  own  free  will,  not  by  my  seeking,  as 
ye  all  can  witness;  for  this,  and  greater  favours 
past,  I'm  bound  for  ever  to  obey,  and  serve  ye  l 
To-day,  Fli  welcome  these,  our  sacred  rites;  to- 
morrow, far  more  awful  ceremony  !  I  will  descend 
to  the  mysterious  Knights,  and  prove  to  those, 
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who  vest  me  with  authority,  no  selfish  passion 
lurks  within  my  breast!  *Tis  past !  it  is  subdued! 
Bnd  whilst  life  lasts,  I  will  devote  that  life  to  ever 
crushing  my  own  narrowed  wishes,  and  courting 
the  superior  joy  of  aiding  and  promoting  general 
welfare. 

Voice  ( without).  Help  !  for  mercy  !  help  ! 

Abbot.  The  voice  of  one  distressed  1  Unbar  the 
gates— give  them  free  entrance. 

[».  Clair  opens  the  Gate — Agnes  rushes  in. 

Agnes  (Falling  at  the  Abbot's  feet  J.  Protect 
toe  !  save  me !  I'm  pursued,  overtaken  I 

Bern.  ( Sullenly).  Pursued  ! — 

Agnes.  No— not  pursued  — I  scarce  know  what 
t  utter — my  friend,  my  kind  protecting  friend  I 
who  was  conducting  me .  through  yonder  forest, 
compelFd  to  leave  me  by  strong  urgent  circum- 
stance, bade  me  seek  shelter  in  this  Holy  Pile, 
till  one  he  named  could  hasten  to  my  relief—  and 
you'll  consent  1  You  pious  men  must  feel,  that 
virtue  never  seems  more  lovely,  than  when  her 
arm  is  stretched  to  raise  the  helpless  and  un- 
fortunate. 

Abbot  (Raising  her).  Rise;,  and,  till  your 
friend  arrive,  confide  in  one,  who  trained  in  dire 
misfortune's  school,  can  keenly  feel  for  others. 

Bern.  My  Lord,  reflect.  She  own'd  she  was 
pursued,  and,  in  these  perilous,  these  disastrous 
times,  shall  strangers  be  thus  welcomed  ?  I 
would  hear  further. 

Abbot.  What  further  would  you  hear  ?  Sor- 
row, in  any  shape,  should  meet  with  pity;  but 
when  it  supplicates  in  female  form,  we  dry  iu 
tears,  nor  wait  to  ask  what  caus'd  them  1  Un- 
known !  unquestioned,  I  found  welcome  here, 
and  none  yet  know  the  story  of  my  wrongs;  why, 
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therefore,  pry  into  her  hidden  grief  ?    *tis  harsh* 
it  is  unmanly  !  Come.     [Trumpet  sounds  without. 

Bern.  Now,  who  was  harsh  in  forewarning  ? 
Know  ye  that  awful  sound  ?  Know  ye  the  Free 
Knights*  summons  ?  (Goes  to  the  Abbey  Gate). 
Come  forth,  and  vindicate  the  cause  of  thotfe 
who  justify  the  Christian  faith.  (Monks  enter 
from  the  Abbey).     Lo  !  the  accused  ! 

[Pointing  to  Agnes. 

Agnes  (To  Abbot).  Do  not  desert  me!  On 
my  soul  I'm  innocent. 

Abbot  (Who  has  turrTd  from  her).  Away!  you 
have  profaned  our  hallow'd  ground  !  And  thus, 
pursued  by  those,  whose  mandates  all  submissive 
sanction,  I  am  no  more  your  friend.    Begone  1 

Agnes  (Clinging  to  him).  Is  mine  the  age  for 
plotting  death  by  subtle  poison  ?  Is  mine  the 
sex  for  treason  and  conspiracy  ?  And  if  I  am 
the  daughter  of  the  Count  Manfredi,  am  I  to  an- 
swer for  my  wretched  father's  crimes  ? 

Abbot.  Manfredi's  daughter! 

[Turning  towards  her  with  emotion. 

Bern.  (Opening  the  gat  den  gate).  Behold!  Read 
there  !  (Pointing  to  the  Banner,  and  reading). 
€€  Condemned  Traitress !  Agnes  Manfredi  appear!" 

Abbot.  Manfredi  had  no  daughter !  Speak, 
e'er  my  brain  burst !  his  name, — the  name  of 
your  accuser  ? 

Agnes.  I  dread  to  utter  it,  for  all  approve  what 
the  Prince  Palatine  affirms. 

Abbot  (Apart).  I  thought  it  was  subdued— I 
said  the  gnawing  viper  was  extinct;  but  since  it 
cross  my  path  again,  may  the  fulfillment  tof  this 
new  atrocious  act  be  most  important  to  his  pur- 
pose !  For  let  the  vassal  world  bow  down  to  his 
imperious  will,  alone,Tll  blast  the  deadly  scorpion's 
wiles,  and  snatch  one  victim  from  his  fiend-like 
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fury!  Manfredi's daughter!  False!  false  as  your 
accuser's  heart !  and  knowing  that,  'tisjoy! — 'tis$ 
transport  to  protect  you !     [laking  Agnes  hand. 

St.  Clair.  Horror !  Protect  her ! 

Bern.  All  gracious  powers!  thus  in  defiance  of 
©ur  Sacred  Champions ! 

Abbot.  Hear  mel  if  the  Tribunal  be  composed 
of  high,  unblemished,  and  enlightened  minds, 
who  meet  to  render  free  impartial  justice,  how- 
ever ungracious  be  their  forms,  those  forms  'twere 
idle  to  oppose ;  but  if  they  thus  condemn — if 
private  malice  beat  down  public  good — if  made  a 
vehicle  to  gratify  tyrannic  power,  they  prove  a 
midnight  sanguinary  band ;  I,  sacred  champion 
of  the  Christian  cause,  will  give  a  bright  exam- 
ple of  its  justice,  by  baffling  those  who  prostitute 
its  name. 

Bern.  This  is  Bellarmin  !  this  the  pious  Monk  ! 
who  boasted  of  promoting  general  welfare,  and 
now  commences  his  career  by  plunging  us  in 
ruin.  But  shall  we  patiently  submit  to  be  in- 
volved in  his  most  impious  rashness  ?  or  shall  we 
instantly  dismiss  the  culprit  ?  and,  as  we  ought, 
give  the  Free  Knights  the  quickest  means  of  ven- 
geance ? 

St.  Clair.  For  this  ingratitude,  all  join  Ber- 
nardo. 

Bern.  (Seeing  that  all  take  part  with  him  J.  All ! 
.  Abbot.  Hold  I  I  implore  ye  !  My  motives 
known,  no  censure  will  await  me  !  But,  till  they 
frre,  confide  in  one  who,  if  before  he  felt  un- 
ceasing gratitude  for  all  your  kindness,  what  must 
he  now  ?  when,  like  yourselves,  he  can  exalt  his 
Abbey's  fame,  by  once  more  sheltering  in  its 
holy  walls,  a  wrong'd,  unhappy,  persecuted 
being ! — 
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'  Agnes  (Appealing  to  the  M<m%$).  Unhappy! 
most  unhappy ! 

Bern  In  vain — in  vain  ;  for  every  where  th6* 
Free  Knights  see— and  seeing,  every  where  ap* 
proach,  and  oft  by  such  mysterious  paths,  th&t, 
magic-like,  they  flash  oh  the  pursued— Hark  i 
behold  }  (A  party  of  Free  Knights  are  seen  de- 
scending the  Avenue  of  Pine-trees).  Guard  welf 
the  gate  !  for  aTl  who  seek  not  to  secure  the  cul- 
prit, partake  the  crime,  and  share  in  the  destruc- 
tion.   - 

[Zastrow  advancing,  his  Vizor  lialfup :  the 
other  Knights  remaining  behind  the  Trees* 

'  Zast.  Behold!  the  Traitress ! 
Abbot  (Coming  between  Zastroio  and  Agnes). 
On  one  false  charge  condemn'd,  I  trust,  Pm  confi- 
dent of  all  she's  innocent.  (Zastrow still advancing). 
Nay,  ye,  who  boast  yourselves  Avenging  Knights, 
recall  those  chivalrous heroictimes,  when  Knight- 
hood's lance  aveng'd  a  better  cause,  and  flew  to 
guard,  and  not  destroy,  such  helplessness  !  Re- 
flect, beside,  that  love  for  what's  divine  (point- 
ing to  Heaven) ',  inspires  the  soul  with  love  for 
what  is  human !  and  whilst  religion,  with  the 
brightening  sun,  shines  forth  to  gladden  and  im- 
prove, dark  superstition,  like  the  cankering  blight, 
infects  and  withers  every  social  hope  !— You  pass 
not  further— on  my  life  you  pass  not ! 

Zast.  Advance !  (Free  Knights  rush  forward, 
and  seize  Agnes)-  and  as  ye  are  commanded 
(pointing  to  the  Banner ),  strike  ! 

Abbot.  And  as  ye  are  commanded  (pointing  to 
the  Inscription  on  the  Statue  of  Charlemagne), 
spare  !— You  know  my  power  V^fto  the  Monks) 
— you  know  the  Edict  of  our  mighty  Founder, 
victorious    Charlemagne  1    who,    in   return  for 
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laurels  won  upon  this  spot,  first  raised  our  Abbey, 
to  commemorate  conquest ;  and  soon  endowing 
it  with  right  of  Sanctuary,  next  gave  the  Abbot 
the  more  blest  prerogative  of  granting  Pardon, 
where  he  saw  just  cause !  I  see  it  now  I  I  cl/mn 
iiuy  Abbey's  privilege  !  I  stand  upon  my  Founder's 
Edict !  and  Kings!  Laws!  Armies!  must  sup- 
port the  man,  who,  struggling  for  a  sacred  right, 
asserts  mankind's  and  Heaven's  inpiring  cause ! 
(The  Free  Knights  unloose  their  hold  qfAgnet, 
who  crosses  to  the  Abbot  /  and  the  Monks,  by  their 
manner,  evince  conviction).  No  more  I  sue  for 
yoMr  snpport — \to  the  Monks) — now  I  command 
it! — And  ye,  fam'd  foes  to  sacrilegious  outrage! 
(to  the  Free  Knights)  proclaim  that  this,  my 
post,  assigned  to  me  by  Providence,  I  will  main- 
tain, or  p  erish  in  the  conflict!  Lead  to  the 
Sanctuary— away ! 

£AAtftt.;-~Agnes  ihahki  the  Abbot,  who  cheert 
and  encourages  her.  Ftee  Knights  ascend 
the  Avenue,  and  disappear.  Monks  exeunt 
into  the  Abbey,  Abbot  following  with 
Agnes, 


END  OP  THE  SECOND  ACT, 
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Act  III. 

SCENE  I. 
View  ofCorbeyAbley,  Open  Country,  and  Chateau. 

Enter  Countess  Roland  and  Attendants. 

Countess.  How  fortunate !  how  very  fortunate! 
Whilst  I  was  in  pursuit  of  that  low  wretch,  call'd 
Christopher,  I  calPd  in  at  the  Marquis  Alberti's, 
and  heard  the  welcome  news,  that  my  Nephew 
Count  Roland,  and  his  falconers  were  almost  in- 
stantly expected !  Charming !  delightful I  tho'  I 
didn't  see  him  when  he  visited  Roland  castle—* 
though  this  will  be  our  first,.  I  trust  it  won't  be 
pur  last  meeting  ;  for,  in  my  mind,  his  Ireal  mo* 
tive  is  not  to  see  the  good  old  Marquis,  but  a 
young  fair  one,  called  Ulrica.  Oh !  if  it  prove 
as  I  suspect,  I'll  match  these  hesitating  Ravens- 
burgs  \  [Going  into  Chateau. 

Oliveb  enters  from  it. 

Oliver.  Oh,  Madam,  Fm  so  glad  you're  come, 
for  what  with  the  Prince,  and  the  Baron  being 
absent,  and  my  poor  Agnes  not  yet  returned,  and 
the  poor  lock'd  up  Lady  Ulrica  yonder  (pointing 
to  a  window  in  the  Chateau)  sighing  for  her  cou- 
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sin  Christopher!     I  was  just  saying,  any  body's 
company  would  be  better  than  nobody's. 

Countess.  Cousin  Christopher,  the  unknown 
impostor  I'm  in  search  of.  And  after  I  have  so 
convinced  the  Baron ! — 

Oliver.,  I  know — I  know  you  have  convinced 
the  Baron,  that  you've  no  poor  Franconia  rela- 
tions ;  but  I  do  say,  as  the  Lady  Ulrica  has  no 
objection,  I  wish  this  Christopher  were  her  hus- 
band. (Countess  frowns) .  I  do;  for  in  that  case, 
she  not  being  able  to  marry  my  young  master, 
and  my  young  master  being  able  to  marry  Agnes, 
I  should  see  what  I  hav'n't  seen  since  I  lost  my 
sweet  Seraphina!  a  real  happy  handsome  cojaple. 

Countess.  Shew  me  in,-  Sir ;  and  instead  of 
chattering  about  my  pretended  nephew  Christo- 
pher, talk  of  my  real  nephew,  Count' Roland! 
who,  though  to  me  a  stranger,  is  none  to  the 
Lady  Ulrica,  as  you  call  her !  (Horns,  without  J.' 
Hark!  he  comes!  Count  Roland  comes  !  and, as 
I  thought — see  !  towards  Ulrica's  residence  !  to 
sigh  and  moan  under  his  true-love's  window!  — 
Now  for  it.  I'll  just  step  in,  and  give  further 
orders  for  pursuing  this  sham  neohevv,  Christo- 
pher ;  and  then,  if  I  don't  match  old  Baron 
Ravensburg,  and  his  capricious  son,  say  I'm  no 
match-maker. 

[Exit  into  Chateau,  preceded  by  Oliver. 

Enter  Count  Roland  and  1st  Falconer. 

Count.  Behold  the  beauties  of  this  far-fam'd 
spot,  and  foremost  to  delight  the  traveller's  eye, 
yon  venerable  Abbey!  founded  by  him  whose 
laurels  shall  for  ever  bloom. 


1st  Falc.  And  see,  my  Lord,  yonder  is  the 
^Marquis  Alberti's  Chateau 

Count.  Happy  Albert  i!  who  having  brav'd  the 
perils  of  the  ocean,  now  finds  a  haven  in  his 
faithful  Ella's  love.  *  Oh  !  1  shall  neV  forget  the 
day  they  parted,  ,nor  that  tempestuous  night, 
when  many  a  shipwrecVd  mariner  was  lost* 
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Say*  Ella  to  her  love,  «  wra^mber, 

*'  Though  doom*d  to  part,  yon*  CQnstant  view 
••That  moon,  which  rises in  sdeh  snlendbur; 
"  I  too,  will  look,  aod  think  of  you.  - 
"  Anxious  Ella  shall,  not  sleep 
••  Whilst  her  sailor  braves  the  deep.** 

II. 
But  tempestuous  is  the  weather, 

And  lovely  Ella's,  wish  is  crosc* 
Vain  her  watching  nights  together,   . 
Successive  moons  in  clouds,  are  lost. 
Stormy  winds  the  forests  sweep, 
Whilst  bcr  sailor  braves  the  deep. 

;  III. 

•Swift  to  the  shore  &e  flies,  complaining  j 
The  tempest  to  her  pray'r  is  deaf; 
,     When  lo  !  th^t  c^b. »>e's. so  arraigning, 
Shines  forth,  and  sinews  her  lover  safe. 
Now  no  more  shall  Ella  weep, 
For  bet  sailor's  bf  a v'd  the  deep. 

Enter  all  the  Falconbbs. 

Count.  Now  for.  my  friend  Alberti's,  and  there 
learn  more  of  this  same  Counter  Roland* 
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Enter  Christopher. 

Chris.  My  Lord,  I  have  announced  your  com- 
ing, and  the  Marquis  is  alf  impatience*  But 
'what  do  you  think  ?  When  I  sent  up  your  Lord- 
ship's message,  who  shou'd  be  of  the  party  but 
my  aunt,  the  Countess  ?  And  one  of  the  Mar- 
quis's retinue  wanted  me  to  take  courage,  and  go 
up  to  her—- "for,"  shys  he,  "if  she  bas'n't  seen 
you  sinee  you  were  a  ooy,  and  she  took  up  your 
cousin,  Ulrica,  on  account  of  her  uncommon 
beauty,  who  knows,  if  she  once  saw  you-  ■  ■" 
You  understand*  my  Lord— I'm  certainly  im- 
proved. (Pulling  up  his  collar). 
\  Count,  itnprov'd  !  So  much,  that  at  first  sight, 
my  life  on't,  you'll  charm  the  Countess. 

Chris.  His  words  I  his  very  words  !  and  I  cer- 
tainly charm'd  Ulrica  (  But  theo  -Ppha  1  ridi- 
culous ! — you  all  flatter !— and  aunt's  there  !— 
(Pointing  to  the  Chateau).  And  Ulrica's  there! 
and  to-night  makes  her  wife  to  that  old  pedi- 
greed—(//ere  the  Countess  appears  at  the  door  of 
the  Chateau  unobserved,  looks  outf  and  listens).  So 
go  all  of  ye— go  to  the  Marquis  Alberti's,  and 
leave  me  to  sob  and  sigh—Oh,  sweet  Ulrica  !— 
Oh!  h!  ha! 

Count.  Well,  as  it  suits— «nd  so  good  night, 
most  noble  love-sick  swain. 

Falc.  Good  night,  most  noble  nephew  of  the 
Countess  Roland. 

[Boteing  cut  before,  and  with  Count  exeynt 
7  Falconers.    Christopher  with  his  Back  to 

the  Countess,  bouts  in  Teturn~»Sh*  advances 
a 
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from  Ckblcau  all  joy  and  triumph,  and 
exultingly  goes  towards  Aim— Countess  ad- 
vancingfrom  the  Hduse. 

Countess  (Aside  y  and  unseen  by  Christopher). 
$o,  most  poble  nephew  Qf  the  Countess  Roland  f 

Chris*  Oh,  sweet  Ulrica !  Oh,  most  savage-r- 
{ Turns,  and  comes  against  Countess).  Mercy!  dp 
I  see  right  ?, 

C<wnte&*  You  see  yppr  aunt,  the  Couptees 
Kojand,  who  regrets  extremely  she  didn't  see  you 
on  your  last  visit-^hqt  yoi|  saw  Ulrica ;  and  if, 
as  I  presume,  you  come  once  more  to  see  her  ■  >  ' 
.  ^Christopher  rttpre  and  more  frightened)— You  do ; 
your  looks,  your  fears,  your  agitation  proves  it ; 
arid  to  ehd  at  once  yours,  hers,  and  my  anxiety— 
Ulrica!   . 

»    Chris*  Don't— don't  alarm  the  family  I  Up?n 
«iny  honour—  (Appealing). 

.  -  Countess.  When  I  selected  the  son  of  Baton 
•Kavensburg*  1  hadtft  the  honour  of  knowing  my 
charming  nephew.  (Curtseying  very  low  t  Christo- 
pher Uaringt  and  beginning  to  brighten  up).  But 
i now  I  do  know  hin\  1  lest  the  Baton  should  return 
xiind  spoil  the  present  glorious  opportunity— Ul- 
rica! (Ulrica  appear*  at  the  .window).  Look-^ 
who's  here — and,  at  first  sight,  he  has  so  won  my 
,fa?dur;  and  so  excells  these  paltry,  Raveqsbqrgs, 
that,  if  you  chuse  to  be  released,  and  instantly  rft- 
£tiveimy  dear  lQY*d  usphpw's  Suit— *-* 

Ulrica.  I'll  try,  aunt.'  * 

Countess.  And  you  I  (To  Christopher). 

CAm.  TlKtry,  aunt*  ..-"""• 

Countess  (Hastily  .going  to  the  door  of  the  Cha- 
itequ):.  Oliver  !  the  priest  has  loog  been  jailing. 
(2o  Christoplier).  t 


tktisT.  (Going  to  {he  door  qjid  $aVing  loudly}. 


]Q]iv&£ 


Enter  Oliver. 


.fjhew  in  the  nephew  of  the  Countess  Roland. 
(Oliver  shews  astonishment,  and  looks  dt  Cottntess, 
who  nods  assent).  You  see!  Conduct  me  to  my 
lovVJ  betrotjied  Ulrica.  (Countess  nods  assent,  and 

frey  Christopher  the  hey  of  Ulrica's  apartment). 
ou  see! — Jliead  on,  my  little  twaddling  old  butlef. 
ol  <Je  rol,  lot  lol ! '  (Ex ft,  hissing  his  hatid  to 
Countess  and  Ulrica,  and 'Making  Oliver  go  in  te- 
forehip). 

Countess.  There!    there's  match-making,  'and 
here— ^  ' 


Enter  Baron  Ravensbuhg  and  Attendants. 

«'6o,  Sir—have  you  found  youf  runaway  son  i 

Baton.  I  have,  Countess— -I've  trac'd'Tiitn  to 

'  Corby  Abbey,  and  he's  so  closely  pursued,  that  I 

shall  soon   employ  the    priest  now,   and  make 

v  amends  for- my  low  suspicions  about  that  rascally 

impostor !     that    fellow,    Wkh    his    Fraric&nkfci 

•  express  1    I  know,  except  your  niece  <   ■ 

Countess  (Haughtily).  I  'have  a  nephew,  gftf,  a 
nephew  now  in  the  Chateau,  *hdse  natal*  you  may 
•$ave  heard;    Count  Kolatul.,  Sir.    [ 

Baron.  In  my— in  my  Chateau  !  I've  seen— I 
know  Count  Roland— and  such  a  guest  I  so 
rejoice  to  welcome.  (Going  hastily  towards  the 
door;  Oliver  re-enters  meeting  him). 

Oliver.  And  I  rejoice  !  and  my  lady,  my  young 
master,  and  Agnes  may  rejoice!  for  the  priest, 
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quite  worn  out  with  waiting  for  one  couple,  is  now 
marrying  another — irmarrying  the  Lady  Ulrica  to 
your  nephew  I     He !  he  !  he! 

Baron  (To  Countess).  Marrying  Ulrica  to 
.your  nephew ! 

Countess.  To  my  nephew,  Sir— to  a  man  as  far 
above  the  Ravensburgs  in  rank,  as  in  accom- 
plishments ! 

Ulrica  (Throwing  open  the  window).  Aunt! 
V^'re  married,  aunt ! 

Countess.  Transporting  sight!  There!  (To 
Baron).  Married  to  her  cousin,  great  Count 
Rowland  ! 

Chris.  (Putting  his  head  out  oj  window).  No ! 
to  me !  to  Cousin  Christopher  1  who  said,  all 
along,  that  aunt  would  be  as  kind  to  poor,  as 
rich,  relations !  and  who,  on  the  Baron's  giving 
him  his  choice,  this  inornipg  walked  out  of  the 
Chateau;  but,  now,  having  sent  the  promised 
express,  and  expecting  all  hfs  Franconia  cousins, 
**y*s  M  in»" ,  till  the  honf ymoon's  over ! 

[Shutting  the  window  immediately,  and  he 
and  Ulrica  disappear. 

Baron.  There  he  is  again  !  there's  the  nephew 
of  the  Countess  Roland  i 

Countess.  Tis  false!  and  111  be  instantly  re- 
venged J 

Baron  And  so  will  I ! 

\A&xhey  ere  going  into  the  Chateau. 
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Baron,        Jrage  inspires  me.  • 

Countess.    Madness  fires  me. 

-  Both,         rn  the  slave  to  pieces  tear! 

Enter  Oliver  from  the  House, 

-  Oliver*       Sorrow  banish, 

Anger  vanish, 

Come  and  bless  the  wedded  pair! 
Countess.    Plague, 
Baron.        Confound, 
•    fiofA.         The  wedded  pair! 

Enter  Ulrica  from  the  House. 

Ulrica,       As  late  I  travers'd  yonder  plain, 

I  heard  a  pilgrim,  worn  with  pain, 
1  A  trav'Ucr  thus  addressing : 

"What  can't  be  cu*'d 
"Mnstbeendor'd, 

"  Bat  pray,  kind  friend,  year  blessing!" 
Cristopher^  «  What  can't  he  cor'd 
at  the  Win-  >  "  Must  be  endur'd, 
<km.  )     "Butprty,  kind  friend,  your  blessing  P 

Ulrica.       You  hear  (to  Baton))  and  you  (to  CounJetsJ. 

•  &>•*"  ~*>J 

Ulrica.       And  you  agree!  (Coaxing  them).  ~    _ 

I  see— I  see! 

We've  liberty! 
4ft.  Love,  tcue love  is crown'd  with  glory! 

Viva— viva  con  amort !  [Exeunt. 


.    SCENE  II. 
The  Interior  of  the  Abbey* 

Enter  tfa  Ab*oj  and  Aa»$s. 

Abbot.  An  unknown  .orphan,  mimed,  Agpes 
liindorf,  by.  him,  yotir  benefactor! 

Agnes.  By  Baroa  Ravensburg,  whose  son  has 
so  befriended  me.  But  I  detail)  you>  frorp  most 
urgent  duty.  The  great,  the  good,  all,  all  pdr 
Trance  to  grrffce  your  installation. 

Abbot,  They  dp*  ||ufr  he,  tljU  $aronf  you 
suspect,  may  know  the  motive  for  your  accusa- 
tion ?  (Agnes  accords}.  Oh  that  I  knew  1  far.  I 
would  couK  each,  the  niQst  trifling  circumstance, 
stilt  further  to  destroy  y-puf  i£H  accuser's  hopes. 
Well,  well,  they  are  destroyed  I  Long  ere  this 
dark  Tribunal  had  a  name,,  ages  bad  sanction \I 
our  monastic  rights/  And  let  put  y/oi^r  prelecting 
frietod  arirwie,  you  may  .p^Bsir^e  from  tjkus  devgjtjefl 
Jbud,  to  one  -where  unmasked  justice  sits  in  .open 
day,  and  prince  and  peasaot  i&eeJt  with  equal 
bearing. 

Agnes.  We  may,  we  mafyr^pnd  lire  to  recora- 
pense  thy  ipalcbless  kindness.  But  still  these  aw* 
/wlf  tbese  enrag'd  ayengers  !  Why,  why  does  he 
delay? 

Enter  St.  Clair. 

St.  Clair.  My  Lord,  a  stranger  I 


Jtgries    (Looting  oaf?.    Tis  he  1  'tis  Hinvcrtfr 
burg  !-*  [Sock  St.  CUur* 

Welcome!  Oh  welcome!  Behold  the  mm 
(pointing  to  the  Abbot),  who  scorning  prejudice 
corrupt  compliance  —  (JRavtnsbtfrg  terns  away ,<mf 
Aides  his  face), -rHa!  that  look  !  those  tears! 

'kttv&ts.  Eor  thee  they  fall,  ahd  for  thy  more 
than  father !  IVe  watdVd,  I've  hastenM  from  mf 
Yell  associates^-^66o€  starts. J—kye,  I,  by  oath, 
atii  fctforn  to  be  the  deadly  foe  of  Agnes,  mid  dt 
"all  who  give  her  aid.  But  when!  know  th*t  ahfc 
deserves  that  aid,  and  that  this  boasted  tnstita* 
't ion's  power  is  made  subservient  to  such  fawtesi 
crime,  as  ancient  record  of  tyrannic  guilt  can  giv« 
IK)  proof  of,  :I  trust  that  he,  who  boldly  shall  tc- 
tfact  such  oath,  is  deem'd  less  guilty  -in  the  eye 
of  Heaven,  than  he  who  cowardly  fulfills  -i& 
This  for  myself*— for  ybu,  who,  smgiy,  tavfc 
loppos'd  thra  hydra  of  rapacious  power,  and  itf  a 
'glorious  caufee,  claim'd  the  just  right  of  Sanctuary 
and  of  Pardon— bow  will  70U  meet  *he  fenfol^ 
'horrors  that  will  soon  burst  forth  on  atl  wiftna 
-these  walls ! 

Agnes.  On  all  ?  •    •     ■  i 

'  Abbot.  They  camiot— dare  not! 

HaVeris.  They  dare  !  for  her  escape  tfiscoter'tf/ 
they  sent  forth  sanguinary  Knights,  wlio  soon 
return'd,  and  in  full  Council  •  stated,  that  owe, 
tnost  nobly  Beting  on  hts  Founder's  Edict,  defied 
their  power,  and4  pardon'd  the  condemnfd !  AH 
Ttuirmur'd,  and  all  menacM!  till  1,  declaiming 
on  the  glaring  outrngeof  those,  who  calPd  them- 
selves a  sacred  band,  disputing  sacred  rights,  had 


gaki'd  some  Proscly tes, .  when  the  Prince  Palatine 
.appeared,  and,  like  the  torrent  from  the  roouir- 
tain*s  brow,  assailed  each  obstacle,  and  swept 
down  all  before  him  ! 

Abbot  [After  a  struggle].  Well  I  the  result  ? 
,    Ravens.   Most  savage,    most  inevitable!    for 
while  in  force  they  come  to  claim  their  victim, 
you,  and  the  brotherhood,  are  all  proscribed  for 
treason  and  for  sacrilege  I 

Agnes.  And  this  f  this  havock  is  my  causing  I 
mine  I  a  poor  orphan  I  whose  death  no  kindred 
will  deplore,  whilst  the  whole  world  will  mourn 
my  kind  defender's  loss!  My  Lord,  'tis  past! 
Lov'd  friend,  farewell !  and  if  one  victim  will  ap- 
pease their  rage,  I'll  hail  the  sacrifice,  and  die 
contented.  *  [Going. 

Abbot  (Stopping  her).  Die  first  this  hated  despot  J 
who,  ever,fiend-like,  strikes  his  envious  fangs,  where 
Heaven  most  loves,  and  man's  most  bound  to 
guard !  I  Pardon !  I  give  Sanctuary !  and  whilst  one 
mark  of  ebbing  life  glows  here,  whilst  one  small 
fragment  of  these  walls  remain,  that  fragmenjt 
may  be  stained  with  dire  assassin's  blood !  but  a 

Kor  orphan,  who,  I  know,  is  innocent,  shall 
e  to  soar  and  triumph  o'er  her  foes  (  Let  them 
advance  I  ourselves,  our  Abbey,  can  support 
some  contest,  and  yon  bright  power!  that 
watches  o'er  the  virtuous,  will  combat  in  our 
cause !  —  (Drums  and  Trumpets  heard  at  a  short 
distance)— -Hark  I  they  come ! 

Agnes.  They  do!  they  do!  and  see!  the 
Prince,  in  person,  leads  the  furious  band!  Look 
there!  hehold! 

[Ravensburg  looks  ouL     Abbot  turns  away* 
Jbbot.    Not,  not  for  worlds,  lest,  inaddeniog 
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.  .  the  sight,  t  lose  all  memory  of  holy  function; 

ad  rush  to  strike  the  murderer  of  my  peace  dead 

A   his  army's  presence!      Villain!    barbarian  I 

•Weep*),    Oh!  the  day  ha?  been,  when  these, 

air  Nature's  brightest  gems,  hung  on  ray  cheek 

as  emblems  of  pure  sympathy  !    But  now,  like 

drops  of  fire,  they  serve  to  light  the  brand  of  dis- 

""  *  cord  and  revenge  I — Come — to  the  Sanctuary ! 

^       Ravens.  Unequall'd  man  I  fit  guardian  of  such 

*■  rights— speak !  can  my  arm — 

"*"       Abbot  (Taking  him  aside).  Your  father — mark 

—your  father  may  have  heard  why  she  is  called 

;u-    Mahfredi9s  daughter.     I  would  know  this,  and 

" ■"'•'    all  that  you  can  learn.  Now,  whilst  there's  hope, 

Uicssi     away — and  this  (giving  him  a  key)  secures  your 

private  entrance  thro'  the  western  gate  upon  the 

7*:zcr;:      river's  edge. 

Ravens.  Til  seek  my  father,  ascertain  each  fact, 
and,  fear  not,  Agnes!  the  pangs  of  parting  will 
be  paid  at  meeting ! 

Abbot.  'Twill  do  I  'twill  prosper!  And  my  great 
Founder's  Edict  thus  revived — should  they  per- 
sist in  prostituting  Justice'  name,  I  will  throw 
wide  my  Abbey-gates,  and  pardoning  all  they 
dare  proscribe,  majce  it  •  a  bulwark  'gainst  the 
common  foe  1     Come — away !  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III. 
A  Road  near  Corbey. 

Enter  Christopher. 

Chris.  So,  this  is  the  place  of  meeting-r-frota 
hence  we  were  to  start  for  Franconia— and  not 
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here  t  Ulrica  not  yet  come  I  Mighty  Weil !  oar 
marriage  buj;  an  hour  old,  and  keep  her  husband 
waiting  1 

Enter  Ulrica. 

So,  you  begirt,  Madam— you  torment  already. 
Ulrica.  Why,   if  I  do  torment,  Christopher, 

it's  only  to  please  you  the  more— it  i«,  upon  my 

honour. 

Chris.  Please  by  tormenting  f  how,  Madam  ? ' 
Ulrica.  Aye — ask  \h&  God  of  Love,  if  it  isn't— 
Ckrti.  Yes  ;  but  where  am  I  to  find  him  ? 
Ulrica.  True — where  is  Love  to  be  (bund  ? 

SONG— Ulrica. 
L 

Where  does  the  urchin  Love  abide  ? 

Whence  does  he  point  bis  dart  ? 
Say,  does  he  with  the  dove  reside  ? 

Or  dwells  he  in  the  heart?  - 

n. 

Na  fix'd  abode  the  traitor  knows— 

On  sportive  wing  he  flies  ; 
Awhile  be  dallies  with  the  rose. 

Then  smiles  in  lovers*  eyes. 

Chris.  He  does — in  mine  ;  and  now  I'll  tell 
you— Tis  all  out,  and  I've  within  me  the  true, 
real  Roland  blood.  It  .seems,  the  strange  old 
Count  had  privately  made  aunt  his  wife  ;  but  his 
estate  descending  with  his  title,  she  thought  she 
might  support  her  rank,  by  getting  for  her  niece 
a  famous  husband — and  she  has  got  one,  hasn't 
fhe,  Ulrica  ? 

Ulrica.  She   has— but,    seriously,    think  not 


that  I  stay'd  fcem  idle  motives. — Poor  Agnes 
has  found  shelter  in  Corbey  Abbey ;  but  the  Prince, 
and  the  Avenging  Knights,  march  in  full,  force  to 
batter  down  its  walls. 

Chris.  Indeed ! 

Ulrica.  Now — now  I  heard  it  from'  the  rioble 
Rweoeborg,  who  seeks  his  father,  to  hear  the 
whole  of  Agnes'  hapless  story.  And  my  aunt's 
influence  no  more  prevailing,  perliaps  the  Baron 
will  relent — at  least,  I  hope  so. 

Chris.  So  do  I — and  \ve  won't  stir. 

Ulrica.  No— not  while  one  glimmering  hope 
remains  of  Agnes*  safety,  and  her  foes'  defeat'. 

.  Chris.  No,  that  we  won't — but  go,   and  plead 
in  her  behalf.  [Kissing  Ulricif s  hand. 

Ulrica.  That  I  will ;  and  doubt  riot,  Christo- 
pher—Heaven  still  will  guard  the  unprotected 
orphanl  [Exit. 

Chris.  Never — nevef  was  couple  sd  match'd  1 
so  much  alike  in  all  that's  amiable  and  lovely  I  Oh, 
when  we  arrive  in  Francohia !  I  know  one  of  our 
neighbours,  who  will  be  all  envy— Baron  Don- 
deftirOnkdickdoffF;  for,  tho'  his  wife  treefey  him 
with  the  most  sovereign  contempt,  he5  i*  still 
obliged  to  look  up  to  her. 

SONG— Christophrb. 
I. 

Baron  DonderdronckdickdorfF  said,  one  summer's  day, 

"  Tho*  wedlock's  a  word  that  revolts, 
"  Whaterer  our  folfes  in  Westphalia  may  say, 

"  I've  a  great  mind  to  marry  Miss  Quoltz. 
"  For  of  all  the  dear  angels  that  live  near  the  Weser, 

"  Miss  Quoits  is  the  stoutest  and  tallest  j 
"  Tho*  of  all  German  Barons  ambitious  to  please  her, 

"  J  know  I'm  the  shortest  apd  smallest." 
How  1  should  like  the  marriage  waits 
To  dance  with  thee,  my  lovely  Quoits ! 

*3 
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Poor  DonderdronckdickdorfF,  with  amorous  phiz, 

On  tiptoe  imparted  bis  flame. 
"  Ah  !  Baron !"  she  sigb'd,  "  what  a  pity  it  is, 

"  You  are  not  half  so  long  as  your  name !" 
"  If  names,"  said  the  Baron,  "  were  smaller,  or  bigger, 

"  To  suit  ev'ry  size  at  a  pinch, 
4t  Your  name,  dear  Miss  Quoits,  to  keep  np  to  your  figure* 

"  Wou'd  measure  six  foot  and  an  inch." 
How  I  should  like,  &c, 

III. 

The  wedding-day  fix'd,  both  the  parties  agreed, 

That  the  peasants  should  dance  German  waltzes* 
And  drink  to  the  future  raix'd  long-and-short  breed 

Of  the  Donderdronckdickdorft  and  Quoltzes* 
To  the  church,  then,  on  foot,  went  the  ice  with  his  size— 

"  What's  this  crowd  for  ?"  cries  one  of  the  people. 
44  For  a  Baron,  who's  taking,**  an  arch  wag  replies, 

"  A  morning's  walk  under  the  steeple." 
How  I  should  like,  &c. 

IV. 

Before  supper,  one  night,  e're  the  honeymoon  fled, 

They  so  quarrett'd,  some  wives  wou'd  have  struck  him $ 
But  the  Baroness  took  up  the  lord  of  her  bed, 

And  over  the  chimney-piece  stuck  him. 
As  the  servant  came  in,  said  the  Baron,  "  You  clown* 

"  Not  a  word  when  the  guests  come  to  sup : 
"  I  have  only  been  giving  my  wife  a  set-down, 

"  And  she  giving  me  a  set-up.*' 
.    How  I  should  like,  &c. 


{Exit. 


fc 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Grand  Aisle  of  the  Abbey,  in  the  Upper  Pari 
of  the  Sanctuary. 

Enter  Bernardo,  St.  Clair,  and  Two  other 
Monks. 

[Flourish  of  Drums  and  Trumpets  without. 

Bern.  You  hear  !— Soon  the  victorious  foe  will 
force  our  walls ;  for,  can  they  long  sustain  the 
shock  of  such  an  host  ?  Or  if  they  could— for 
what  ?  for  whom  ?— Are  we  agreed  ? 

St.  Clair.  We  are :  in  a  just  cause  we  would 
uphold  our  Abbot's  rights  ;  but  when  such  judges 
have  pronounc'd  her  Traitress,  and  such  brave 
warriors  will  support  that  judgment,  shall  we, 
upon  the  word  of  one,  who  will  adduce  no  proof 
of  innocence— we,  the  calm  advocates  of  peace, 
not  war— shall  we  devote  our  abbey  and  ourselves 
to  ruin  most  inevitable  ? 

Bern.  No,  haughty  Prelate !  we  will  teach  you 
now,  that  those  who  raised  you  to  your  splendid 
height,  have  still  the  power  to  humble  and  to 
crush  you.  And  they  who  this  night  come  to 
grace  your  installation,  shall  view  their  idol's 
downfall.  Unbar  the  gates  1  (T/te  Abbot  appeart 
in  the  aisle,  unseen  by  the  Monks).  Give  the  Prince 
Palatine  free  entrance ;  and  let  the  vengeance  of 
the  Secret  Knights  fall,  as  it  ought,  on  those  who 
have  provoked  it. 
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Abbot  ( Advancing  -  hastily  from  the  ahfeji 
Who's  he  dare  utter  such  profane  commands? 

Bern.  Bellarmin-!  I  !~Unbar  the  gates  ! 

Abbot.  Forbear  !  And  think  not,  brothers, 
that  I  court  thiscontest,  or  willingly  involve,  ye 
in  hard  ojfice.  But  we,  who,  vested  with  bright 
mercy's  power,  can  feel  the  bliss  of  sparing  the 
unfortunate  ;  shall  we,  when  barbarism,  mask'd 
by  pious,  plausible  pretext,,  strikes  at  the  growth 
of  every  liberal  feeling;  shall  we  forego  our  Edict, 
or  uphold  it  ?  I  say,  uphold  it !  And  chiefly  on 
one  proof — Manfredi  had  no  daughter !  That 
charge  I  know  to  be  most  groundless. 

Bern.  You  knew  Manfredi  then  !  (Abbot  shews 
agitation).  He,  our  new  oracle*  proclaims  he  was 
nu  stranger  to  this  murderer. 

Abbot  (With  suppressed  indignation).  M^w- 
derer! 

Bern\  The  worst  of  murderers  I  Fake  to  the 
man  who  raised  lmn  from  low  fortune—false  to 
kis  patron,  the  brave  Prince  Palatine  ! 

AbhvL,  To  him ! 

Bern.  To  him  !  Who,  on  his  brother's,  the  fete 
Prince's  death,  anxious  to  see  and  guard  that 
brother's  child,  then  some  leagues  distant  front 
the  Court,  dispatch 'd  Manfredi,  as  his  trustiest 
friend,  to  be  the  Princess9  escort ;  when,  on*  the 
way,  most  artfully  dismissing  all  her*  train,  and 
moved,  not  by  the  smile  of  infant  innocence; 
mixing  ingratitude  with  traitorous  cruelty,  this 
fce  to  virtue;  but  Bellarmm'a  friend,  plunged  hid 
fell  poniard  in  Theresa's  heart,  and  fled,  and  died 
the  victim:  of  despair. 

Abbot.  Wert  thou,  a  winged  messenger  from* 
Hieflvsn;  my<  father's  spirit,,  nay,  e'en  Fate  itself! 
I'd  tell  you,  vile  detractor,  it  isffclse!  ffcfce  a* 


thy  friend,  the  brave  Prince  Palatine  f  who  fired 
by  daring  and  ambitious  views,  besought  Man** 
fredi  to  remove  the  bar  'twiit  him  and  sove- 
reignty. Manfredi  yielded  to  protect  his  charge, 
and  artfully  dismissed  the  Princess*  train,  to  bear 
her  to  a  friendly  foreign  court ;  when  galling, 
idire  reverse  I  in  a  dark  covert  on  the  Danube's 
banks,  Outlaws  effected  what  her  foes  desir&l — * 
Theresa  fell ! — {Speaking  rapidly) — A  j>rey  to  grief 
and  disappointed  hope,  Manfredi  fled — Yon -fell 
Usurper  gained  the  wish'd-for  seat  I 

Bern.  Usurper ! 

Abbot.  Fiend  I  Coward!  Traitor!  Who,  to  de- 
stroy Manfredi's  evidence,  sought  his  destruction  ; 
-**who,  by  false  statement  and  concurring  cir- 
cumstance, secur'd  his  triumph — who  still  comes 
.  forth  to  immolate  more  innocence !  and  Cor- 
bey's  Abbot  is  to  share  in  the  new  sacri- 
fice !  No,  tho'  pur  Order  teaches  resignation- 
yet  teaching  fortitude  and  love  of  virtue,  my 
Founder's  spirit  shall  inspire  my  soul,  and  once 
more  Charlemagne  shall  vanquish  here! 

Bern.  Audacious,  impious  slanderer  1  Compare 
ennobled  and  established  worth  with  such  con- 
firmed disgrace  {—(Flourish  of  Drums  and  Trum~ 
pets,  and  noise  of  Walls  falling) — They  force  the 
outworks !  Instant  aid  their  entrance !  and  hail 
the  downfel  of  such  perjured  arrogance ! 
•  St.  Clair.  Comef 

Abbot  (Getting  between  them  and  the  gates^.  St. 
Clair  I  Bernardo!  who  once  call'd  me  friend  !  and 
who,  on  sudden  impulse,  have  drawn  forth  what 
I  so  long  and  anxiously  kept  secret,  will  you  de- 
sert me  at  this  awful  moment  ?  or,  to  the  last 
contending  for  our  Abbey's  rights,  implore  these 
Warriors  from  the  Holy  Land,  not  to  take  arms 
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against  a  sacred  cause  I  She's  wrong' d,  she's  irii 
ttocent, 
Bern.  Tis  false — most  false  I 

Enter  IfcAVENSRURfc. 

Ravens.  My  Lord,  alPs  lost !  The  savage  and!" 
inveterate  foe  have  storm'd  the  walls,  and  rush  to 
glut  their  vengeance. 

Abbot.  (To  Ravens  burg,  apart.)  And  from 
your  father !    None— -no  hope  ? 

Ravens.  None  !  He  merely  states,  that  dread- 
ing he  might  lose  her,  who'd  supply  a  daughter's 
loss ;  and  fearing  to  increase  an  orphan's  grief, 
he  cautiously  concealed,  how,  one  autumnal  night 
some  fourteen  years  ago,  he  saw  upon  the  Da- 
nube's banks,  an  infant  seemingly  expiring.  He 
snatch'd  it— sav'd  it!  and  what  the  mystery  might 
solve,  if  now  such  mystery  were  worth  the  solving 
—this  Scarf  (producing  it)  encircled  her. — (Abbot 
takes  the  Scarf  with  great  eagerness). — But  all  is 
past !  and  Agnes,  dear  lov'd  Agnes,  by  the  father 
saved,  the  son  must  instantly  behold  destroyed. 

Abbot  i^fier  having  gazed  on  the  Scarf  tvith  the 
greatest  emotion).  Eternal  Providence !  Theresa! 
Princess!  Oh,  great  God  of  Nature!  (Rushing 
into  t/ie  Sanctuary). 

Ravens.  Theresa  ! — Mighty  Heaven  ! 

[Flourish.     The  Gates  are  forced. 

Enter  the  Prince  Palatine,  Free  Knights, 
Crusaders,  and  Soldiers. 

Prince.  First  seize  yon  renegade !  (Free  Knights 
seize  Ravensburg) ;    next  force  the  Sanctuary  I 
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(Free  Knights  and  Soldiers  enter  the  Sanctuary  by 
forte) ;  and  then  no  more  on  others  shall  her 

fate  depend.    This  arm (Knights  and  Soldier* 

bring  Agnes  from  the  Sanctuary  to  the  front,  all 
the  Characters  following)  — -  Now,  while  all 
thoughts  are  deadened  in  my  heated  brain,  but 
those  of  fury  and  revenge — thus  treason  falls,  and 
the  vile  Traitress  dies.  [Seizing  Agnes,  and  go- 
ing to  stab  her  with_his  Sword, 

Abbot  (Behind  the  Crowd).  Forbear'  she  is 
your  rightful  Princess  ! 

Prince.  Merciful  powers !  who  dare  e'en 
breathe 

Abbot  (Rushing  through  the  Crowd,  and  ap- 
proaching the  Prince).  Here,  in  these  hallowed 
aisles ;  here,  in  the  face  of  Heaven,  and  of  man, 
by .  all  your  hopes  of  future  preservation,  avow 
your  treason,  and  your  Sovereign's  wrongs,  de- 
tested, treacherous,  murderous  villain  {-—(Prince 
much  agitated).  — See,  guilt  is  on  him  !  Now,  ye 
who  had  no  faith  (to  the  Monks),  and  ye,  who 
trample  .upon  sacred  rights  (to  th$Prte  Knights) 9 
behold  how  sacred  justice  is  displayed  !  There's 
the  Usurper,  sinking  with  remorse,  and  here  Man- 
fred i,  shedding  tears  of  joy  at  his  regain'd,  be- 
lov'd  Theresa's  feet !  .    ' 

[The  Prince  lets  his  Sword  fall,  and  reclines 

on  the  Arm  of  Walbourg.     Ravensburg 

flies   to  Agnes,    and  takes  her  from  the 

Free  Knights.    Abbot  kneels  on  one  side  of 

Agnes,  Ravensburg  on  the  other. 

Ravens.  Manfredi !  Sovereign  ! 
Abbot*  He  knows  it — knows,  on  ber  supposed 
decease,  this  hand  inform 'd  him  of  Manfredi's  mo- 
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tives— and  that,  disgusted  with  a  sickening- world, 
in  calm  retirement,  he  should  seek  for  peace.  He 
sought  it  here  -and  in  Bellarmin's  name,  was 
here  most  safely  sheltered!  When,  soon,  the 
daring  calumny  spread  wide,  of  "  Traitor"-— of 
4C  Assassin" — and  the  sad  narrative  perverted,, 
confirm'd  the  perjur'd  statement.  You'll  say  i 
should  have  answered  this?  No— aware  such 
influence,  and  such  arts,  would,  with  such 
Judges,  beat  down  humble  truth,  I  kept  im- 
murM  !  and  my  reported  death  checking  inquiry, 
whilst  the  loud  world  sung  forth  the  slanderer's 
praise,  I  could  look  inward,  and  exclaim,  better 
lor  ever  undeserved  disgrace,  than  hear  applause 
the  heart  can  never  sanction ! 

Agnes.  My  Lord,  (to  Rayensburg),  though 
lost  in  wonder,  and  in  joy,  and  now  most  certain 
he  proclaim'd  me  as  Manfredi's  daughter,  to  give 
a  colour  to  each  cruel  charge  !  yet  can  I  see 
a  fellow  creature,  torn  witli  such  convulsive 
agony  !— Go — speak— console  him. 

Abbot.  (To  Prince).  You  hear ! 

Prince.  I  do  !  and  if  Manfredi  had,  like  me, 
beheld  her  angel  mother's  form,  the  strong  re- 
semblance had  betray 'd  the  secret,  and  mad  am- 
bition had  been  sooner  crushed!  I  sue,  I  sup- 
plicate for  death — life,  life's  the  dreaded  punish- 
ment for  guilt,  like  mine  !  Gome — I  implore  ye  I 

Abbot.  Tis  gone  !  'tis  vanished  1  and  I,  who 
hated  and  opposed,  now  feel  my  Edict  su  rpasses  even 
royal  rights'  Monarchs  may  spare,  yet  also  they 
must  punish!  By  my  Prerogative,  I  can  but  pardon 
-—be  safe  within  these  walls,  till  higher  power  de- 
termines on  your  fate. —(The  Prince  is  led  up  the 
Stage). — Now  hope  we  to  fulfill  a  far  more  welcome 
office,  the  union  of  two  hearts,  that  beat  in  unison, 
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and  that,  and  our  forth-coming  installation,  past— 
(Music  without) — Hark!  they  come— The  war- 
fere  o>%r,  the  sons  of  peace' approach. 

Ravens.  (Looking  out).  Oh !  glorious,  wel- 
come sight !  and  let  none  say  the  days  of. dark- 
ness are  returned,  when  such  desert  is  crown'd 
with  such  reward— -My  Lord,  they  enter -r-  they 
expect  you. 

Abbot.  Why,  aye;  and  if  my  Princess  will 
partake  — She  will,  she  will  — and  'tis  not  there, 
that  I  shall  seek  reward — Tis  here  !  'tis  here.— • 
(Taking  the  Princess's  hand.) 

Music.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  THE  LAST. 

The  Installation,  &fc. 

•    Ml  the  Characters  discovered. 

CHORUS. 

Hnil,  hour  of  glory! 

Hail,  hour  of  glory! 
Long  o'er  our  hearts  nwy  our  Abbot  sway  ! 

FanVd  in  story, 
Long  live  this  ballow'd  aod  this  happy  day! 

Abbot.  Be  ever  chronicled  this  blest  event! 
And  now  my  Princess  shall  with  me  unite  to  root 
out  secret,  subterraneous  Justice,  and  fixing  it  in 
fair  and  open  day,  unmask  Free  Knights,  and  hail 
the  dawn  of  genuine  freedom,  and,  enlightened 
Truth  ! 


n 


FINALE. 


Now  your  lofty  Paeans  raise, 
To  our  youthful  Princess'  praise. 
Ne'er  may  9uch  bless'd  Rulers  scver- 
May-oor  Princess,  live  for  ever  \ 


THE   END. 
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